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LOVE’S  CURE; 

OB, 

THE  MARTIAL  MAID. 

A COMEDY. 


Thij  Play  is  by  Gardiner,  in  his  Commendatory  Verses,  ascribed  to  Fletcher  singly ; bot 
the  Prologue  speaks  of  it  as  the  production  of  both  authors,  although  again  the  Epilogue 
takes  notice  of  but  one.  There  never  were  any  alterations  made  in  this  Comedy,  nor 
has  it  been  acted  for  many  years  past. 


PROLOGUE,  AT  THE  REVIVING  OF  THIS  PLAY. 


Statues  and  pictures  challenge  price  and 
fame, 

If  they  can  justly  boast  and  prove  they  came 
From  Phidias  or  Appelles.  None  deny, 
Poets  and  painters  liold  a sympathy ; [grace, 
Y’et  their  works  may  decay,  and  lose  their 
Receiving  blemish  in  their  limbs  or  face; 
When  the  mind's  art  has  this  prehcmineuce, 
She  still  retaineth  her  first  excellence. 

Then  why  should  not  this  dear  piece  be 
esteem'd  • 

Child  to  the  richest  fancies  that  e’er  teem'd? 
When  not  tlieir  meanest  offspring,  that  came 
forth , 

But  bore  the  image  of  their  fathers'  worth. 


Beaumont’s,  and  Fletcher’s,  whose  desert 
out-weighs 

The  best  applause,  and  their  least  sprig  of 
bays 

Is  worthy  Phoebus;  and  who  comes  to  gather 

Their  fruits  of  wit,  l»e  shall  not  rob  the  trea- 
sure. 

Nor  can  you  ever  surfeit  of  the  plenty, 

Nor  can  you  call  them  rare,  though  they  be 
dainty : 

The  more  you  take,  the  more  you  do  them 

right; 

And  we  will  thank  you  for  your  own  delight. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 

Ms*.. 


Assistant,  or  Governor. 

Vitelli,  a young  Gentleman,  enemy  to  Al- 
varez. 

Iiiios.l,  a fighting  Gallant,  friend  to  Vi- 
telli. 

An  astro,  an  honest  Gentleman,  friend  to 
Vitelli. 

AlVarez,  enemy  to  Vitelli. 

Staved**,  friend  to  Alvarez. 

Lccio,  Son  to  Alvarez,  brought  up  at  a 
Woman. 

Algvazjeb,  • tharking  panderly  Constable. 


vol  ni. 


Pachieco,  a Cobler,  v 
M ex  doza,  a Botcher,  S of  worship. 
Metaldi,  a Smith,  j 
Lazarillo,  Bachieco's  hungry  Servant , 
Bobadilla,  Steward  to  Alvarez. 

Herald. 

Officer. 

Woken. 

Eugenia,  a virtuous  lady,  Wife  to  Von  Al- 
varez. 

Clara,  the  Martial  Maid,  Daughter  to  Al- 
varez, enamoured  of  Vitelli. 

Gekevora,  Sister  to  Vitelli,  in  love  with 
Lueio. 

Malrooa,  a wanton  Mistress  of  Vitelli. 


-SCENE,  Scvil, 
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LOVE’S  CURE;  OR,  TIIE  MARTIAL  MAID.  [Act  1.  Scene  1. 


ACT 

k 

SCENE  I. 

Enter  Vitclli,  humoral,  and  Anastro. 

Vitelli.  A LVAREZ  pardon'd? 

Ana.  And  return’d. 

Lam.  I saw  him  land 

At  St. Lucnr’s;  and  such  n general  welcome 
Fame,  as  harbinger  to  his  brave  actions, 

Had  with  the  easy  people  prepar'd  for  him, 

As  if  by  his  command  alone,  and  fortune, 
Holland,  with  those  Low  Provinces  that  hold 
out 

Against  the  arch-duke,  were  again  compell'd 
With  their  obedience  to  give  up  their  lives 
To  he  at  his  devotion. 

Vit.  You  amaze  me ! [Scvil 

For  tho*  I’ve  heard,  that  when  lie  fled  from 
To  save  his  life  (then  forfeited  to  law 
For  murdering  don  Pedro,  my  dear  uncle), 

His  extreme  wants  enforc’d  him  to  take  pay 
I’  t!i’ army,  sat  down  then  before  Ostcnd  ; 

*Twas  never  yet  reported,  by  whose  favour 
He  durst  presume  to  entertain  a thought 
Of  coining  home  with  pardon. 

Ana.  ’Tis  our  nature 
Or  not  to  hear,  or  not  to  give  belief 
To  what  we  wish  far  from  our  enemies. 

Lam.  Sir,  'tis  most  certain,  the  infanta's 
letters, 

Assisted  by  the  arch-duke's,  to  king  Philip, 
Have  not  alone  secur'd  him  from  the  rigour 
Of  our  Castilian  justice,  but  relum'd  him 
A free  man,  and  in  grace. 

l it.  By  what  curs'd  means 
Could  such  a fugitive  arise  unta  [more 
The  knowledge  of  their  highnesses?  much 
(Though  known),  to  stand  but  in  the  least  de- 
gree 

Of  favour  with  them? 

Lam.  To  give  satisfaction 
To  your  demand  (tho’  to  praise  him  I hate, 

Can  yield  me  small  contentment;,  I will  tell 
you, 

And  truly;  since,  should  T detract  his  worth, 

’T  would  argue  want  of  merit  in  myself. 

Briefly  to  pass  Ins  tedious  pilgrim  ige 
For  sixteen  years,  a banish’d  guilty  man. 

And  to  forget  the  storms,  tli*  atliights,  the 
horrors, 

His  constancy,  not  fortune  overcame, 

I bring  him,  with  his  lit  tit*  soil,  grow  n man 
(Tho'  ’twas  said  here  he  took  a daughter 
with  him), 

To  Ostend's  bloody  siege,  that  stage  of  war, 
Wherein  the  flower  of  many  nations  acted, 

Ami  the  whole  Christian  world  spectators 
were ; 


I. 

i 

There  by  his  son  (or  were  he  by  adoption 
Or  Nature  his)  a brave  scene  was  presented, 
Which  Iniake  choice  to  speak  of,  since  from 
that 

The  good  success  of  Alvarez  had  beginning. 

Vit.  So  f love  virtue  in  tui  enemy. 

That  I desire  in  the  relation  of  [yourself 

'I  bis  young  man’s  glorious  deed,  you'll  keep 
A friend  to  truth,  and  it. 

him.  Such  was  my  purpose. 

The  town  being  oft  assaulted,  but  in  vain, 
'I*o  dare  tin?  proud  defendants  to  a sally, 
Weary  of  ease,  don  Inigo  Peralta, 

•Son  to  the  general  of  our  Castile  forces. 

All  urm’d,  advanc’d  within  shot  of  their  walls. 
From  whence  the  musqueteers  play’d  thick 
upon  him;  [ger 

Yet  he,  brave  youth,  as  careless  of  the  dan- 
As  careful  of  his  honour,  drew  his  sword; 
And  waving  it  about  his  head,  as  if 
He  dar’d  one  spirited  like  himself  to  trial 
Of  single  valour,  he  made  his  retreat, 

With  such  a slow,  and  yet  majestic1  pace. 

As  if  he  still  call’d  loud,  “ Dare  none  come 
on  V* 

When  suddenly,  from  a postern  of  the  town 
Two  gallant  horsemen  issued,  and  o’ertook 
The  army  looking  on,  yet  not  a man  [him, 
That  durst  relieve  the  rush  adventurer; 
Which  Lucio,  son  to  Alvarez,  then  seeing. 
As  in  the  vant-gunrd  he  sat  bravely  mounted, 
(Or  were  it  pity  of  the  youth’s  misfortune, 
Care  to  preserve  the  honour  of  his  country, 
Or  hold  desire  to  get  himself  a name), 

He  made  his  brave  horse  like  a whirlwind 
bear  him 

Among  the  combatants;  and  in  a moment 
Discharg’d  his  petronel,  with  such  sure  aim. 
That  of  the  adverse  party  from  his  horse 
One  tumbled  dead;  then  wheeling  round, 
and  drawing 

A falchion,  swift  as  lightning  he  came  on 
Upon  the  other,  and  with  one  strong  blow. 
In  view  of  the  amazed  town  and  camp. 

He  struck  him  dead,  and  brought  Peralta  off 
With  double  honour  to  himself. 

Vit.  Twas  brave ! 

But  the  success  of  this? 

Low.  The  camp  receiv’d  him 
With  acclamations  of  joy  and  welcome; 

And  for  addition  to  the  fair  reward 
(Being  a massy  chain  of  gold  giv’n  to  him 
By  young  Peralta’s  father),  he  was  brought 
To  the  infanta’s  presence,  kiss’d  her  hand, 
And  from  that  ladv  (greater  in  her  goodness 
Than  her  high  birth)  had  this  encourage- 
ment : 


1 And  yet  majestic  pare.]  Sytnpson  objects  to  the  word  yet}  and  would  read, 

* a slow,  and  that  majestic,  pace. 

« Go 
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Act  1.  Scene  2.]  LOVE’S  CURE;  OR,  THE  MARTIAL  MAID. 


* Go  on,  young  man ! Yet,  not  to  feed  thy 
valour 

u With  hope  of  recompense  to  come  from  me, 
“ For  present  satisfaction  of  what’s  past, 

“ Ask  any  thing  that's  lit  for  me  to  give 
u And  thee  to  take,  and  lie  assur’d  of  it." 
Ana.  Excellent  princess! 

Fit,  And  stil'd  worthily 
The  heart-blood,  nay,  the  soul  of  soldiers. 
But  what  was  his  request? 

Lam.  That  the  repeal 

Of  Alvarez  makes  plain : He  humbly  begg’d 
His  father's  pardod,  and  so  movingly 
Told  the  sad  story  of  your  uncle’s  death, 
That  the  infanta  wept ; and  instantly 
Granting  his  suit,  working  the  arclwluke  to  it, 
Tl»eir  letters  were  directed  to  the  king, 

With  whom  they  so  prevail’d,  that  Alvarez 
Was  freely  pardon’d. 

Fit.  Tis  not  in  the  king 
To  make  that  good. 

Ana.  Not  in  the  king?  What  subject 
Daren  contradict  his  pow’r? 

'•it.  In  this  I dare, 

An  1 will;  and  not  call  his  prerogative 
In  'tiestion,  nor  presume  to  limit  it. 

I  know  he  is  tlie  master  of  his  laws, 

And  may  forgive  the  forfeits  made  to  them, 
Bat  not  the  injury  done  to  iny  honour: 

And  since  (forgetting  my  brave  uncle's  merits, 
And  many  services,  under  duke  d'Ah'a) 

Ife  snifers  him  to  fall,  wresting  from  justice 
The  powerful  sword,  that  would  revenge  his 
death, 

1 I’ll  fill  with  this  A strea’s  empty  hand,  [king's. 
And  in  my  just  wreak  make  this  arm  the 
My  deadly  hate  to  Alvarez,  and  his  house. 
Which  as  I grew  in  years  hath  still  eucrcas’d 
(As  if  it  call'd  on  Time  to  make  me  man), 
Slept  while  it  had  no  object  for  her  fury, 

But  a weak  woman,  and  her  tulk’d-of  daugli- 
ter;  [sight2, 

But  now*,  since  iliere  are  quarries  worth  her 
Both  in  the  lather  and  his  hopeful  sou, 

I'll  boldly  cast  her  off,  and  gorge  her  full 
With  both  their  hearts:  to  further  which, 
your  friendship,  [deeds 

And  oaths1!  Will  your  assistance  let  your 


Make  answer  to  me?  Useless  are  all  words, 
Till  you  have  writ  performance  with  your 
swords.  [Ei ’cunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Bobadilla  and  Lucio.  * 

Lucio.  Go,  fetch  my  work.  This  ruff  was 
not  well  starch’d. 

So  tell  the  maid;  'thus  too  much  blue  in  it: 
And  look  you  that  the  partridge  and  the  pul- 
lcn  [flier 

Ha\e  clean  meat  and  freshwater,  ormymo- 
Is  like  to  hear  on't.  [there  ever 

Bob.  Oh,  good  St.  Jaques,  help  n»e!  Was 
Such  an  hermaphrodite  heard  ol?  Would  any 
Wench  living,  that  should  hear  and  see  w hat 
I do,  [man  lies 

Be  wrought  to  believe,  that  the  best  of  a 
Under  this  petticoat,  and  that  a cod-piece 
Were  far  litter  here,  than  a pinn'd  placket? 
Lucio.  You  had  best  talk  filthily,  do ; I 
have  a tongue 

To  tell  my  mother,  as  well  as  ears  to  hear 
Your  ribaldry. 

Be>b.  Nay,  you  have  ten  women’s  tongues 
That  way,  I am  sure ! Whv,  my  voung  master. 
Or  mistress,  madam,  don,  or  wliat  you  will. 
What  the  devil  lrnve  you  to  do  with  pulleii 
or  partridge? 

Or  to  sit  pricking  on  a clout  all  day? 

You  have  a better  needle,  I know,  and  might 
Make  better  work,  if  you  had  grace  to  use  it. 
Lucio.  Why,  how  dare  you  speak  this  be- 
fore me,  sirrah?  [what  I speak? 

Bob.  Nay,  rather,  why  dare  not  you  do 
Tho*  my  lauy,  your  mother,  for  fear  of 
Yitclli  and  his  faction,  hath  [kept  you 
Brought  you  up  like  her  daughter,  and  has 
These  twenty  years  (which  is  ever  since 
You  were  born)  a close  prisoner  within  doors ; 
Yet  since  you  are  a man,  and  arc  as  well 
Provided  as  other  men  are,  metbinks  [flesh 
You  should  have  the  same  motions  of  the 
As  other  cavaliers  of  us  are  inclin’d  unto. 
Lucio.  Indeed,  you  have  cause  to  love 
those  wanton  motions. 

They  having  holpe  you  to  au  excellent  whip- 

pi'ng4. 


2 Quarries , xc orth  her  sight.]  This  sight,  though  it  is  not  altogether  void  of  sense,  dis- 
continues the  chain  of  metaphors  taken  from  falconry.  Our  business  then  must  be  to  join 
it  again  (a  thing  not  hard  to  be  done),  hy  changing  one  letter,  and  adding  another,  thus: 

But  now,  since  there  are  quarries,  worth  her Jlight, 

Mr.  Seward  concurred  too  in  the  same  correction.  Sympson . 

3 - to  further  which,  your  friendship. 

And  oaths ; will  your  assistance,  let  your  deeds.}  Thus  point  the  two  last  edi- 
tions. and  the  first  not  a great  deal  better.  Ilad  the4  editors  of  any  ot  the  copies  understood 
this  passage,  they  would  have  taken  better  care  in  the  puuctuatiou,  and  given  the  text  as 
Mr.  Seward  and  myself  have  done  in  the  present  edition.  Sympson. 

These  gentlemen  [mint, 

to  further  which,  your  friendship, 

And  oaths,  will  your  assistance:  let,  &c. 

We  think  they  have  quite  mistaken  the  passage,  and  hope  we  have  been  more  successful  in 
presenting  the  meaning  of  the  poet. 

4 They  having  hope  you  to  an — ] Amended  in  1750. 

B 2 For 


Digitized  by  Google 


LOVE’S  CURE;  OR,  THE  MARTIAL  MAID.  [Act  1.  Scene  2. 


4 

For  doing  something  (I  but  put  you  in  mind 
of  it)  [mother 

"With  th*  Indian  maid,  the  governor  sent  my 
From  Mexico. 

Boh.  Why,  I but 

Taught  her  a Spanish  trick  in  charity,  [live 
And  i.olpe  the  king  to  a subject,  that  may 
To  take  grave  Maurice  prisoner5,  and  that 
was  [as  you 

More  good  to  the  6tate  than  a thousand  such 
Are  ever  like  to  do.  And  I will  tell  you 
(In  a fatherly  care  of  the  infant,  I speak  it) 
If  he  live  (as  bless  the  babe,  in  passion  I 
Remember  him !)  to  your  years,  shall  he 
spend  his  time 

In  pinning,  painting,  purling,  and  perfuming, 
As  you  do  ? No;  he  shall  to  the  wars, 

Use  his  Spanish  pike,  tho1  with  the  dancer 
of  the  lash,  [vot’d. 

As  his  father  has  done;  and  when  he  is  pro- 
As  I am  now,  draw  Ids  tolcdo  desperately, 
As 

Lucio.  You  will  not  kill  me?  Oh ! 

Bob.  I knew  this 

Would  silence  him.  How  he  hides  his  eyes! 
If  he  were  a wench  now,  as  he  seems,  what  an 
Advantage  had  I,  drawing  two  tolcdos 
When  one  can  do  this!  But — Oh  me,  my 
lady!  [jest. 

I must  put  up. — Young  master,  I did  but 
Oh,  C ustom,  what  hast  thou  made  of  him  ! 

Enter  Eugenia  and  Servant. 

Eug.  For  bringing  this,  be  still  my  friend; 
no  more 

A servant  to  me. 

Bob.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Eug.  Here, 

E’en  here,  where  I am  happy  to  receive 
Assurance  of  my  Alvarez*  return,  [thoughts 
I will  knee!  down;  and  may  those  holy 
That  now  possess  me  wholly,  make  this  place 
A temple  to  me,  where  I may  give  thanks 
For  this  unhop’d-for  blessing,  lleav’n’s  kind 
Hath  pour'd  upon  me  ! [hand 

Lucio.  Let  my  duty,  madntn. 

Presume,  if  you  have  cause  of  joy,  to  entreat 
I may  share  in  it.  [him  yet6. 

Bob.  Tj*  well,  he  has  forgot  how  I frighted 


JEug.  Thou  shalt:  but  first  kneel  with  me, 

Lucio, 

No  more  Posthumia  now  ! thou  hast  a father, 
A father  living  to  take  off  that  name,  [dead, 
Which  my  too-eredulous  fears,  dull  he  was 
Bestow’d  upon  thee.  Thou  shalt  see  him, 
Lucio, 

And  make  him  young  again  by  seeing  thee. 
Who  only  hadst  a being  in  my  womb 
When  he  went  from  me,  Lucio,  Oh,  my  jov$ 
So  far  transport  me,  that  I must  forget 
The  ornaments  of  matrons,  modesty, 

And  grave  behaviour!  JButletaJi  forgive  me, 
If  in  th’ expression  of  ray  soul’s  best  comfort, 
Tho’  old,  I do  a while  forget  mine  age, 

And  play  the  wanton  in  the  eutertainment 
Of  those  delights  I lmve  so  long  despair’d  of! 
J.ucio.  Shall  I then  see  my  huher? 

Eug.  This  hour,  Lucio ; 

Which  reckon  the  beginning  of  thy  life, 

I mean  that  life  in  which  thou  shalt  appear 
To  be  such  as  I brought  thee  forth,  a man. 
This  womanish  disguise,  in  which  I have 
So  long  conceal’d  thee,  thou  shalt  now  cast 
off,  [from  me. 

And  charge  those  qualities  thou  didst  leam 
For  masculine  virtues ; for  w hich  seek  no  tutorB 
But  let  thy  fatlier’s  actions  be  thy  precepts. 
And  for  tfiee,  Zancho,  now  expect  reward 
For  thy  true  service.  [learn 

Bob.  Shall  I ? — You  hear,  fellow  Stephano? 
To  kuow  me  more  respectively!  How  dost 
Thou  think  I shall  become  the  steward's 
chair?  ha! 

Will  not  these  slender  haunches  shew  well 

with 

A gold  chain7 *  and  a night-cap  after  supper*, 
When  I take  the  accounts? 

Eug.  Haste,  and  take  down  those  blacks 
with  which  my  chamber  [mourn'd, 

Hath  like  the  widow,  her  said  mistress, 
A nd  bang  up  for  it  the  rich  Persian  arras, 
Us’d  on  my  wedding-night ; for  this  to  me 
Shall  be  a second  marriage!  Send  for  music. 
And  will  the  cooks  to  use  their  best  of  cun- 
To  please  the  palate.  [ning 

Bob.  Will  your  ladyship  have 
A potatoe-pie9?  ’I  is  a good  stirring  dish 
For  an  old  lady,  after  a long  Lent. 


5 To  take  grave  Maurice  prisoner .]  Crave  is  printed  in  the  lust  editions  with  a great 

letter  and  in  ItaUcsy  ns  if  it  was  a proper  name,  whereas  it  is  an  epithet  only,  and  a cha- 
racteristic of  prince  Maurice  of  Nassau,  who  after  performing  great  actions  against  the 
Spaniurds,  is  said  to  have  died  of  grief,  on  account  of  the  siege  of  Breda.  Strada  de  Bello 
BeJgicn,  though  a bigot  ted  Jesuit,  and  extremely  prejudiced  against  the  Protestants,  gives 
prince  Maurice  the  following  character:  Hie  ill!  Mauritius  estt  & nobis  sepe , nec  sinefortti 
ct  caufi  Ducis  laud*  memorundus;  i.  e.  This  is  that  M ah  rice  whom  we  shall  often  speak 
and  never  without  the  character  of  a brave  and  cautious  general.  Seward. 

6 — horv  I J'righted  him  yet. 

Eug.  Thou  shalt.]  Svmpsen  thinks  it  undoubted  that  wp  should  read, 

— how  I frighted  him. 

Eug.  That  3iou  shalt. 

1 Chain.]  Sec  note  3,  on  the  Lovers’  Progress. 

• With  a chain , and  gold  night-cap.]  Corrected  from  SyHipton’s  conjecture. 

9 P»TAio£-p*c.]  See  note  36,  on  the  Loyal  Subject. 
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Eug.  Begone,  I say!  Why,  sir,  you  can 
go  taster?  [practise 

Bob.  I could,  madam ; but  I am  now  to 
The  steward’s  pace;  that’s  the  reward  I look 
for. 

Every  inan  must  fashion  his  gait  according 
To  his  calling:  you,  fellow  Stepbano,  may 
walk  faster. 

To  overtake  preferment;  so,  usher  me. 
Lucio.  Pray,  madam,  let  the  waistcoat  I 
last  wrought 

Be  made  up  for  my  father ! I will  have 
A cap,  and  boot-hose,  suitable  to  it. 

Eug.  Of  that  [now 

We’ll  think  hereafter,  Lucio;  our  thoughts 
Must  have  no  object  but  thy  father’s  wcl- 
To  which,  thy  help  ! [come; 

Lucio.  With  humble  gladness,  madam. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  m. 

Enter  Alvarez  and  Clara. 

Ah.  Where  lost  we  Syavcdra?  k 
Clara.  He  was  met, 

Eat  ring  tl»e  city,  by  some  gentlemen. 
Kinsmen,  as  lie  said,  of  his  own,  w ith  whom 
Tor  compluucnt-sake  (for  so  I think  be 
term’d  it) 

He  wascompell’d  to  stay;  tho’I  much  wonder 
A man  that  knows  to  do,  and  has  done  well 
T tli’  head  of  his  troop,  w hen  the  bold  foe 
charg'd  home, 

Can  learn  so  suddenly  F abuse  his  time 
In  apish  entertainment.  For  my  part, 

(By  all  the  glorious  rewards  of  w ar), 

I’d  rather  meet  ten  enemies  i’  th'  field,  [on 
All  sworn  to  fetch  ray  head,  than  be  brought 
To  change  an  hour's  discourse  with  one  of 
Smooth  city-fools,  or  tissue-cavaliers  [these 
(The  only  gallants,  as  they  w iscly  think), 

To  get  a jewel,  nr  n w anton  kiss 
From  a court-lip,  tho*  painted. 

Ah.  My  love  Clara, 

(For  Lucio  is  a name  thou  must  forget, 

W it h Lucio’*  bold  bgbavioor),  tho’  thy  breed- 
ing [cuse 

r th*  camp,  may  plead  something  in  the  ex- 
Of  thy  rough  manners,  custom  having  chang'd 
(Tho*  not  thy  sex)  the  softness  of  thy  nature, 
And  Fortune,  then  a cruel  step-dainc  to  thee. 
Impos'd  upon  thy  tender  sweetness  burdens 
Of  hunger,  cold,  wounds,  want,  such  as 
would  crack 

The  sinews  of  a man,  not  bom  a soldier; 
Yet,  now  she  smiles,  and  like  a nat’nd  mother 
Looks  gently  on  thee,  Clara,  entertain 
Her  proffer’d  bounties  with  a willing  bosom: 
Thou  shqlt  no  more  have  need  to  use  thy 
sword;  [alter’d) 

Thy  beauty  (wltich  e'en  Bclgia  hath  not 
Shall  he  a stronger  guard,  to  keep  my  Clara, 
Thao  that  has  been  (tho*  never  us’d  but  no- 

And  know  thus  much [bly)i 

Clara.  Sir,  I know  oply  tha( 

It  stands  uot  with  my  duty  to  gain-say  you 


In  any  thing:  I must  and  will  put  rm  [wish 
What  fashion  you  think  best,  tho’  I could 
I were  what  I appear. 

Ah.  Endeavour  rather  [Mustek. 

To  be  what  you  are,  Clara;  entring  here, 

As  you  were  bom,  a woman. 

Enter  Eugenia , Lucio,  and  Servants. 
Eug.  Let  choice  musick. 

In  the  best  voice  that  e’er  touch'd  human  car 
(For  joy  hath  tied  my  tongue  up),  speak  your 
welcome ! 

Ah.  My  soul  (for  thou  giv’sfc  new  life  to 
my  spirit)  [ Embraces  her. 

Myriads  of  joy,  though  short  in  number  of 
Thy  virtues,  fall  on  thee!  Ob,  my  Eugenia, 
Th’  assurance  that  I do  embrace  thee,  make* 
My  twenty  years  of  sorrow  but  a dream  ; 
And  by  the  nectar  which  I take  from  these, 

I feel  iny  age  restor'd,  and,  like  old  iEson, 
Grow  young  again. 

Eug.  My  lord,  lone  wish'd- for,  welcome! 
Tis  a sweet  briefness!  yet  in  that  short  word 
All  pleasures  which  I may  call  mine  begin, 
And  may  they  long  encrease,  before  they  find 
A second  period!  Let  mine  eyes  now  surfeit 
On  this  so  wish'd-for  object,  and  my  lips 
Yet  modestly  pay  back  the  parting  kiss 
You  trusted  with  them,  when  you  fled  from 
Sevil,  fsbe? 

With  little  Clara,  my  sweet  daughter ! Lives 
Yet  I could  chide  myself,  having  you  here. 
For  being  so  covetous  of  all  joys  at  once, 

T' enquire  for  her;  you  being,  alone,  to  me 
My  Clara,  Lucio,  my  lord,  myself. 

Nay,  more  than  all  the  world ! 

Ah.  As  you  to  me  are. 

Eug.  Sit  down,  and  let  me  feed  upon  the 
story  [safety ! 

Of  vour  past  dangers,  now  you’re  ncre  in 
It  will  give  relish,  and  fresh  appetite 
To  my  delights,  if  such  delights  can  cloy  me. 
Yet  do  not,  Alvarez!  let  me  first  yield  you 
Account  of  my  life  in  your  absence,  and 
Make  you  acquainted  how  I have  preserv’d 
The  jewel  left  lock’d  up  within  my  womb. 
When  you,  in  being  forc’d  to  leave  your 
Suffer’d  a civil  death.  [country. 

Ah.  Do,  my  Eugenia; 

Tis  that  I most  desire  to  hear. 

Eug.  Tlien  know-  — 

Alv.  What  noise  is  that? 

clothing  of  sword*. 
Si/av.  [wit  Ain]  If  you  arc  noble  enemies. 
Oppress  iuc  not  with  odds,  but  kill  me  fairly! 
f it.  [u’i/A;/i]  Stand  off!  I am  too  many 
of  myself. 

Enter  BobadiUc. 

Bel.  Murder,  murder,  murder!  Your 
friend,  my  lord, 

Don  Syavedra  is  set  upon  in  the  streets, 

By  your  enemies,  Vitclli  and  his  faction: 

I am  almost  kill’d  with  looking  on  them. 
Ah.  I’ll  free  him,  or  fall  with  him!  Draw 
thy  sword, 

And  follow  me  ! # [Eric 

Clara. 
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Clara.  Fortune,  I give  thee  thanks 
For  this  occasion  once  more  to  use  it.  [Exit. 
Bob . Nay,  hold  not  me,  madam!  if  I do 
any  hurt,  hang  me.  [into 

Luc.  Oh,  1 am  dead  with  fear ! Let  s fly 
Your  closet,  mother. 

Eug.  No  hour  of  mv  life 
Secure  of  danger?  Ileav’n  he  merciful, 

Or  now  at  once  dispatch  me  ! 

Enter  Vitelli , pursued  In/  Alvarez  and  Sya- 
vedro.,  Clara  beating  off  Anabtro. 

• Clara.  Follow  liira ! 

Leave  me  to  keep  these  off. 

Alv.  Assault  my  friend, 

6o  near  my  house  ? 

Vit.  Nor  in  it  will  spare  thee, 

Tho’  ’twere  a temple;  and  I’ll  make  it  one, 
I being  the  priest,  and  thou  the  sacrifice. 

I’ll  offer  to  my  uncle. 

Alv.  Haste  thou  to  him, 

And  sav  I sent  thee ! 

Clara.  *Twas  put  bravely  by 

And  that;  yet  lie  comes  on,  and  boldly;  rare 
J’tb*  wars,  where  emulation  and  example 
Join  to  encrease  the  courage,  and  make  less 
The  danger!  valour,  and  true  resolution 
Never  appear’d  so  lovely — brave  again  ! 
Sure  he  is  more  than  man;  and  if  he  fall, 
The  best  of  virtue,  fortitude,  would  Hie  w ith 
And  can  I suffer  it?  forgive  me,  duty!  [him  : 
So  I love  valour,  as  I will  protect  it 
Against  my  father,  and  redeem  it,  tho* 

T'is  forfeited  by  one  I hate. 

Vit.  Come  on ! 

All  is  not  lost  yet:  you  shall  buy  me  dearer 
Before  you  have  me ; keep  off. 

Clara.  Fear  me  not!  [sword 

Thy  worth  has  took  me  prisoner,  and  iny 
For  tliis  time  knows  tliee  only  for  a friend, 
And  to  all  else  l turn  the  point  of  it. 

Syav.  Defend  your  father’s  enemy? 

Alv.  Art  thou  mad  ? [lour,  which 

Clara.  Arc  ye  men  rather?  Shall  that  va- 
Begot  you  lawful  honour  in  the  wars,  [tard 
Prove  now  the  parent  of  an  infamous  bas- 
So  foul,  yet  so  long-liv'd,  as  murder  will 
Be  to  your  shames  ? I lave  each  of  you,  alone, 
With  your  own  dangers  only,  purchas’d  glory 
From  multitudes  of  enemies,  not  allowing 
Those  nearest  to  you  to  have  part  in  it, 

And  do  you  now  join,  and  lend  mutual  help 
Against  a single  opposite?  Hath  the  mercy 
Of  the  great  king,  but  new  ly  wash’d  away 
The  blood,  that  with  the  forfeit  of  your  life 
C leav’d  to  your  name  and  family,  like  an 
In  this  again  to  set  a deeper  dye  upon  [ulcer, 
Your  infamy?  You’ll  sav  he  is  your  foe, 

And  by  his  rashness  call’d  on  his  own  ruin ; 
Remember  yet,  lie  was  first  wrong’d,  and 
honour  [place 

Spurr’cl  him  to  what  he  did ; and  next  the 
Where  now  he  is,  your  house,  which  by  the 
Of  hospitable  duty  should  protect  hiin;[laws 
Have  you  been  twenty  years  a stranger  to’t, 


To  make  your  entrance  now  in  blood  ? or 
think  you 

Your  countrvman,  a true-born  Spaniard,  w ill 
An  otTring  fit  to  please  the  genius  of  it  ? 
No;  in  this  I’ll  presume  to  teach  my  father, 
And  this  first  act  of  disobedience  shall 
Confirm  I am  most  dutiful. 

Alv.  I’m  pleas’d 

With  what  I dsire  not  give  allowance  to.— 
Unnatural  wretch,  what  wilt  thou  do? 

Clara.  Set  free 

A noble  enemy : come  not  on ! by  Heaven, 
You  pass  to  him  thro’  me ! The  way  is  open* 
Farewell ! w hen  next  I meet  you,  do  not 
look  for 

A friend,  but  a vow’d  foe;  I see  you  worthy. 
And  therefore  now  preserve  you,  for  the  ho- 
Of  my  sword  only.  [nour 

l It.  Were  this  man  a friend,  [foe 

How  would  he  win  roe,  that  being  my  vow’d 
Deserves  so  well ! I thank  you  for  my  life; 
Hut  how  I shall  deserve  it,  give  me  leave 
Hereafter  to  consider.  [Exit. 

A It.  Quit  thy  fear; 

All  danger  is  blown  over:  I have  letters 
To  th’  governor,  i* ticking’s  name,  to  secure  us 
From  such  attempts  hereafter;  yet  we  need 
not  [dread  others; 

That  have  such  strong  guards  of  our  own. 
And,  to  encrease  thy  comfort,  know,  this 
young  man, 

Whom  with  such  fervent  earnestness  you  eye. 
Is  not  what  he  appears,  but  such  a one 
As  thou  with  joy  wilt  bless,  thy  daughter 
Clara. 

Eng.  A thousand  blessings  in  that  word ! 
Ah.  The  reason 

Why  I have  bred  her  up  thus,  at  more  leisure 
I will  impart  unto  you:  wonder  not 
At  wlmt  you’ve  seen  her  do,  it  being  the  least 
Of  many  great  and  valiant  undertakings 
She  hath  made  good  with  honour. 

Eug.  I’ll  return 

The  joy  I have  in  her,  with  one  as  great 
To  you,  my  Alvarez:  you,  in  a man, 

Have  giv’n  to  me  a daughter;  in  a woman, 

I give  to  you  a son  : this  was  the  pledge 
You  left  here  w ith  me,  whom  1 have  brought 

MP 

Dirt ’rent  from  w hat  he  was,  as  you  did  Clara, 
And  with  the  like  success;  as  she  appears 
Alter’d  by  custom,  more  than  woman,  he. 
Transform’d  by  his  soft  life,  is  less  than  man. 

Ah.  Fortune  in  this  gives  ample  satisfaction 
For  all  our  sorrows  past. 

J.ucio.  My  dearest  sister! 

Clara.  Kind  brother! 

Ah.  Now  our  mutual  care  must  he 
Employ’d  to  help  wrong’d  Nature,  to  recover 
Her  right  in  either  of  them,  lost  bv  custom  : 
To  you  I give  my  Clara,  and  receive 
My  Lueio  to  my  charge;  and  we’ll  contend. 
With  loving  industry,  who  soonest  can 
Turn  this  man  woman,  or  this  woman  man. 

I£xcun<.’ 

ACT 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Pachieco  and  Lazarillo. 

Pack.  T»OY,  my  cloak  and  rapier!  it  fits 
not 

A gentleman  of  my  rank  to  walk  the  streets 
In  guerpo. 

Imz.  Nay,  you  are  a very  rank  gentleman, 
Signor.  1 am  very  hungry;  they  tell  me 
In  Sevil  here,  l look  like  an  eel,  [smith 
With  a mail's  head ; and  your  neighbour  the 
Here  hard  by,  would  have  borrow’d  me  the 
other  day  [angle-rod. 

To  have  fish’d  with  me,  because  h’  had  lost  his 
Pach.  Oh,  happy  thou,  Lazarillo,  being 
the  cause  [lean 

Of  other  men’s  wits,  as  in  thine  own  ! live 
And  witty  still:  oppress  not  thy  stomach 
Too  much : gross  feeders,  great  sleepers ; 

great  sleepers,  fat  bodies  ; 

Fat  bodies,  lean  bruins!  No,  Lazarillo; 

I will  make  tliee  immortal,  change  thy  hu- 
manity 

Into  deity,  for  I will  teach  thee 
To  live  upon  nothing. 

Imz.  Faith,  signor, 

I am  immortal  then  already,  or  very 
Near  it,  for  I do  live  upon  little  or  nothing. 
Belike  tl»at  is  the  reason  the  poets  are  said 
To  be  immortal;  for  some  of  them  live 
Upon  their  wits,  which  is  indeed  as  good 
As  little  or  nothing.  But,  good  master,  let  me 
Be  mortal  still,  and  let  us  go  to  supper. 
Pack.  Be  abstinent;  shew  not  the  corrup- 
tion of 

Thv  generation : lie  that  feeds  shall  die. 
Therefore,  he  that  feeds  not  shall  live. 

La;.  Ay,  but  how  long 
Shall  he  live  ? There’s  tiic  question. 

Pack.  As  long  as  he 

Cau  without  feeding.  Didst  thou  read  of  the 
Miraculous  maid  in  Flanders — 

Laz.  No,  nor  of 

Any  maid  else;  for  the  miracle  of  virginity 
Now-a-days  ceases,  etc  tiie  virgin 
Can  read  virginity! 

Puck.  She  that  liv’d  three  years 
Without  any  other  sustenance  than 
Tlie  smell  of  a rose  ? [her  guts  shnfnk 

Imz.  I heard  of  her,  signor;  but  they  say 
All  into  lutestrings,  and  her  nether  parts 
Cling’d  togetlier  like  a serpent* s tail ; so  that 
Tho'  «>lie  continued  a woman  still  [ster. 
Above  the  girdle,  beneath  yet  she  was  mon- 
Pach.  So  nr**  most  women,  believe  it. 
Laz.  Nay  all  women,  signor, 

That  can  live  only  upon  the  smell  of  a rose. 
Pach.  No  part  oftue  history  is  fabulous. 
Laz.  1 liuuk  rather. 


No  part  of  the  fable  is  historical. 

But  for  all  tliis,  sir,  ray  rebellious  stomach 
Will  not  let  me  be  immortal : I will  be 
As  immortal  as  mortal  hunger  will  suffer. 

Put  me  to  a certain  stint,  sir ! allow  me 
But  a red  herring  a day  ! 

Pach.  O,  dc  Dios ! 

Wouldst  thou  be  gluttonous  in  thy  delicacies? 
Laz.  He  that  eats  nothing  but  a red  her- 
ring a-dny 

Shall  ne’er  be  broiled  for  tho  devil’s  rasher : 

A pilchard,  signor,  a sardina10,  an  olive. 
That  I may  be  a philosopher  first. 

And  immortal  after, 

Pach.  Patience,  Lazarillo ! 

Let  contemplation  be  thy  food  awhile: 

I say  unto  thee, 

One  pease  was  n soldier’s  provant  a whole  day 
At  the  destruction  of  Jerusalem. 

Enter  Mctaldi  and  Mendoza. 

Imz.  Ay,  an  it  were  any  where  but  at 
The  destruction  of  a place,  I’ll  he  bang’d. 

Met.  Signor  Pachieco  A las  to, 

My  most  ingenious  colder  of  Sevil, 

The  bonus  noxios  to  your  signory  ! 

Pach.  Signor  Mctaldi  de  Forgio  ! 

My  most  famous  smith,  and  man  of  metal,  I 
Return  your  courtesy  ten-fold,  and  do 
Humble  my  bonnet  beneath  the  shoe-sole 
Of  your  congie.  The  like  to  you, 

Signor  Mendoza  Pediculo  de  Verm  ini. 

My  most  exquisite  hose-heeler ! 

Imz.  Here’s  a greeting 
Betwixt  a cobler,  a smith,  and  a botcher ! 
They  all  belong  to  the  foot,  which  makes 
them  stand 

So  much  upon  their  gentry. 

Mend.  Signor  Lazarillo! 

Las.  Ah,  signor,  *5/  Nay,  we  are  all  signors 
Here  in  Spain,  from  the  jakes- fanner  to  the 
grandee, 

Or  udclantado.  This  botcher  looks  [now. 
As  if  he  were  dough-bak’d;  a little  butter; 
And  1 could  eat  him  like  an  oaten  cake! 

His  father’s  diet  was  new  cheese  and  onions 
When  he  got  him:  what  a scallion-fac’d  ras- 
cal ’tis  ? [stand 

Met.  But  why,  signor  Pachieco,  do  you 
So  much  on  the  priority,  and  antiquity 
Of  your  quality  (as  you  call  it)  in  comparison 
Of  ours? 

Mend.  Ay ; your  reason  for  that. 

Pach.  Why,  tfiou  iron-pated  smith,  and  thou 
Woollen-wit  ted  hose-heeler,  hear  what  I 
Will  speak  indifferently,  and  according 
To  antient  writers,  of  our  three  professions; 
And  let  the  upright  Lazarillo  be 
Both  judge  aud  moderator! 

Sywpson. 

Lax . 
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Eat.  Still  am  T 
The  most  immortally  hungry  that  may  he  ! 
Pach.  Suppose  thou  wilt  derive  thy  pedi- 
gree. 

Like  some  of  the  old  heroes  (as  Hercules, 
A'oeas,  Achilles),  lineally  from  [father, 
The  gods,  making  Saturn  thy  grent-grand- 
And  Vulcan  thy  father — Vulcan  was  a god — 
Imz.  He’ll  make  Vulcan  your  godfather 
by-and-by.  [block-head, 

Puch.  Yet,  I say,  Saturn  was  a crabbed 
And  V ulcan  a limping  hofn-hend ; for  Venus 
his  wife  [dren : 

Was  a strumpet,  and  Mars  begat  all  her  chil- 
Therefore,  however,  thy  original  fther'1, 
Must  of  necessity  spring  from  bastardy.  Fur- 
Whatcan  shew  a more  deject  spirit  in  man, 
than  [feet, 

To  lay  his  hands  under  every  one’s  horses’ 
To  do  him  sendee,  as  thou  dost  ? — For  thee, 
I will  be  brief;  thou  dost  botch,  and  notmeml, 
Thou  art  a hider  of  enormities, 

Viz.  scabs,  chilblains,  and  kib’d  heels; 
Much  prone  thou  art  to  sects,  and  heresies, 
Disturbing  state  and  government;  for  how 
const  thou 

Be  a sound  member  in  the  commonwealth, 
That  art  so  subject  to  stitches  in  the  ankles? 
Blush  and  be  silent  then,  oh,  ye  inechanicks ! 
Compare  no  more  w ith  the  politick  cohler! 
For  coblers,  in  old  time,  have  prophesied; 
What  may  they  do  now  then,  that  have 
Every  day  waxed  better  and  better? 

Have  we  not  the  length  of  every  man’s  foot  ? 
Are  we  not  daily  menders?  Yea,  and  wlmt 
Not  horse-menders — [menders? 

Laz.  Nor  manners-menders. 

Puch.  But  soal-menders:  [man, 

Oh,  divine  coblers!  l)o  we  not,  like  the  wise 
Spin  our  own  threads  (or  our  wives  for  us)? 
Do  we  not,  by  our  sowing  the  hide,  reap  the 
beef? 

Are  not  wc  of  the  gentle-craft,  whilst  both  you 
Are  but  crafts-inen?  You  will  say,  you  fear 
Neither  irou  nor  steel,  and  what  you  get  is 
wrought 

Out  of  the  fire ; I must  answer  you  again  tho’, 
All  this  is  but  forgery.  You  may  like  wise  say, 
A man’s  a man,  that  has  but  a hose  on  liis 
head : 

I must  likewise  answer,  that  man  is  a botcher 
That  lias  a heel’d  hose  on  liis  head.  To  con- 
clude. 


There  can  be  no  comparison  with 
The  coblcr,  who  is  all  in  all  [and  en<fc 
In  the  commonwealth,  has  his  politick  eye 
On  every  man’s  steps  that  walks,  and  whose 
course  shall 

Be  lasting  to  the  world’s  end. 

Met.  I give  place : 

The  wit  of  man  is  wonderftil ! Thou  [thee 
Hast  hit  the  nail  on  the  head,  and  I will  give’ 
Six  pots  forit,  tho’  I ne’er  clinch  shoe  again. 

Enter  Vitclli  and  Alguazier. 

Pack.  Who’s  this?  Oh,  our  Alguazier;  as 
arrant  a knave 

As  e’er  wore  one  head  under  two  offices  ; 
lie  is  one  side  Alguazier. 

Met.  The  other  side  Seijeant. 

Mend.  Tliot’s  both  sides  carrion,  I am  sure. 
Pach.  This  is  he  [and  lodges  ’em 

Apprehends  whores  in  the  way  of  Justice, 
Ini  liis  own  house,  in  the  way  ot  profit.  Ilo 
with  him 

Is  the  grand  don  Vitclli,  ’twixt  whom  and 
Fernando  Alvarez  the  mortal  hatred  is: 

He  is  indeed  my  don’s  bawd,  and  does 
At  this  present  lodge  a famous  courtezan 
Of  his,  lately  come  from  Madrid.  [nsk  : 
Vit.  Let  her  want  nothing,  signor,  she  can 
What  loss  or  injury  you  may  sustain  * 

I will  repair,  and  recompense  your  love: 
Only  that  fellow’s  coming  I mislike, 

And  did  fore-wam  her  of  him.  Bear  her  this, 
With  my  best  love ; at  night  I’ll  visit  her. 
Alg.  I rest  your  lordship’s  servant ! 

Vit.  Good  cv’n,  signors ! — [thee 

Oh,  Alvarez,  thou  hast  brought  a son  with 
Both  brightens  and  obscures  our  nation, 
Whose  pure  stroug  beams  on  hs  shoot  like 
the  sun’s 

On  baser  fires.  I would  to  Ilcav’n  my  blood 
Had  never  stain’d  thy  bold  unfortunate  hand, 
That  with  mine  honour  I might  emulate. 

Not  persecute  such  virtue!  I will  see  him, 
Tho’  w ith  the  hazard  of  my  life ; no  rest 
In  rav  contentious  spirits  can  I find 
Till  I have  gratified  him  in  like  kind.  [Exit, 
Alg.  I know  ye  not ! what  are  ye?  lienee, 
yc  base  besognios1*! 

Pack.  Marry,  Cazzo!  Signor  Alguazier, 
d’you  not  know  us? 

Why,  we  are  your  honest  neighbours. 

The  cobler,  smith,  and  botcher,  that  have  so 
often 


n Further , a hat  can  be  a more  deject  spirit .]  I cannot  help  thinking  but  the  judicious 
reader  will  wish,  with  me,  that  the  authors  had  wrote,  uhat  can  shcu\  &c.  Sympson. 

12  Bewgnios.]  This  appears  to  be  a word  of  contempt,  which  perhaps  will  receive  some 
explanation  from  the  following  passage  in  Churchyard’*  Challenge,  1693,  p.  85.  “ It  muy 
“ bee  thought  that  every  mercinarie  man  and  common  hireling  (taken  up  for  a while,  or 
**  serving  a small  season)  is  a souldier  lit  to  be  registred,  or  honoured  among  the  renouned 
**  sort  of  warlike  people.  For  such  numbers  of  bczoingnies  or  ueccssarie  instruments  for 
“ the  time,  are  to  fall  to  their  occupation  when  the  service  is  ended,  and  uot  to  live  idely 
“ or  looke  for  imbrasing.”  R. 

Btsngnios  seem  to  mean  the  lower  rank,  people  in  want,  and  of  base  condition ; so,  be- 
sot/i,  French,  need , uant. 

Sat 
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Sat  snoring  cl»eek  by  joll,  with  your  signory, 
In  rug  at  midnight. 

Laz.  Xuy,  good  signor. 

Be  not  angry ; you  must  understand,  a cat 
■And  such  an  officer  see  best  in  the  dark. 
Met.  By  this  hand, 

I could  find  in  in v heart  to  shoe  liis  head  ! 
Pueh.  Why  then  we  know  you,  signor ! 
Thou  mungril,  [beadle, 

Begot  at  midnight,  at  the  gaol-gate,  by  a 
On  a catchpole’s  wife,  are  not  you  he  that  was 
Whipt  out  of  Toledo  for  peijury? 

Mend.  Next, 

Condemn’d  to  the  gallies  for  pilfery, 

To  the  bull’s  pizzle  ? 

Met.  And  after  call’d 

To  the  Inquisition,  for  apostacy?  [durst 
Pack.  Are  not  you  lie  that,  rather  than  you 
Go  an  industrious  voyage,  being  press’d, 

To  the  islands,  skulk'd  till  thelieet  was  gone, 
and  then 

Earn’d  your  rial  a-day  by  squiring  punks 
And  punklings  up  and  down  the  city  ? 

La z.  Are  not  you 

A Portuguese  bom,  descended  o’  the  Moors, 
And  caiue  hither  intoSevil  with  your  master, 
An  arrant  tailor,  in  your  red  bonnet. 

And  your  bluejacket  lousy;  tho’  now 
Your  block-head  be  cover’d  with  the  Spanish 
block, 

And  your  lashed  shoulders  w ith  a velvet-pee. 
Pack.  Are  not  you  he  that  have  been  of 
thirty  callings,  [first, 

Yet  ne'er  a one  lawful?  that  being  a chandler 
Profess’d  sincerity,  and  would  sell  no  man 
Mustard  to  his  beef  on  the  Sabbath,  and  yet 
Hypocrisy  all  your  life-time  ? [sold 

Met.  Are  not  you  he,  that  were  since 
A surgeon  to  the  stews,  and  undertook 
To  cure,  what  the  church  itself  could  not, 
strumpets? 

That  rise  to  your  office  by  being  a great 
don’s  bawd  r 

Lot.  That  commit  men  nightly,  offence- 
less,  for  the  gain 

Of  agrouia  prisoner,  which  your  beadle  seems 
To  put  up,  when  you  share  three-pence  ? 

Mend.  Are  not  you  he 
That  is  a kisser  of  men,  in  drunkenness, 

And  a betrayer  in  sobriety  ? 

Alg.  Diabulo!  They'll  rail  me  into  the 
Again.  # [gallies 

Pack.  Yes,  signor,  thou  art  even  he 
We  speak  of  all  this  w hile.  Tliou  mayst,  by 
thy  place  now, 

l Ay  ns  by  tlie  heels,  ’tin  true ; hut  take  heed ; 
Be  wiser,  pluck  not  ruin  on  thine  own  head ; 
For  never  was  there  such  an  anatomy,  [fore, 
As  w'e  shall  make  thee  then;  be  wise*  tnere- 
Oh,  thou  child  of  the  night!  Be  friends,  and 
shake  hands.  [redder: 

Thou  art  a proper  man,  if  thy  beard  were 
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Remember  thy  worshipful  function, 

A constable;  tho’ thou  turu’stday  into  night. 
And  night  into  day,  what  of  that  ? Watch  less. 
And  pray  more:  gird  thy  bear-skin  (viz. thy 
rug-gown)  [go 

To  thy  loins;  take  thy  staff  in  thy  hand,  and 
Forth  at  midnight13;  let  not  thy  mittens  abate 
Tlie  talons  of  thy  authority14,  but  gripe 
Tlieft  and  whoredom,  wheresoever  thou 
meet’st  ’em ; [safely 

Bear  ’em  away  like  a tempest,  and  lodge  ’em 
In  thine  own  house. 

Laz.  Would  you  have  whores  and  thieves 
Lodg'd  in  such  a house  ? 

Pack.  They  ever  do  so ; 

I have  found  a thief  or  a whore  tliere,  [me. 
When  the  whole  suburbs  could  not  furnish 
Laz.  But  why  do  they  lodge  there? 
pack.  That  they  may  be  [usually. 

Safe  and  forth-coming^  for  in  the  morning 
The  thief  is  sent  to  tlie  gaol,  and  the  whore 
prostrates 

Herself  to  tlie  justice. 

Mend.  Admirable  Pachieco ! 

Met.  Thou  cobler  of  Christendom  ! 

Ale,.  There  is  no  railing  with  these  rogues : 
I will  close  with  ’em,  ’till  I can  cry  quittance. 
Why,  signors,  and  my  honest  neighbours, 
will  ye  [is 

Impute  that  as  a neglect  of  my  friends,  which 
An  imperfection  in  me?  I have  been 
Sand-blind  from  my  infancy ; to  make  you 
You  shall  sup  with  me.  J amends 

Laz.  Shall  we  sup  with  ye,  sir?  [tleman 
O’  my  conscience,  they  have  wrong’d  the  gen- 
Extremely. 

Alg.  And  after  sapper,  I have 
A project  to  employ  you  in,  shall  make  you 
Drink  and  eat  merrily  this  month.  I am 
A little  knavish;  why,  and  do  not  I know  all 
You  to  be  knaves? 

Pack.  I grant  you,  we  are  all 
Knaves,  and  will  be  your  knaves;  but  ob, 
while  you  live. 

Take  heed  of  being  a proud  knave  ! 

Ale.  On  then,  pass;  [hear  out  me. 

I will  bear  out  my  staff,  ami  my  staff  shall 
Laz.  Oh,  Lazarillo,  thou  art  going  to  sup- 
per ! [ Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Lucio  and  Bobadillu. 

Lucia.  Pray  he  not  angry. 

Bob.  I am  angry,  and  I will  be  angry. 
Diabulo ! what  should  you  do  in  the  kitchen  ? 
Cannot  the  cooks  lick  their  hugers  without 
Your  overseeing?  nor  the  maids  make  pot- 
tage, [Lucio? 

Except  your  dog’s  head  he  in  the  pot?  Don 
Don  Quot-Quean,  don  Spinster;  wear 
A petticoat  still,  and  put  on  your  smock  a' 
Monday; 


13  Gird  thy  bearskin  (viz.  thy  rug-gown ) to  thy  loins  ; take  thy  staff  ' in  thy  hand , and  go 
forth  at  midnight.]  These  words  arc  found  only  in  the  first  folio. 

14  That  is,  Let  not  thy  mittens  be  the  same  to  thy  talons,  as  a button  is  to  a foil.  Sampson. 
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I will  have  a baby  o’clouts  made  for  it,  like 
A great  girl ! Nay,  if  you  will  needs  be  starcli- 

wg 

Of  ruffs,  and  sowing  of  black-work,  I will 
Of  a mild  and  loving  tutor,  become  a tyrant:, 
Your  father  has  committed  you  to  my  charge, 
And  i will  make  a man  or  a mouse  ou  you. 
Luc io.  What  would  you  have  me  do?  This 
scurvy  sword  [Pish!  look. 

So  galls  my  thigh,  I would  it  were  burnt ! — 
This  cloak  will  ne'er  keep  on;  these  boots  too 
hide-bound, 

Make  me  walk  stiff,  ns  if  my  legs  were  frozen, 
And  ray  spurs  jingle  like  a morris-dancer: 
Lord,  how  my  head  aches  with  this  roguish 
This  masculine  attire  is  most  uneasy;  [hat! 
I’m  bound  up  in  it;  I had  rather  walk 
In  folio  again,  loose,  like  a woman. 

Bob.  In  foolioy  had  you  not?  [parents! 
Thou  mock  to  Heav’n,  and  Nature,  and  thy 
Thou  tender  leg  of  lainb  ! Oh,  how  he  walks 
As  if  he  had  bepiss’d  himself,  and  fleers ! 

Is  this  a gait  for  the  yonng  cavalier, 

Don  Lucio,  son  and  heir  to  Alvarez  ? 

Has  it  a com  ? or  does  it  walk  on  conscience, 
It  treads  so  gingerly?  Come  on  your  ways! 
Suppose  me  now  your  father’s  foe,  Viteili, 
Ana  spying  you  i’th’  street,  thus  I advance: 
I twist  my  beard,  and  then  I draw  my  sword. 
Lucio.  Alas ! 

Bob.  And  thus  accost  thee : T rniterous  brat. 
How  durst  thou  thus  confront  me?  impious 
twig 

Of  that  old  stock,  dew'd  with  my  kinsman’s 
gore, 

Draw ! for  I’ll  quarter  thee  in  pieces  four. 
Lucio.  Nay,  prithee  Bobadilla,  leaving  thy 
fooling, 

Put  up  tny  sword.  I w ill  not  meddle  with  you. 
Ay,  justlc  me,  I care  not,  I’ll  not  draw  ; 
Pray  be  a quiet  man. 

Bob.  D’ye  hear?  answer  me, 

As  you  would  do  don  Viteili,  or  I’ll  be 
So  bold  as  to  lay  the  pommel  of  my  sword 
Oyer  the  hilts  of  your  head ! — My  name’s 
And  Tit  have  the  wall.  [Viteili, 

Lucio . Why  then, 

I’ll  have  the  kennel:  what  a coil  you  keep  ? 
Signor,  what  happen’d  ’twixt  my  sire  aud  your 
Kinsman,  was  long  before  I saw  the  world; 
No  fault  of  mine,  nor  will  I justify 
My  father’s  crime**:  forget,  sir,  and  forgive, 
'Tis  Christianity.  I pray  put  up  your  sword; 
I’ll  give  you  any  satisfaction, 

That  may  become  a gentleman.  However, 

I hope  you’re  bred  to  more  humanity, 

Tlian  to  revenge  my  father’s  wrong  on  me. 
That  crave  your  love  and  peace.  Law-you- 
now,  Zancho, 

Would  not  thisquict  him,  were  he  ten  Viteili*? 
Bob.  Oh,  craven- chicken  of  a cock  o*  th’ 
game ! 

Well,  what  remedy?  Did  thv  father  see  this, 
O’  my  conscience,  he  would  cut  off  thy  mas- 
, culine 

Gender,  crop  thine  ears,  beat  out  thine  eyes, 


[Act  2.  Scene  Z 

And  set  thee  in  one  of  the  pear-trees  for  a 
scare-crow ! 

As  I am  Viteili,  I am  satisfied; 

But  as  I am  Bobadilla  Spindola  Zancho, 
Steward  of  the  house,  and  thy  father’s  servant, 
I could  find  in  my  heart  to  lop  off 
The  hinder-  part  of  thy  face,  or  to 
Beat  all  thy  teeth  into  thy  mouth ! Oh,  thou 
Whey-blooded  milksop,  I’ll  wait  upon  thee 
no  longer ; [ways,  sir ; 

Thou  shalt  ev’n  wait  upon  me.  Come  your 
1 shall  take  a little  pains  with  you  else. 

Enter  Clara. 

Clara.  Where  art  thou,  brother  Lucio? — 
Ran,  tan  tun  ta, 

Han  tan  ran  tan  tan  ta,  ta  ran  tan  tan  tan  ! 
Oh,  I shall  no  more  see  those  golden  days  ! 
T hese  cloaths  will  never  fadge  witn  me : a pox 
O’  this  filthy  tardmgule,  this  hip-liape ! — 
Brother,  [fin’d, 

Why  are  women's  haunches  only  limited,  coit- 
I loop’d  in  as  ’twere,  with  these  same  scurvy 
vttrdingales  ? [most  subject 

Bob.  Because  women's  haunches  only  arc 
To  display  and  fly  out. 

Clara.  Bobadilla,  rogue,  ten  ducats, 

I hit  the  prepuce  of  thy  cod-piece ! 

Lucio . Hold, 

If  you  love  my  life,  sister!  I am  not 
Zancho  Bobadilla ; I am  your  brother, Lucio. 
What  n fright  you  have  put  me  ini 
Clara.  Brother?  and  wherefore  thus ? 
Lucio.  Why,  master  steward  here,  signor 
Zancho,  - fuse  me, 

Made  me  change:  he  does  nothing  but  inis- 
And  call  me  coward,  and  swears  1 shall 
Wait  upon  him. 

Bob.  Well ! I do  no  more  [away  tin/! 
Titan  I have  authority  for. — 'Would  1 were 
For  she’s  as  much  too  manish,  as  he 
Too  womanish : 1 dare  not  meddle  with  her; 
Yet  I must  set  a good  face  on  it,  if  I had  it. — 

I have  like  charge  of  you,  madam ; I 
Am  as  well  to  mollify  you,  as  to 
Qualify  him.  What  have  you  to  do  with 
Armors,  and  pistols,  and  javelins,  and  swords. 
And  such  tools?  Remember, mistress, Nature 
Hath  given  you  a sheath  only,  to  signify 
Women  are  to  put  up  mens  weapons,  not 
To  draw  them  ! — Look  you  now',  is  this  a fit 
Trot  for  a gentlewoman  ? You  shall  see 
The  court-ladies  move  like  goddesses,  as  if 
They  trod  air;  they  will  swim  you  their 
measures 

Like  whiting-mops,  as  if  their  feet  were  finns. 
And  the  hinges  of  their  knees  oil’d.  Do  they 
Love  to  ride  great  horses,  as  you  do  ? no ; 
They  love  to  ride  great  asses  sooner.  Faith, 
I know  not  what  to  say  t’ye  both : custom 
hath 

Turn’d  Nature  topsy-turvy  in  you. 

Clara.  Nay, 

But,  master  steward ! 

Bob.  You  caunot  trot  so  fast. 

But  he  arables  as  slowly. 
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Clara.  Signor  Spindle ! 

Will  you  hear  me  r 

Bob.  He  that  shall  come  to 
Bestride  your  virginity,  lmd  better  be 
A-foot  o’er  the  dragon. 

Clara.  Very  well ! 

Bob.  Did  ever 
Spanish  lady  pace  so  ? 

Clara.  Hold  tliese  a little ! 

Lucio.  I’ll  not  touch  ’em,  I.  [your  pate, 
Clara.  First  do  l break  your  office  o’er 
You  dog-skin-fiic’d  rogue,  pilchcr,  you  Poor- 
Which  I will  beat  to  stock-fish.  [John ! 
Lucio.  Sister ! 

Bob.  Madam ! [talk’d  to,  ha? 

Clara.  You  cittern-head!  who  have  you 
You  nasty,  stinking,  and  ill-countennnc’d  cur ! 

B<»b.  By  this  hand,  I'll  bang  your  brother 
I get  him  alone.  [for  this,  when 

Clara.  How  ! Kick  him,  Lucio ! 

He  shall  kick  you.  Bob,  spite  o'  thy  nose  ; 
that’s  flat. 

Kick  him,  I say,  or  I will  cut  thy  head  off! 
Bob.  Softly,  you  had  best ! 

Clara.  Now,  thou  lean,  dried,  and  ominous- 
visag’d  knave, 

TIkhi  false  and  peremptory  steward,  pray  ! 
For  I will  hang  thee  up  in  thine  own  chain ! 
Lucio.  Good  sister,  do  not  clioak  him. 
Bob.  Murder!  murder!  [Exit. 

Clara.  Well ! I shall  meet  w’ye. — Lucio, 
who  bought  this  ? [one, 

'Hs  a reasonable  good  one ; but  there  hangs 
Spain's  champion  ne’er  us’d  truer;  with  this 
staff 

Old  Ahum  has  led  up  men  so  close, 

The?  could  almost  spit  iu  the  cannon’s  mouth; 
Whilst  I with  that,  and  this,  well  mounted’*, 
skirr’d  sire, 

A horse-troop  thro*  and  thro’,  like  switt  de- 


And  seen  poor  rogues  retire,  all  gore,  and 
Like  bleeding  shads.  [gash’d 

Lucio.  Bless  us,  sister  Clara, 

How  desperately  you  talk ! What  d'ye  call 
This  gun  ? a dag  ? 

Clara.  I’ll  give't  tliee ; a French  petronel. 
You  never  saw  iny  Barbary,  the  infanta 
Bestow'd  upon  me,  as  yet,  Lucio : 

Walk  down,  and  see  it. 

Lucio.  What,  into  the  stable  ? [there 
Not  I ; the  jades  will  kick : the  poor  groom 
Was  almost  spoil’d  the  other  day. 

Clara.  Fy  on  thee ! 

Thou  wilt  scarce  be  a man  before  thy  mother. 
Lucio,  When  will  you  be  a woman? 

Enter  Alvarez  and  Bobadilla. 

Clara.  'Would  I were  none! 

But  Nature’s  privy  seal  assures  me  one. 

Alv.  Thou  anger’st  me ! Can  strong  ha- 
bitual custom  [manners. 

Work  with  such  magick  on  the  mind  and 
In  spite  of  sex  and  Nature?  Find  out,  sirrah, 
Some  skilful  fighter. 

Bob.  Yes,  sir. 

Alv.  I will  rectify 

And  redeem  either'*  proper  inclination,  . 

Or  bray  ’em  in  a mortar,  and  new-mould  'em. 
Bob.  Believe  your  eyes,  sir ; I tell  you,  we 
wash  an  Etluop.  [£xil. 

Clara.  I strike  it,  for  ten  ducats. 

Alv.  How  now,  Clara, 

Your  breeches  on  still?  and  your  petticoat 
Not  yet  off,  Lucio?  art  thou  not  gelt? 

Or  did  the  cold  Muscovite  beget  thee. 

That  lay  here  li«^er‘6,  in  the  last  great  frost? 
Art  not  thou,  Clara,  turn’d  a man  indeed 
Beneath  the  girdle?  and  a woman  thou? 

I’ll  have  you  search’d ; by  Heaven,  I strongly 
doubt ! 


15  — and  this , veil  mounted , scour’d 

A horse-troop  through  and  through. — ] The  old  folio  reads  scurf  dt  which  I take  to  be  only 
a false  spelling  of  a better  word,  viz.  skirt'd  : thus  Shakespear  in  Macbeth,  act  v.  scene  3. 

Send  oat  more  liorses ; shir  the  country  rouiid. 

To  shir  is  xelitori , to  tight  as  the  light-horse  do,  from  whence  the  substantive  skirmish. 

In  Ilenrv  V.  Shakespear  uses  the  word  for  flying  swiftly , tlio’  from  an  enemy.  The  king 
says  of  the  French  horse,  act  iv.  scene  13. 

He’ll  make  ’em  skit  away,  as  swift  as  stones  . 

Km  forced  from  the  old  Assyrian  sliugs. 

No  reader  of  taste  wou’d  benr  the  change  of  the  word  skir , which  is  perfectly  poetical,  as 
the  sound  is  an  echo  to  the  sense,  foncowr;  and  Fletcher  lias  uot  suffered  much  less  by  the 
cliange.  Sezcurd. 

16  'Chat  lay  here  lieger.]  So,  in  Greene's  Quip  for  an  Upstart  Courtier,  4to.  1592.  “ In- 
u deed,  I have  been  sieger  in  my  time  in  London,  and  have  play’d  many  maddc  pranckes, 
“ tor  which  cause  yon  may  apparently  see  I am  made  a curtail ; for  the  pillory  (in  the  sight 
u of  a great  many  good  and  sufficient  witnesses)  hath  eaten  off  booth  ray  eares,  and  now, 
u sir,  this  rope-maker  hunteth  me  heerc  with  his  halters.” — And  in  the  Roaring  Girle,  or 
Moll  Cutpursc,  by  Middleton  and  Dekkar, 

**  What  durst  move  you,  sir, 

" To  think  me  whoorish  ? a name  which  I’de  teare  out 
**  From  the  hye  Germaine’s  throat,  if  it  lay  ledger  there  ! 
a To  dispatch  privy  slanders  against  mee  l*  R. 

Dr.  JoJmson  says,  leger  is  derived  from  the  Dutch  Ugger ; and  signifies,  " Any  thing  that 
“ lies  in  a place;  as,  a leger  ambassador,  a resident;  a leger- book,  a book  that  lies  in  the 
" compting-house.’’ 
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LOVE'S  CUKE;  Oil,  TUE  MARTIAL  MAID.  [Act  2.  Scene  2. 


We  must  have  these  things  mended.  Come, 
go  in ! [ Exit. 

Enter  Vitclli  and  Bobadilla . 

Bid).  With  Lucio,  say  you?  There  he’s  for 
Vit.  And  there’s  for  tliee.  [you. 

Bob.  I thank  you.  You 'have  now  bought 
A little  advice  of  ine:  if  you  chaucc 
To  have  conference  with  that  lady  there, 

Be  very  civil,  or  look  to  your  head  ! 

She  has  ten  nails,  and  you  have  but  two  eyes : 
If  any  foolish  hot  motions  should  chance 
To  rise  in  the  horizon,  under  your  equinoc- 
tial there, 

Qualify  it  as  well  as  you  can,  for  I fear 
The  elevation  of  your  pole  will  not 
Agree  with  the  horoscope  of  her  constitution: 
She  is  Bell  and  the  Dragon,  I assure  you. 

[£rtf. 

Vit.  Are  you  tl»e  Lucio,  sir,  that  sav  d Vi- 
telli? 

Lucio.  Not  I,  indeed,  sir;  I did  never 
brabble ; 

There  walks  tliat  Lucio  metamorphosed. 

[ Exit. 

Vit.  D*  you  inock  me? 

Ctara.  No,  he  does  not : I am  that 
Supposed  Lii'io  that  was,  but  Clara 
That  is,  and  daughter  unto  Alvarez. 

Vit.  Amazement  daunts  me  ! ’Would  my 
life  were  riddles, 

So  you  were  still  my  fair  expositor  ! 
Protected  by  a lady  from  my  death  ? 

Oh,  I shall  wear  an  everlasting  blush 
Upon  my  cheek  from  thfs  discovery  ! 

Oh,  you,  the  fairest  soldier  I e’er  saw, 

Each  of  whose  eyes,  like  a bright  beamy 
shield, 

Conquers  without  blows,  the  contentious — 
Clara.  Sir,  guard  yourself;  you’re  iu  your 
And  may  be  injur’d.  [enemies  house, 

Vit.  Tis  impossible : 

Toe,  nor  oppressing  odds,  dares  proveVitelli, 
If  Clara  side  him,  and  will  call  him  friend. 

I would  the  difference  of  our  bloods  were  such 
As  might  with  any  shift  be  wip’d  away  ! 

Or  ’would  to  Hear’n  yourself  were  all  your 
name ; 

That,  having  lost  blood  by  you,  I might  hope 
To  raise  blood  front  you!  But  my  black- 
wing'd  fate 

Hovers  aversely  over  that  fond  hope ; 

And  he  whose  tongue  thus  gratifies  the 
daughter*7 

And  sister  of  his  enemy,  wears  a sword 
To  rip  the  father  and  the  brother  up : [mine. 
Thus  you,  that  sav’d  tliis  wretched  life  of 
Have  sav’d  it  to  the  ruin  of  your  friends. 
That  my  affections  should  promiscuously 
Dart  love  and  hate  at  once,  both  worthily  ! 
Pray  let  me  kiss  your  hand  ! 


Clara  You're  treacherous, 

And  come  to  do  me  miscliicf. 

Vit.  Speak  on  still; 

Your  words  are  falser,  fair,  than  my  intents. 
And  each  sweet  accent  far  more  treach’rous; 
for 

Tho'  you  speak  ill  of  me,  you  speak  so  well 
I do  desire  to  hear  you. 

Clara.  Pray  be  gone; 

Or,  kill  me  if  you  please. 

Vit.  Oh,  neither  can  I : 

For,  to  be  gone  were  to  destroy  my  life ; 
And  to  kill  you  were  to  destroy  ray  soul. 

I am  in  love,  yet  must  not  be  in  love ! 

I'll  get  away  apace.  Yet,  valiant  lady, 

Such  gratitude  to  honour  I do  owe, 

And  «uch  obedience  to  your  memory, 

That  if  you  will  bestow  something,  tliat  I 
May  wear  about  me,  it  shall  bind  my  wrath. 
My  most  invet’rate  wrath,  from  all  attempts. 
Till  you  and  i meet  next. 

Clara.  A favour,  sir? 

Why,  I'll  give  you  good  counsel. 

Vit.  That  already 

You  have  bestow’d ; a ribbon,  or  a glove— 
Clara.  Nay,  those  are  tokens  for  a wait- 
To  trim  the  butler  with.  [ing-maid 

Vit . Your  feather — 

Clara.  Fy! 

The  wenches  give  them  to  thp  serving-men. 
Vit.  That  little  ring — # 

Clara.  'Twill  hold  you  but  by  tli’ finger; 
And  I would  have  you  faster. 

Vit.  Any  tiling 

That  I may  wear,  and  but  remember  you. 

C/aru.  This  smile;  my  good  opinion;  or 
But  that,  it  seems,  you  like  not.  [myself! 
Vit.  Yes;  so  well, 

When  any  smiles,  I will  remejnber  yours ; 
Your  good  opinion  shall  in  weight  poize  me 
Against  a thousand  ill;  lastly,  yourself, 

HI  y curious  eye  now  figures  in  my  hearr, 
Where  I will  wear  you  till  the  table  break. 
So,  whitest  angels  guard  you ! 

Clara.  Stay,  sir;  I 

I have  fitly  thought  to  give,  what  you  as  fitly 
May  m»t  disdain  to  wear. 

Vit.  What’s  that? 

Clara.  'This  sword. — 

1 never  heard  a man  speak  till  this  hour: 

His  words  are  golden  chains,  and  now  1 fear 
The  lioness  hath  met  a tamer  here : ling? 

Fy,  how  his  tongue  chimes! — What  was  Isay - 
Oh,  this  favour  I bequeath  you,  which  I tie 
In  a love-knot,  fast,  ne’er  to  hurt  my  friends; 
Yet  be  it  fortunate  'gainst  all  your  foes 
(For  I have  neither  friend,  nor  foe,  but  yours) 
As  e'er  it  was  to  me!  I've  kept  it  long, 

And  value  it,  next  my  virginity. — 

But,  good,  return  it;  for  I now  remember 
I vow'd,  who  purcliaa'd  it  should  have  me  too. 


17  Thus  gratifies  tuc  daughter.]  Tliis  gratifies  seems  to  come  in  oddly;  for  what  gratifica- 
tion docs  Yitelli  make  Clam  here?  He  gives  her  good  words,  'ris  true,  and  sets  off  the  ser- 
vice she  had  done  him  at  her  first  appearance  ou  the  stage ; but  tliis  ought  rather  to  be 
called  a pancgyrick,  than  a gratification,  and  who  knows  but  the  authors  might  have  given  it 
— ■ ■ ■ - » thus  glorifies  the  daughter.  Sj/mpson. 
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Act  3.  Scene  1.]  LOVE’S  CURE;  OR,  THE  MAjRTIAL  MAID. 


Vit.  ’Would  dial  were  possible ; but,  alas, 
*tis  not: 

Yet  this  assure  yourself,  most-honour’d  Clara, 
ill  not  infringe  an  article  of  breath 
My  vow  hath  offer'd  t’  you;  nor  from  this 
part 

Whilst  it  hath  edge,  or  point,  or  I a heart. 

[j£ri7. 

C/ora.  Oil,  leave  me  living ! — What  new 
exercise 

Is  grrpi  into  my  breast,  that  blancheth  clean 
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My  former  nature  ? I begin  to  find 
I am  a woman,  and  must  learn  to  fight 
A softer  sweeter  battle  than  with  swords. 
I’m  sick  methinks;  but  the  disease  I feel 
Pleuseth,  and  punisheth.  1 warrant,  love 
Is  very  like  this,  that  folks  talk  of  so; 

I skill  not  what  it  is,  yet  sure  e’en  liere, 

E’en  in  my  heart,  I sensibly  perceive 
It  glows,  and  riselli  like  a glimmering  finme. 
But  know  not  vet  the  essence  on’t,  nor  nume. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

Kntcr  Malroda  and  Alguazier. 

Muir.  tJE  must  not?  nor  he  shall  not? 

who  shall  let  him?  [dom! 
You,  politick  Diego,  with  your  face  of  wis- 
Don  lilirt ! The  pox  upon  your  aphorisms, 
Your  grave  and  sage- ale  physiognomy! 

Do  not  l know  thee  for  the  Alguazier, 
Whose  dunghill  all  the  parish  scavengers 
Could  never  rid?  Thou  comedy  to  men, 
Whose  serious  folly  is  a hutt  for  all  [wit. 
To  shoot  their  wits  at;  whilst  thou  hast  not 
Nor  heart,  to  answer,  or  be  angry ! 

Alg.  Lady!  [supported  by 

Malr.  Peace,  peace,  you  rotten  rogue, 
A stall  of  rott’ner  ortice ! Dure  you  check 
Aliy’s  accesses  that  1 will  nllow  ? 

Piorato  is  my  friend,  and  visits  me 
In  lawful  sort,  t’  espouse  me  as  his  wife ; 
And  who  will  cross,  or  shall,  our  interviews? 
You  know  me,  sirrah,  for  no  chambermaid, 
Tiiat  cast  her  belly  and  her  wastecoat  lately. 
Thou  think’st  thy  coustableship  is  much  ! 
not  so ; 

I am  ten  offices  to  thee:  ay,  thy  house, 

Thv  house  and  ortice  is  maintain’d  by  me. 
Alg.  My  lwusc-of-office  is  maintain'd  i’th’ 

garden! 

Go  to!  I know  you;  and  I have  contriv’d 
(You’re  a delinquent),  but  I have  contriv’d 
A poison,  tho*  not  in  the  third  degree: 

I can  sav,  black’s  your  eye,  though  it  be  grey ; 
i liave  conniv’d  at  this  your  friend,  and  you; 
But  what  is  got  by  this  connivency? 

I like  his  feature  well18  ; a proper  man, 

Of  good  discourse,  fine  conversation, 
Valiant,  und  a great  carrier  of  the  business, 
Sweet-hreasted'v  as  the  nightingale  or  thrush : 
Yet  I must  tell  you,  you  forget  yourself ; 

My  lord  V itelli’s  love,  and  maintenance, 
Deserves  no  other  Jack  i’tli’  box,  but  he. 
What  tho’  he  gather’d  first  the  golden  fruit, 
Aod  blew  your  pigs-coat  up  into  u blister, 
When  you  did  wait  at  court  upon  his  mother; 


Has  he  not  well  provided  for  the  bairn? 
Beside,  whnt  profit  reap  I by  the  other? 

If  you  will  have  me  serve  your  pleasure,  lady, 
Your  pleasure  must  accommod  ate  my  service; 
As  good  he  virtuous  and  poor,  as  not 
Thrive  by  ray  knav’ry;  all  the  world  would  be 
Good,  prosper’d  goodness  like  to  villainy. 

I am  the  king’s  vicegerent  by  my  place; 

His  right  lieutenant  hi  mine  own  pre<  inct. 
Malr.  Thou’rt  a right  rascal  in  all  men’s 
precincts ! 

Yet  now,  my  pair  of  twins,  of  fool  and  knave, 
Look,  we  are  friends ; there’s  gold  for  thee  : 
admit 

Whom  1 will  have,  and  keep  it  from  my  don, 
And  I will  make  thee  richer  than  thou’rt 
wise: 

Thou  shalt  be  my  bawd,  and  ray  officer; 

Thv  children  shall  eat  still,  my  good  night- 
owl, 

And  thy  old  wife  sell  andirons  to  the  court. 
Be  countenanc’d  by  the  dons,  and  wear  a 
hood,  [mother. 

Nay,  keep  my  garden-house;  I’ll  call  her 
Thee  father,  my  good  poisonous  red-liair’d 
And  gold  shall  daily  be  thy  sacrifice,  [deel. 
Wrought  from  a fertile  island  of  mine  ow  n, 
Which  I will  oiler,  like  an  Indian  queen. 

Alg.  And  I will  be  thy  devil,  thou  my 
With  which  I’ll  catch  the  world.  [flesl^ 
Malr.  Fill  some  tobacco, 

And  bring  it  in.  If  Piorato  come 
Before  my  don,  admit  him;  if  my  don 
Before  my  love,  conduct  him,  my  dear  de- 
vil! [Exit. 

Alg.  I will,  my  dear  flesh. — First  come, 
first  serv’d  : well  said  ! — 

Oh,  equal  lieav’n,  how  wisely  thou  disposcst 
Thy  several  gifts ! One’s  bom  a great  rich 
fool, 

For  the  subordinate  knave  to  work  upon; 
Another’s  poor,  with  wit’s  addition, 

Which  well  or  ill  us’d,  builds  a living  up, 
And  that  too  from  the  sire  oft  descends; 
Only  fair  Virtue,  by  traduction 


18  I like  his  feather  tcelL]  Amended  in  1750. 

19  Stieet  breasted.]  See  note  20,  on  the  Pilgrim. 

Never 
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LOVE’S  CURE;  OR,  THE  MARTIAL  MAID.  [Acts.  Scene  Q. 


Never  succeeds*0,  and  seldom  meets  success : 
What  have  I then  to  do  witli’t?  My  free  will, 
Left,  me  by  Heaven,  makes  me  or  good  or  ill. 
Now*  since  vice  gets  more  in  this  vicious  world 
Than  piety,  and  my  star’s  confluence 
Enforce  my  disposition  to  affect  [tise 

Gain,  and  the  name  of  rich,  let  who  will  prac- 
War,  and  grow  that  way  great;  religious, 

And  that  way  good!  My  chief  felicity 
Is  wealth,  the  nurse  of  sensuality ; 

And  he  that  mainly  labours  to  be  rich, 

Must  scratch  great  scabs,  and  claw  a strum- 
pet’s itch.  [£r«l. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Piorato  and  Balm  I ilia. 

Pio.  To  say,  sir,  I will  wait  upon  vour 
Were  not  to  uuderstand  myself.  [lord, 

J3o6.  To  say,  sir. 

You  will  do  any  thing  but  wait  upon  him, 
Were  not  to  understand  my  lord. 

Pio.  I’ll  meet  him  [to  render 

Some  half-hour  hence,  and  doubt  not  but 
His  son  a man  again;  the  cure  is  easy ; 

I have  done  divers. 

Bob.  Women  do  you  mean,  sir?  [spark 
Pio.  Cures  I do  mean.  Be  there  but  one 
Of  fire  remaining  in  him  unextinct. 

With  my  discourse  I’ll  blow  it  to  a flame, 
And  with  my  practice  into  action. 

I have  had  one  so  full  of  childish  fear, 

And  womanish-hearted,  sent  to  my  advice, 
lie  durst  not  draw  a knife  to  cut  his  meat. 
Bob.  And  how,  sir,  did  you  help  him? 

Pio.  Sir,  I kept  him 

Seven  days  in  a dark  room  by  candle-light, 

A plenteous  table  spread,  w ith  all  good  meats. 
Before  liis  eyes,  u case  of  keen  broad  knives 
Upon  the  board,  and  lie  so  watch’d  he  might 
not 

Touch  the  least  modicum,  unless  he  cut  it : 
And  thus  I brought  him  first  to  draw  a knife. 
Bob.  Good ! 

Pio.  Then  for  ten  days  did  I diet  him 
Only  with  burnt  pork,  sir,  and  gammons  of 
A pill  of  caviare  now  and  then,  [bacon  ; 
Which  breeds  cholcr  adust,  you  know — 
Bob.  Tis  true.  [and  cold  crudities, 

Pio.  And  to  purge  phlegmatick  humour, 
In  all  that  time  he  drank  me  aqua-fortu , 

And  nothing  else  but 

Bob.  Aqua-vita,  signor ; 

For  aqua- for  tis  poisons. 

Pio.  Aqua-fortis , 

I say  again : What’s  one  man's  poison,  signor, 
Is  another's  meat  or  drink. 

Bob.  Your  patience,  sir  ! [stomach. 
By  your  good  patience,  h’  hail  a huge  cold 
Pio.  I fired  it,  and  gave  him  then  three 
sweats 

In  the  Artillery-Yard,  three  drilling  days; 
And  now  he’ll  shoot  a gun,  and  draw  a sword, 
And  fight,  with  any  man  in  Christendom. 

s0  Never  succeeds.]  *.  e. 


Bob.  A receipt  for  a coward  ! I’ll  be  bold. 
To  write  your  good  prescription.  [sir, 
Pio.  Sir,  hereafter 

You  shall,  and  underneath  it  put  probutum, — 
Is  your  chain  right? 

Bob.  It  is  botn  right  and  just,  sir; 

For,  llio’  I am  a steward,  I did  get  it 
With  no  man’s  wrong. 

Pio.  You  are  witty. 

Bob.  So,  so.  [rash. 

Could  you  not  cure  one,  sir,  of  being  too 
And  over-daring?  (there  now’s  my  disease) 
Fool-hardy,  as  they  say?  for  that  in  sooth 
I nin. 

Pio.  Most  easily. 

Bob.  How? 

Pio.  To  make  you  drunk,  sir,  [twice, 
With  small  beer  once  a day,  and  beat  you 
’Till  you  be*  bruis’d  all  over;  if  that  help  not, 
Knock  out  your  brains. 

Bob.  'I  bis  is  strong  physick,  signor, 

And  never  will  agree  with  my  weak  body: 

I find  the  med’eiue  worse  than  the  malady, 
And  therefore  will  remain  fool-hardy  still. 
You’ll  come,  sir?  * 

Pio.  As  I am  a gentleman.  [his  word. 
Bob.  A man  o’ tlf  sword  should  never  break 
Pio.  I’ll  overtake  you : I have  only,  sir, 

A complimental  visitation 

To  offer  to  a mistress  lodg’d  here  by. 

Bob.  A gentlewoman? 

Pio.  Yes,  sir. 

Bob.  Fair,  and  comely  ? 

Pio.  Oh,  sir,  the  paragon,  the  nonpareil 
Of  Sevil,  the  most  wealthy  mine  of  Spain, 
For  beauty  and  perfection. 

Bob.  Say  you  so? 

Mfght  not  a man  entreat  a courtesy, 

To  walk  along  with  you,  signor,  to  peruse 
This  dainty  mine,  tho’  not  to  dig  in't,  signor  ? 
Hauh — I hope  you’ll  not  deny  me,  being  u 
stranger; 

Tho’  I’m  a steward,  I am  flesh  and  blood, 
And  frail  as  other  men. 

Pio.  Sir,  blow  your  nose ! 

I dare  not,  for  the  world:  no;  she  is  kept 
By  a great  don,  Yitelli. 

JBoft.  How ! 

Pio.  *Tis  true.  [Vitelli 

Bob.  Sec,  things  will  veer  about ! Tnis  dou 
Am  I to  seek  now,  to  deliver  letters  [you, 
From  my  young  mistress  Clara  ; und,  f tell 
Under  the  rose  (because  you  are  a stranger. 
And  iny  especial  friend),  I doubt  there  is 
A little  foolish  love  betwixt  the  parties, 
Unknown  unto  my  lord. 

Pio.  Happy  discovery ! 

My  fruit  begins  to  ripen. — Hark  you,  sir  I 
I would  not  wish  you  now  to  give  those  let- 
ters; 

But  home,  and  ope  this  to  madonna  Clara, 
Which  when  I come  I’ll  justify,  and  relate 
More  amply  and  particularly. 

Never  follows  bv  succession. 

Bob . 
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Bob.  I approve  [wk»m»  / 

Your  counsel,  and  will  practise  if.  bazi  los 
Here’s  two  chewres,  chewr'd11!  When  Wis- 
dom is  employ’d,  [signor ! 

*Tis  ever  thus. — Your  more  acquaintance, 

I say  not  better,  lest  you  think  I thought  not 
Yours  good  enough.  [Exit. 

Enter  Alguarier. 

Pio.  Your  servant,  excellent  steward  ! 
'Would  all  the  dons  in  Spain  had  no  more 
brains ! [ monsieur  ! 

Here  comes  the  Alguazicr : Dieti  rota  g uarde, 
Is  ray  cuz  stirring  yet  ? 

Alg.  Your  cuz,  good  cousin? 

A whore  is  like  a fool,  a-kin  to  all  [signor, 
The  gallants  in  the  town.  Your  cuz,  good 
Is  gone  abroad,  sir,  with  her  other  cousin, 

My  lord  Vitelli;  since  wlien  there  hath  been 
Some  dozen  cousins  here  to  enquire  for  her. 
Pio.  She’s  greatly  allied,  sir. 

Alg.  M arry  is  she,  sir ; 

Come  of  a lusty  kindred!  The  truth  is, 

I must  connive  no  more;  no  more  admittance 
Must  I consent  to:  my  good  lord  has 
threaten’d  me, 

And  you  must  pardon 

Pio.  Out  upon  thee,  man ! [grave  ? 

Turn  honest  in  thine  age?  one  foot  i’  th’ 
Thou  shalt  not  wrong  thyself  so  for  a mil- 
lion. 

Look,  thou  three-headed  Cerberus  (for  wit 
I mean),.bere  is  one  sop,  and  two,  and  three; 
For  ev’ry  chap  a hit ! 

Alg.  Ay,  marry,  sir! — 

Well,  the  poor  heart  loves  you  but  too  well. 
We  have  been  talking  on  you, ’faith,  tins  hour, 
Where,  what  I said — Go  to  ! she  loves  your 
valour; 

Oh,  and  y our  mnsick  most  abominably  ! 

She  is  within,  sir,  and  alone. — Wliat  mean 
you?  [Pioruto  changes  sides. 

Pio.  That  is  your  sergeant’s  side,  I take 
it,  sir; 

Now  I endure  your  constable’s  much  better: 
There  is  less  danger  iu’t ; for  one,  you  know, 
Is  a tame  harmless  monster  in  the  light, 

The  sergeant,  salvage  both  by  day  and  night. 
Alg.  I will  call  lier  to  you  for  that. 

Pio.  No,  I’ll 
Charm  her. 

Alg.  She’s  come. 

Pio.  My  spirit! 


Enter  Malroda. 

Malr.  Oh,  my  sweet ! 

Ia?ap  hearts  to  lips,  and  in  our  kisses  meet ! 
SONG. 

Pio,  Turn,  turn,  thy  beauteous  face  away, 
llow  pah:  and  sickly  looks  the  day. 

In  emulation  of  thy  brighter  beams! 

Oh,  envious  light,  fly,  fly,  begone, 

Coine,  night,  and  piece  two  breasts  as 
one ; [dreams. 

When  what  love  does,  we  will  repeat  in 
Yet,  thy  eyes  open,  who  can  day  hence 
fright?  [night! 

Let  but  their  lids  fall,  and  it  will  be 

Alg.  Well,  I will  leave  you  to  your  forti- 
tude, 

Aud  you  to  temperance.  Ah,  ye  pretty  pair! 
'Twerc  sin  to  sunder  you.  Lovers  being  alone 
Make  one  of  two,  and  day  and  night  all  one. 
But  fall  not  out,  I charge  you,' keep  the 
peace ; 

You  know  my  place  else.  [Exit. 

Malr.  No,  you  will  not  marry ; 

You  are  a courtier,  and  can  sing,  my  love. 
And  want  no  mistresses;  but  yet  I care  not. 
I’ll  love  you  still,  and  when  I’m  dead  for  you, 
Then  you’ll  believe  my  truth. 

Pio.  You  kill  me,  fair ! 

It  is  my  lesson  that  you  speak.  Have  I 
In  any  circumstance  deserv'd  this  doubt? 

I am  not  like  your  false  and  perjur’d  don, 
That  here  maintains  you,  and  has  vow'd  his 
And  yet  attempts  in  way  of  marriage  [faith; 
A lauy  not  far  oft’. 

Malr.  How’s  that? 

Pio.  ’Tis  so ; 

And  therefore,  mistress, now  die  time  is  come 
You  may  demand  his  promise;  and  I swear 
To  marry  you  with  speed. 

Malr.  And  with  that  gold 
Which  don  Vitelli  gives,  you'll  walk  some 
voyage11. 

And  leave  me  to  my  trade;  and  laugh,  and 
brag,  [lord. 

How  you  o’er-reach’d  a whore,  and  gull’d  a. 
Pio.  You  anger  me  extremely!  Fare  you 
well ! [me 

What  should  I say  to  be  believ'd?  Expose 
To  any  hazard;  or,  like  jealous  Juno, 

Th*  incensed  step-mother  of  Hercules, 


a*  Here’s  Lzi  o chew  res  chcwr’d.]  Tliat  is,  Here  arc  treo  businesses  dispatched.  Chetcre 
may  be  a South  Country  word  for  business ; hut  in  the  North  we  should  say, 

Here’s  two  chares  chord. 

So  in  Noble  Kinsmen  wc  have  the  same  word,  act  iii.  scene  2.  the  Gaoler’s  Daughter, 
speaking  of  Palamon,  says, 

All’s  chard  when  he  is  gone.  No,  no,  I lie, 

My  father’s  to  be  bang’d  for  his  escape,  Ac.  Sympson. 
i%  Walk  some  voyage.]  Voyage  is  now  improperly  applied  only  to  joatnies  at  sea;  but  it 
properly  signifies  n journey  either  by  land  or  sea,  as  the  French  use  die  word  voyage.  The 
word  journey  is  derived  from  jourf  the  day;  voyage  is  from  voye,  via , the  t ray:  and  here  is 
used  in  its  proper  signification.  SctZurd. 
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Design  me  labours  most  impossible11. 

I’ll  do  'em,  or  die  ill  ’em  ; so  at  last 
You  will  believe  me. 

Muir.  Come;  we're  friends;  I do! 

I’m  thine;  wsilk  in.  My  lord  has  sent,  me 
outsides,  (sad. 

But  thou  shalt  have  ’em;  the  colours  are  too 
Pio.  ’Faith,  mistress,  1 want  cloaths  in- 
Malr.  I have  [deed. 

Some  gold  too,  for  my  servant. 

Pio.  And  I have 

A better  metal  for  my  mistress.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  111. 

Enter  Vitelli  and  Alpuaticr,  at  several  doors. 

Alp.  Undone! — Wit,  now  or  never  help 
me ! — My  master? 

He’ll  cut  my  throat! — I’m  a dead  constable  ! 
And  he’ll  not  be  bang’d  neither;  tlicre’s  the 
grief. — # 

The  party,  sir,  is  liere 

lit.  What? 

Alp.  He  was  here  [him ; 

(I  cry  your  lordship  mercy!)  but  I rattled 

I told  him  here  were  no  companions 
For  such  debauch’d,  and  poor-condition *d  fel- 
lows; 

I bid  him  venture  not  so  desp’ratelv 
TImj  cropping  of  his  ears,  slitting  his  nose, 

Or  being  gelt 

Vit.  Twas  well  done. 

Alp.  Please  your  honour, 

I told  him  there  were  stews;  and  then  at  last 
Swore  tliree  or  four  great  oaths  she  was  re- 
mov’d. 

Which  1 did  think  I might,  in  conscience, 
Being  for  your  lordship. 

Vit . What  became  of  him? 

Alp.  Faith,  sir,  he  went  away  with  a flea 
in’s  ear, 

T.ike  a poor  cur,  clapping  his  trundle  tail 
Betwixt  his  legs. — A chi  lut,  a chi  ha,  a chi 
ha! — Now,  luck! 


Enter  Malroda  and  Piornto, 

Malr.  Tis  he;  do  as  I told  thee;  bless 
thee,  siguor! — 

Oh,  my  dear  lord. 

Vit.  Malroda?  what,  alone?  [panted 

Malr.  She  never  is  alone,  that  is  accom- 
Witli  noble  thoughts,  my  lord;  aud  mine  are 
Being  only  of  your  lordship.  [such, 

Vit.  Pretty  lass ! [done ; but  V:uth, 

Malr.  Oh,  my  good  lord,  my  picture's 
It  is  not  like.  Nay,  this  way,  sir!  the  light 
Strikes  best  upon  it  here. 

Pio.  Excellent  wench!  [ELrif. 

Alp.  I am  glad  the  danger’s  o’er.  [Exit. 
I'll.  Tis  wondrous  like, 

But  that  Art  cannot  counterfeit  w liat  Nature 
Could  rnuke  hut  once. 

Malr.  All’s  clear;  another  tunc 
You  must  liear  from  me  now. — ViteUi,thou'rt 
A most  perfidious  and  a perjur’d  man, 

As  ever  did  usurp  nobility  ! 

Vit.  What  mean ’st  thou,  Mai? 

Malr.  Leave  your  betraying  smiles, 

And  change  the  tunes  of  your  enticing  tongue 
To  penitential  prayers;  for  I am  great 
In  labour,  e’en  with  anger,  big  with-cliild 
Of  woman’s  rage14,  bigger  than  when  my 
womb 

Was  pregnnnt  by  thee!  Go,  seducer,  fly 
Out  of  the  world ; let  me  the  last  wretch 
Dishonour'd  by  thee  ! Touch  ine  not : I loath 
My  very  heart,  because  thou  lay’st  tlicre  long. 
A woman’s  well  help’d  up,  that's  confident 
In  e’er  a glittering  outside  of  you  all ! 
’Would  1 had  honestly  been  match’d  to  some 
Poor  country  swain,  ere  known  the  vanity 
Of  court ! peace  then  had  been  my  portion. 
Nor  had  been  cozen’d  by  an  hour’s  pomp. 
To  he  a whore  unto  my  dying  day! 

Vit.  Oh,  th’  uncomfortable  ways  such  wo- 
men have15!  [surnnee 

Their  different  speech  and  meaning,  no  us- 
lu  what  they  say  or  do:  dissemblers 


31  Labours  most  impossible.]  This  place,  at  first  sight,  appears  to  be  a contradiction; 
for  if  the  labours  were  impossible,  they  could  not  be  done  either  by  I’iorato  or  Hercules. 
Musty  I take  it  here,  should  be  wrote  thus: 

Labours  'most  impossible, 

».  e.  almost.  The  using  of  a simple  for  a compound  won!,  is  frequent  in  our  poets;  and  wt 
have  it  again  in  this  very  play,  act  v.  scene  2. 

being  by  your  beams  of  beauty  form'd,  i.e.  inform’d.  St/mpson. 

This  is  refinement.  The  labours  of  Hercules  were  enjoined  as  supposed  impossibilities. 
Almost  impossible,  is  a poor  phrase  indeed.  Poetry  is  not  logick  or  mathemalicks. 

14  for  J am  great 

In  labour , e'en  nit/i  anger,  big  rcith  child 

Of  woman's  rape : — — 1 Here  we  have  a strange  anticlimax,  she  is  in  labour  with  anger, 
and  yet  only  big  with  child  of  rage.  The  editor  possibly  might  be  the  author  of  tliis  incon- 
sistency, who  seeing  the  line  wrote 

E’en  with  anger  big  with  child,  &c. 

thought  that  the  measure  was  deficient,  and  so  might  out  of  his  own  head  give  us  in  labour , 
to  make  up  die  deficiency : but  he  did  not  see  the  inconsistency  of  this  addition,  which 
piakes  the  place  nonsense.  St/mpson. 

15  OA,  th!  uncomfortable  n ays  such  n omcn  Aorc.]  Seward  thinks  uncomfortable  a corrup- 
tion, and  that  we  should  read  unstable. 

E’en 
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E’en  in  their  prayers,  ns  if  the  weeping  Greek 
Tiuu  flatter’d  Troy  a-fire,  had  been  their 
Adam ; 

Liars  as  if  their  mother  had  been  made 
Oniv  of  all  the  falshood  of  the  man, 

Dispos'd  into  that  rib  ? Do  I know  this, 

And  more ; nay.  all  that  can  concern  this  sex, 
With  the  true  end  of  rny  creation  ? 

Can  l with  rational  discourse  sometimes 
Advance  iuv  spirit  into  Heav’n,  before 
It  Ins  shook  hands  with  my  body,  and  yet 
Softer  my  filthy  flesh  to  master  it,  [blindly 
" ifl»  sight  of  such  fair  frail  beguiling  objects  ? 
When  I ain  absent,  easily  I resolve 
Ne’er  more  to  entertain  those  strong  desires 
That  triumph  o’er  me,  e’en  to  actual  sin ; 
Yet  alien  I meet  again  those  sorcerer’s  eyes, 
Tlif:r  beams  iny  hardest  resolutions  thaw. 

As  it  that  cakes  of  ice  and  July  met ; 

And  her  sighs,  powerful  as  the  violent  north, 
Like  a light  feather  twirl  me  round  about, 
And  leave  me  in  mine  own  low  state  again. — 
W bit  ail’st  thou  ? Prithee,  weep  not  ! — Oh, 
those  tears,  [raise 

If  the  y were  true,  and  rightly  spent,  would 
A flowery  spring  i’  th’  midst  of  January  ; 
Celestial  ministers  with  chrystal  cups 
Would  stoop  to  save  ’em  for  immortal  drink  ! 
But  from  this  passion — Why  all  this? 

Malr.  D’you  ask  ? 

You’re  marrying  ! having  made  me  unfit 
For  any  man,  you  leave  me  fit  for  all : 

Porters  must  be  my  burdens  now',  to  live; 
And  fitting  me  yourself  for  carts  and  beadles, 
You  leave  me  to  ’em ! And  who,  of  all  the 
•world, 

But  the  virago,  your  great  arch-foe’s  daughter? 
But  on ! I care  not,  this  poor  rush ! ’Twill 
breed  [laugh ; 

An  excellent  comedy ; ha  ! ha ! It  makes  me 
I cannot  chuse.  The  best  is,  some  report 
It  is  a match  for  fear,  not  love,  o’  your  side. 
ht.  Why,  how  the  devil  knows  she  that  I 
saw  [witch  ? 

This  lady  ? are  all  whores  piec’d  with  some 
I will  be  merry. — ’Faith,  ’tis  true,  sweetheart, 
1 am  to  marry— 

Muir.  Are  you?  You  base  lord  ! 

By  Heaven,  I’ll  pistol  thee. 

Vil.  A roaring  whore  ? — [by. 

Take  heed ! there’s  a correction-house  hard 
Y ou  lia*  1 earn'd  this  o’  your  swordman,  that  I 
_ warn’d  you  of,  [whereas 

Y’wur  fencers,  and  your  drunkards.  But 
Yo«  upbraid  me  with  oaths,  why,  I must 
tell  you  (vow’d, 

I ne’er  promis’d  you  marriage,  nor  have 

But  said  Pd  love  you,  long  as  you  remain’d 
The  woman  I expected,  or  you  swore  : 

And  how  you've  fail’d  of  that,  sweetheart, 
you  know.  [you  we^  • 

kou  fain  would  shew  your  power;  but,  fare 
1 fl  keep  no  more  faith  with  an  iufidel. 

Malr.  Nor  I my  bosom  for  a Turk.  D’ye 
bear? 

* VOL.  TIL 


Go ! and  the  devil  take  me,  if  ever 
I f»ec  you  more  ! I was  too  true. 

Vit.  Come;  pish! 

That  devil  take  the  falsest  of  us  two ! 

Muir.  Amen!  [self: 

Vit.  You’re  an  ill  clerk,  and  curse  your- 
Madness  transports  you.  I confess,  I drew 
you  [not 

Unto  my  will ; but  you  must  know  that  must 
Make  me  dote  on  the  habit  of  my  sin: 

I will,  to  settle  you  to  your  content, 

Be  master  of  my  word.  And  yet  he  lied. 
That  told  you  I was  marrying,  but  in  thought : 
But  will  you  slave  me  to  your  tyranny 
So  cruelly,  I shall  not  dare  to  look 
Or  speak  to  other  women  ? make  me  not 
Y’our  smock’s  monopoly.  Come,  let’s  be 
friends ! J 

Look,  here’s  a jewel  for  thee:  I will  come 
At  night,  and 

Ala/r.  What?  I’faith  you  shall  not,  sir. 
Vil.  I’faith  and  troth,  and  verily,  hut  I 
will.  [rail? 

Malr . II all-drunk,  to  make  a noise,  and 
Vit.  No,  no; 

Soher,  and  dieted  for  th’  nonce.  I’m  thine ! 
I’ve  won  tl>e  day. 

A fair.  The  night,  tko’,  shall  he  mine. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Clara  and  Bobadil/a. 

Clara.  What  said  he,  sirrah?  [not, 

Bo6.  Little  or  nothing.  Faith,  I saw  him 
Nor  will  not:  lie  doth  love  a strumpet, 
mistress,  [stable’s  nose: 

Nay,  keeps  her  spitefully,  under  the  con- 
It  shall  be  justified  by  the  gentleman, 

Your  brother’s  master,  that  is  now  w itliin 
A-practising.  There  are  your  letters ! Come, 
Yrou  shall  not  cast  yourself  away,  while  I live; 
Nor  will  I venture  my  right- worshipful  place 
In  such  a business.  Here’s  vour  mother 
(down  !)  [low — I wisli. 

And  he  that  loves  you ; another  ’gates  fel- 

If  you  had  any  grace 

Clara.  Well,  rogue ! 

Bob.  IT1  in. 

To  see  don  Lucio  manage:  He  will  make 
A pretty  piece  of  flesh,  I promise  you ; 

He  does  already  handle’s  weapon  finely.  [Exit. 

Enter  Eugenia  and  Syavedra. 

Eug.  She  knows  your  love,  sir,  and  the 
lull  allowance 

Her  father  and  myself  approve  it  with ; 

And  I must  tell  you,  I much  hope  it  hath 
W rought  some  impression  by  her  alteration : 
She  sighs,  and  ssxysjorsooth,  and  cries  heigh-ho! 
She’ll  take  ill  words  o’  th’  steward,  and  the 
Yet  answer  affably, and  modestly;  [servants, 
Things,  sir,  not  usual  with  her.  There  she  is; 
Cliange  some  few  words. 

Syav.  Mudam,  I am  bound  t'you. 

How  now,  fair  mistress?  working? 

D Clara. 
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Clara.  Yes,  forsooth ; 

Learning  to  live  another  day.  * 

Syav.  That  needs  not.  [does; 

Clara.  No,  forsooth?  by  my  truly,  but  it 
W e know  not  what  we  may  come  to. 

Eug.  Tis  strange ! [play. 

St/av.  Come,  I’ve  begg’d  leave  for  you  to 
Clara.  Forsooth, 

’Tis  ill  for  a fair  lady  to  be  idle.  [that. 

St/av.  Sh’  hud  better  be  well  busied,  I know 
Turtle,  methinks  you  mourn;  shall  I sit  by 
you?  [gone; 

Clara.  If  you  be  weary,  sir,  y’  had  best  be 
I work  not  a true  stitch,  now  you’re  my  mate. 
St/av.  If  I be  so,  I must  do  more  then  side 
you16. 

Clara.  Ev’n  what  you  will,  but  tread  me. 
Si/av.  Shall  we  bill? 

Clara.  Oh,  no,  forsooth. 

St/av.  Being  so  fair,  my  Clara, 

Why  d’you  delight  in  black-work? 

Clara.  Oh,  white  sir, 

The  fairest  ladies  like  the  blackest  men: 

I ever  lov’d  the  colour ; all  black  things 
Are  least  subject  to  change. 

Sj/av.  Why,  I do  love  [faces 

A black  thing  too ; and  the  most  beauteous 
Have  oftnest  of  them  ; as  the  blackest  eyes, 
Jet-arched  brows,  such  hair.  I’ll  kiss  your 
hand.  [my  mother 

Clara.  Twill  hinder  me  iny  work,  sir;  and 
Will  chide  me  if  I do  not  do  my  task. 

St/av.  .Your  mother,  nor  your  father  shall 
chide. — You  [rul’d, 

Might  have  a prettier  task,  would  you  be 
And  look  with  open  eyes. 

Clara.  I stare  upon  you, 

And  broadly  see  you;  a wondrous  proper  man! 
Yet  ’twere  a greater  task  for  me  to  love  you, 
Than  I shall  ever  work,  sir,  in  seven  year. 
Plague  o'  this  stitching!  I had  rather  feel 
Two,  than  sow  one. — This  rogue  has  given 
me  a stitch  [shall  prick  you ! 

Clean  cross  my  heart.  Good  faith,  sir,  I 
St/av.  Iu  gooder  faith,  I would  prick  you 
again ! [the  mans  foolish! 

Clara.  Now  you  grow  troublesome!  Pish, 
St/a r.  Pray  wear  these  trifles. 

Clara.  Neither  you,  nor  trifles: 

You  are  a trifle ; wear  yourself,  sir,  out, 

And  here  no  more  trifle  the  time  away. 

St/av.  Come,  you’re  deceiv’d  in  me;  I will 
Nor  fast,  nor  die  for  you.  [not  wake, 

Clara.  Goose,  be  not  you  deceiv’d  ! 

I caunot  like,  nor  love,  nor  live  with  you, 
Nor  fast,  nor  watch,  nor  pray  for  you. 

Eug.  Her  old  fit!  [will  break 

St/av.  Sure,  this  is  not  the  way. Nay,  I 

Y our  melancholy 

Clara.  I shall  break  your  pate  then. 
Away,  you  sanguine  scubburd  ! 


Eug.  Out  upon  thee! 

Thou’lt  break  my  heart,  I’m  sure. 

Enter  Alvarez,  Pioruto,  Lucio,  and  Bobadilla. 

St/av.  She’s  not  yet  tame.  [you  here 
Ah.  On,  sir ! put  home  ! or  I shall  goad 
With  this  old  fox  of  mine,  that  will  bite  better. 
Oh,  the  brave  age  is  gone ! In  my  young  days 
A chevalier  would  stock27  a needle’s  point 
Three  times  together  strait  i’  th’  hams ; or 
Give  you  new  garters?  [shall  I 

Bob.  Faith,  old  master,  there 
Is  little  hope;  the  linen  sure  was  dank 
He  was  begot  in,  he’s  so  faint  and  cold  ! 

Ev’n  send  him  to  Toledo,  there  to  study ; 

For  he  will  never  fadge  with  these  Toledos. 
Bear  y*  up  your  point  there,  pick  his  teeth ! 
Oh,  base ! [ — Bear 

Pio.  Fy ! you’re  the  most  untoward  scholar  l 
Your  body  gracefully ; what  a posture’s  there ! 
You  lie  too  open-breasted. 

Lucio.  Oh ! 

Pio.  You  would  ^ 

Never  make  a good  statesman.  * 

Lucio.  Pray  no  more ! [need  not 

I hope  to  breathe  in  peace,  and  therefore 
The  practice  of  these  aang’rous  qualities:  * 

I do  not  mean  to  live  by’t,  for  1 trust 
You’ll  leave  me  better  able. 

Ah.  Not  a button! 

Eugenia,  let’s  go  get  us  a new  heir. 

Eug.  Ay,  by  my  troth,  your  daughter’s  as 
untoward.  [thee,  ere 

Ah.  I’ll  break  thee  bone  by  bone  jjnd  bake 
I will  ha’  such  a wooden  son  to  inherit. — 
Take  him  a good  knock ; sec  how  that  will 
work. 

Pio.  Now  for  your  life,  signor ! 

Lucio.  Oh,  alas,  I’m  kill'd  ! 

My  eye  is  out ! Look,  father!  Zancho ! 

I’ll  play  the  fool  no  more  thus,  that  I will  not. 
Clara.  'Heart,  ne’er  a rogue  in  Spain  shall 
wrong  my  brother, 

Whilst  I can  hold  a sword. 

Pio.  Hold,  madam,  madam ! 

Ah.  Clara! 

Eug.  Daughter! 

Bob.  Mistress! 

Pio.  Bradamante! 

Hold,  hold,  I pray.  (sure! — 

Ah.  The  devil’s  in  her,  o’  th'  other  side 
There’s  gold  for  you. — They  have  chang’d 
what-ye-calVs.  . [meat. 

Will  no  cure  help?  Well,  I have  one  experi- 
And  if  that  fail,  I’ll  hang  him ; there’s  an  end 
ou’t. 

Come  you  along  with  me ! and  you,  sir! 
Bob.  Now  are  you  going  to  drowning. 

[ Exeunt  Ah.  Eug.  Lucio , and  Bob . 
St/av.  I’ll  e’en  along  with  ye;  she’s  too 
great  a lady, 


26 1 must  do  more  then,  side  yow.]  We  should 

side  you. 

17  Stock  a needle's  point.]  Seward  would  read  strike 


certainly  read,  I must  do  more  than 
for  stock;  and  Svmpson,  stick. 
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For  me,  end  would  prove  more  than  my 
match.  ; [Exit. 

Clara.  You’re  lie,  spoke  of  Vitelli  to  the 
steward  ? [me  for’e. 

Pio.  Yes;  and,  I thank  you,  you  nave  beat 
Clara.  But  are  you  sure  you  do  not  wrong 
Pio.  Sure?  [him? 

So  sure,  that  if  you  please  ventorc  yourself, 
I’ll  shew  you  him  and  his  cockatrice  together, 
And  you  shall  hear  ’em  talk. 

Clara.  Will  you?  By  Heaven,  sir, 

You  shall  endear  me  ever;  and  I ask 
You  mercy! 

Pio.  You  were  somewhat  boisterous. 
Clara.  There’s  gold  to  make  y"  amends; 
and  for  this  pains, 

HI  gratify  you  further.  I’ll  but  mask  me. 
And  walk  aloug  iv’ye.  Faith,  let’s  make  a 
night  on’t!  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Alguazier,  Puckieco,  Mendoza, Metaldi, 
' and  Lazarillo. 

Jig.  Come  on,  my  brave  water-spaniels ! 
you 

That  bunt  ducks  in  the  night,  and  hide  more 
knavery 


Under  yourgownsthan  yourbetters!  Observe 
my  precepts, 

And’ edify  by  my  doctrine.  At  yond  corner 
Will  I set*  you : If  drunkards  molest  the  street, 
And  fall  to  brabbling,  knock  you  down  the 
malefactors,  [bring  them 

And  take  you  up  their  cloaks  and  hats,  and 
To  me ; they  are  lawful  prisoners,  and  must 
Be  ransom’d  ere  they  receive  liberty.  What 
You  are  to  execute  upon  occasion,  [else 
You  sufficiently  know,  and  therefore  I 
Abbreviate  my  lecture. 

Met.  We 

Are  wise  enough,  and  warm  enough. 

Mend.  Vice  this  night 
Shall  be  apprehended ! 

Pack.  The  terror  of  rug-gowns 
Shall  be  known,  and  our  bills  discharge  us 
Of  after-reckonings. 

Laz.  I will  do  any  thing. 

So  I may  eat ! 

Pack.  Lazarillo,  we  will  spend  no  more; 
Now  we  are  grown  worse,  we  will  live  better ; 
Follow  our  calling  faithfully.  [let  us 

Alg.  Away  then ! * [would  serve 

The  commonwealth  is  our  mistress;  and  who 
A common  mistress,  but  to  gain  by  her? 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Vitelli , Lctmoral,  Generora , Anastro , 
and  two  Pages  with  lights. 

Lam.  T PRAY  you  fee  the  masque,  my 
lord. 

Ana.  Tis  early  night  yet. 

Gen . Oh,  if  it  he  so  late,  take  me  along; 
I would  not  give  advantage  to  ill  tongues 
To  tax  my  being  here,  without  your  presence 
To  be  my  warrant. 

Vit.  You  might  spare  this,  sister, 

Knowing  with  whom  I leave  you ; one  that 

is,  [vant, 
By  your  allowance,  and  his  choice,  your  ser- 
And,  may  my  counsel  and  persuasion  work 

it,  , [ment 
Your  husband  speedily  — For  your  entertain- 
My  thanks!  I will  not  rob  you  of  the  means 
To  do  your  mistress  some  acceptable  service, 
In  waiting  on  her  to  tuy  house. 

Gen.  My  lord— - 

Vit.  As  you  respect  me,  without  further 
trouble  [for  you, 

Retire,  and  taste  those  pleasures  prepar’d 
And  leave  me  to  my  own  ways. 

Lam.  When  you  please,  sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Malroda  and  Alguazier. 

Muir,  You’ll  leave  my  chamber7 
Alg.  JUt  us  but  bill  once, 


My  dove,  my  sparrow,  and  I,  with  my 
Will  be  thy  slaves  for  ever.  [office, 

Muir.  Are  you  so  hot  ? 

Alg.  But  taste  the  difference  of  a man  in 
place : [forward, 

You’ll  find  that,  when  authority  pneks  him 
Your  don,  nor  yet  your  Diego,  comes  not 
near  him, 

To  do  a lady  right!  No  men  pay  dearer 
For  their  stol’n  sweets  than  we ; three  mi- 
nutes’ trading 

Affords  to  any  sinner  a protection. 

For  three  years  after;  think  ou  that.  I hum ! 
But  one  drop  of  your  bounty — 

Muir.  Hence,  you  rogue ! 

Ain  I fit  for  you?  is't  not  grace  sufficient 
To  have  your  staff  a holt  to  bar  the  door 
Where  a don  enters,  but  that  you’ll  presume 
To  be  his  Ulster  ? 

ilg.  Is  no  more  respect 
Due  to  this  rod  of  justice? 

Muir.  Do  you  dispute  ? [more! 

Good  doctor  of  the  dungeon,  not  a won! 
Pox  ! if  you  do,  my  lord  VitelU  knows  it. 

Alg.  Why,  I am  big  enough  to  answer  him, 
Or  any  man. 

Malr.  'Tis  well ! 

Vit.  [a’ilAinl  Malroda! 

Alg.  How? 

Muir.  You  know  the  voice;  and  now 
crouch  like  a cur 
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To’en  worrying  sheep:  I now  could  have 
you  gelded 

For  a bawd  rampant ; but,  on  this  subinis- 
For  once  I spare  you.  [sion, 

Alg.  I will  be  reveng'd! — 

My  honourable  lord. 

Enter  FiteUL 
Vit.  There’s  for  thy  care. 

Aig.  I’m  mad,  stark  mad  ! Proud  Pagan! 
scorn Kcr  host? 

Enter  Piorato  and  Clara , above. 

I would  I were  but  valiant  enough  to  kick 
I'd  wish  no  manhood  else.  [her ! 

Malr.  What’s  that? 

Alg.  I’m  gone.  [£rif. 

Pio.  You  see  I’ve  kept  my  word. 

Clara.  But  in  this  object 
Hardly  deserv’d  my  thanks. 

Pio.  Is  there  aught  else 
You  will  command  me? 

Clara . Only  your  sword,  [know 

Which  I must  have.  Nay,  willingly!  I yet 
To  force  it,  and  to  use  it. 

Pio.  ’Tis  yours,  lady. 

Clara.  I ask  no  other  guard. 

Pio.  If  so,  I leave  you.  [word, 

And  now,  if  that  the  constable  keep  his 
A poorer  man  may  chance  to  gull  a lord. 

[£xi/« 

Muir.  By  this  good  kiss,  you  shall  not. 
Fit.  By  this  kiss,  [make 

I must,  and  will,  Malroda  ! What,  d’you 
A stranger  of  me  ? 

Muir.  I'll  be  so  to  you, 

And  you  shall  find  it. 

Vit.  Tliese  are  your  old  arts,  [hunt  for  ; 
T'  endear  the  game  you  know  I come  to 
Which  I have  borne  too  coldly. 

Male.  Do  so  still ! 

For  if  I heat  you,  haug  me  ! 

Fit.  If  you  do  not, 

I know  who’ll  starve  for’u  Why,  thou 
sliauie  of  women, 

Whose  folly  or  whose  impudence  is  greater 
doubtful  to  determine!  this  to  me, 

That  know  thee  for  a whore  ! 

Muir.  And  made  me  one ; 

Remember  that ! 

Fit.  Why,  should  I but  grow  wise, 

And  tie  that  bouuty  up,  which  nor  discretion 
Nor  honour  can  give  way  to,  thou  wouldst  be 
A bawd  ere  twenty;  and,  within  a month, 

A barefoot,  lowsy,  and  diseased  whore, 

And  shift  thy  lodgings  oftner  than  a rogue 
That’s  whipt  from  post  to  post. 

Muir.  Pish!  all  our  college 
Know  you  can  mil  well  in  tills  kind. 

* Clara.  ’Fore  me, 

He  never  spake  so  well ! 

Fit.  I liave  maintain’d  thee  [shine 

The  envy  of  great  fortuucs;  made  thee 


As  if  thy  name  were  glorious;  stuck  thee  full 
Of  jewels,  as  the  firmament  of  stars; 

And  in  it  made  thee  so  remarkable,  [poor, 
That  it  grew  questionable  whether  Virtue 
Or  Vice  so  set  forth  as  it  is  in  tliee, 

Were  ev’n  by  Modesty’s  self  to  be  preferr’d  : 
And  am  I thus  repaid  ? 

Malr.  Yoa’re  still  my  debtor  ! [honour, 
Can  this,  tho*  true,  be  weigh’d  with  my  lost 
Much  less  my  faith?  I have  liv’d  private  to 
you,  [was, 

And  but  for  you  had  ne’er  known  what  lust 
Nor  what  the  sorrow  fort. 

Vit.  'Tis  false ! 

Muir.  Tis  true ! [ing 

But  how  return’d  by  you?  thy  whole  life  be- 
Butone  continued  act  of  lust,  aiid  shipwreck 
Of  women’s  chastities. 

Fit.  But  that  I know  [thing. 

That  she  that  dares  be  damn’d  dares  any 
I should  admire  thy  tempting  me ; but  pre- 
sume not  [affections; 

O’  th’  power  you  think  you  hold  o’er  my 
It  will  deceive  you  ! Yield,  and  presently, 
Or  by  the  infl  imed  blood,  which  tliou  must 
I’ll  make  a forcible  entry.  [quench, 

Malr.  Touch  me  not ! [you  do. 

You  know  I have  a throat:  by  Heaven,  if 
I will  erv  out  a rape,  or  sheath  this  here, 

Kre  I’ll  f>e  kept,  and  us’d  for  julip-water, 

T’  allay  the  heat  which  luscious  meats  and 
And  not  desire,  hath  raid’d.  [wine. 

Fit.  A desp’rate  devil ! 

My  blood  command?  my  reason ; I must  take 
Some  milder  way. 

Malr.  I hope,  dear  don,  I fit  you: 

The  night  is  mine,  nltho’  the  day  was  yours  ! 
You  are  not  fasting  now  . This  speeding  trick 
(Which  I would  as  a principle  leave  to  all 
That  make  their  maintenance  out  of  their 
own  Indies, 

As  I do  now)  my  good  old  mother  taught  me: 
Daughter,  quoth  she,  contest  not  with  your 
lover,  • 

Ilis  stomach  being  empty;  let  wine  heat  him, 
And  tlien  you  may  command  him:  ’us  a sure 
Iiis  looks  sliew  he  is  coming.  [one  ! 

Fit.  Come,  this  needs  not, 

Especially  to  me : you  know  how  dear 
I ever  have  esteem* d you — 

Clara.  Lo:^  again  ! [to  change 

Fit.  That  any  sigh 18  of  yours  hath  power 
My  strongest  resolution ; and  one  tear 
Sutlicient  to  command  a pardon  from  me, 
For  any  wrong  from  you,  which  all  mankind 
Should  kneel  in  vain  for. 

Malr.  Pray  you  purdon  those 
That  need  your  favour,  or  desire  it. 

Fit.  Prithee 

Be  better  temper’d  : I’ll  pay,  as  a forfeit 
For  my  rash  anger,  this  purse  fill’d  withhold. 
Thou  shalt  have  servants,  gowns,  attires ; 
Only  continue  mine.  [what  uot  ? 


18  That  any  sight  rf yours.]  Amended  from  Sympson’s  conjecture. 

Malr. 
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Malr.  *Twas  this  I fish'd  for. 

Vit.  Look  on  me,  and  receive  it. 

Malr.  Well,  you  know 
My  gentle  nature,  and  take  pride  t’  abuse  it. 
You  see  a trifle  pleases  me:  we’re  friends; 
This  kiss,  and  this,  confirms  it. 

Clara.  With  iny  ruin  ! 

Malr . I’ll  liave  this  diamond,  and  this  pearl. 
Vit.  They’re  your’s. 

Malr.  But  will  you  not,  when  you  have 
wliat  you  came  for,  [shiou 

Take  them  from  ine  to-morrow?  Tis  u fti- 
Your  lords  of  late  have  us’d. 

Vit.  But  I’ll  not  follow. 

Clara.  That  any  man  at  such  a rate  as  this 
Should  pay  for  his  repentance  ! 

Vit.  Shall  we  to-bed  now  ? 

Malr.  Instantly,  sweet.  Yet,  now  I think 
on't  better, 

There's  something  first,  that  in  a word  or  two 
I must  acquaint  you  with. 

Clara.  Can  I cry  aim19 
To  this,  against  myself?  I'll  break  this  match, 
Or  make  it  stronger  with  my  blood  ! 

[ Descends. 

Enter  Alguazier,  Piorato,  Pnchicco,  Metaldi, 
Mendoza , Lazurillo , tyc. 

Aig.  I'm  yours!  [self:* 

A don's  not  privileg'd  here  more  than  your- 
Win  her,  and  wear  her. 

Pio.  Have  you  a priest  ready  ? 

Atg.  I have  him  for  thee,  lad. — And  when 
I have  A [lant, 

Married  this  scornfid  whore  to  this  poorgal- 
She  will  make  suit  to  me : there  is  a trick 
To  bring  a high-pric’d  wench  upon  her 
knees.  [talons. 

For  you,  my  fine  neat  harpies,  stretch  your 
And  prove  yourselves  true  night-birds. 

Pack.  Take  my  word 
For  me  and  all  the  rest. 

La:.  If  there  be  meat 
Or  any  banquet  stirring,  you  shall  seo* 

How  I'll  bestow  myselt. 

Alg.  When  they  arc  drawn,  [on.  i 

Rush  in  upon  'em ; all’  fair  prize  you  light  ! 
I must  away:  your  officer  may  give  way  [it. 
To  th'  knavVy  of  his  watch,  but  must  not  see 
You  all  know  where  to  find  me.  [Exit. 
Met.  There  look  for  us. 

Vit.  Who's  that? 

Afa/r.  My  Piorato?  Welcome,  welcome! 
Faith,  had  you  not  come  when  you  did,  iny 
Had  done  l know  not  what  to  me.  [lord 
Vit.  I'm  gull'd  ! [at! 

First  cheated  of  my  jewels,  and  then  laugh’d 
Sirrah,  what  makes  you  here  ? 

Pio.  A business  brings  me, 

More  lawful  than  your  own. 

Vit.  flow’s  that,  you  slave  ? [a  whore, 
Alalr.  He's  such,  that  would  continue  her 
Whom  he  would  make  a wife  of! 

X9  Cun  I cry  ayme.] 


Vit.  Fll  tread  upon 
The  face  you  doat  on,  strumpet ! 

Enter  Clara. 

Pach.  Keep  the  peace  there! 

Vit.  A plot  upon  my  life  too? 

Alet.  Down  w'ith  him  ! 

Clara.  Shew  your  old  valour,  and  leant 
troin  a woman  ! 

One  eagle  has  a world  of  odds  against 
A flight  of  daws,  as  these  are. 

Pio.  Get  you  off ; 

I'll  follow  instantly. 

Pach.  Run  for  more  help  there  ! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Vit.  und  Clara. 
Vit.  Loss  of  my  gold,  and  jewels,  and  the 
wench  too, 

Afflicts  me  not  so  much  as  the  having  Clara 
The  witness  of  my  weakness. 

Clara.  He  turns  from  me  ! 

And  yet  I may  urge  merit;  siucc  his  life 
Is  made  my  second  gift. 

Vit . May  I ne'er  prosper 
If  I know  how  to  thank  her ! 

Clara.  Sir,  your  pardon 
For  pressing  tfnis,  beyond  a virgin's  hounds, 
Upon  your  privacies;  and  let  my  being 
Like  to  a man,  as  you  are,  be  th*  excuse 
Of  my  soliciting  that  from  you,  which  shall 
lie  granted  on  my  part,  altho'  desir’d  [not 
By  any  other.  Sir,  you  understand  me ; 
And  ’twould  shew  nobly  in  you,  to  prevent 
From  me  a further  boldness,  which  1 must 
Proceed  in,  if  you  prove  not  merciful, 

Tho'  with  my  loss  of  blushes  and  good  name. 
Vit.  Mudam,  I know  your  will,  and  would 
be  thankful, 

If  it  were  possible  T could  affect 
The  daughter  of  an  enemy. 

Clara.  That  fair  false  one,  [sired, 

Whom  with  fond  dotage  you  have  long  pur- 
Had  such  a father;  she  to  whom  you  pay 
Dearer  for  your  dishonour,  than  all  titles 
Ambitious  men  hunt  for  are  worth. 

Vit.  Tis  truth.  [exchange 

Clara.  Yet  with  her,  as  a friend,  you  still 
Health  for  diseases,  and,  to  your  disgrace, 
Nourish  the  rivals  to  your  present  pleasures, 
At  your  own  charge;  us’d  as  a property 
To  give  a safe  protection  to  her  lust, 

Yet  share  in  nothing  but  the  shame  of  it. 

Vit.  Grant  all  this  so,  to  take  you  for  a 
wife 

Were  greater  hazard ; for  should  I offend  you 
(As  'tis  not  easy  still  to  please  a woman),  • 
You’re  of  so  great  a spirit,  that  I must  learn 
To  wear  your  petticoat,  for  you  will  have 
My  breeches  from  me. 

Clara.  Rather  from  this  hour 
I here  abjure  all  actions  of  a man, 

And  will  esteem  it  happiness  from  you 
To  suffer  like  a woman.  Love,  true  love, 
Hath  made  a search  within  me,  and  cxpell’d 

See  note  7 1 on  the  False  One. 
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AH  but  ray  natural  softness,  and  made  perfect 
That  which  my  parents’ care  could  not  l>egin. 
I will  shew  strength  in  nothing,  but  my  duty 
And  glad  desire  to  please  you,  and  in  that 
Grow  every  day  more  able. 

Vit.  Could  this  be, 

What  a brave  race  might  I beget!  I find 
A kind  of  yielding;  and  no  reason  why 
I should  hold  longer  out:  she’s  young,  and 
fair,  [devil 

And  chaste,  for  sure;  but  with  her  leave,  the 
Durst  not  attempt  her.  Madam,  tho’  you  have 
A soldier’s  arm,  your  lips  appear  as  if 
They  were  a lady’s. 

Clara.  They  dare,  sir,  from  you 
Endure  the  trial. 

Vit.  Ha!  once  more,  I pray  you! 

The  best  I ever  tasted  ; and  ’tis  said 
I have  prov’d  many.  ’Tis  not  sufe,  I fear, 
To  ask  the  rest  now.  Well,  I will  leave 
whoring, 

And  luck  herein  send  me  with  her ! — Wor- 
thiest lady, 

I’ll  wait  upon  you  home,  and  by  the  way 
(If  e’er  I marry,  as  I’ll  not  forswear  it) 

Tell  you,  you  are  my  wife. 

Clara.  Which  if  you  do, 

From  ine,  all  mankind  women  learn  to 
wooe ! 30  [Exeiint. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Algvazicr,  Pachieco,  Metaldi , Men- 
doza, and  Lazarillo.  , 

Alg.  A cloak  ? Good  purchase ! And  rich 
hangers  ? well ! 

We’ll  share  ten  pistolets  a-man. 

Laz.  Yet  still  [duct 

I'm  monstrous  hungry ! Could  you  not  de- 
So  much  out  of  the  gross  sum,  as  would  pur- 
chase [capons  ? 

Eight  loins  of  veal,  and  some  two  dozen  of 
Pack.  Oh,  strange  proportion  for  five  ! 
Laz.  For  five  ? I have 
A legion  in  ray  stomach,  that  have  kept 
Perpetual  fast  these  ten  years:  for  the cupons, 
They  arc  to  me  hut  as  so  many  black-birds. 
May  I but  eat  once,  and  be  satisfied, 

Let.  the  fates  call  me,  when  my  ship  is  fraught. 
And  I shall  hang  in  peace. 

Alg.  Steal  well  to-night. 


And  thou  shalt  feed  to-morrow.  So!  now  you 
are 

Yourselves  again,  I’ll  raise  another  watch 
To  free  you  from  suspicion  : set  on  any 
You  meet  with  boldly;  I’ll  not  be  far  off, 

T*  assist  you,  and  protect  you.  [Exit. 

Met.  Oh,  brave  officer! 

Enter  Alvarez , Lucio,  and  Bobadilla. 

Pach.  'Would  every  ward  had  one  hut  so 
well  given,  [velvet ! 

And  we  would  watch,  for  rug,  in  gowns  of 
Mend.  Stand  close ; a prize ! 

Met.  Sattin,  and  gold  lace,  lads  ! 

Ah 7.  Why  dost  thou  hang  upon  me? 

Lucio.  Tis  so  dark  [ther, 

I dare  not  sec  my  way ; for  Heav’n  sake,  fa- 
Let  us  go  home  f 

Bob.  No,  even  here  well  leave  you — 
Let’s  run  away  from  him,  my  lord. 

Lucio.  Oh,  ’las ! 

Alt.  Th’  hast  made  me  mad,  and  I will 
heat  thee  dead,  [thee. 

Then  bray  thee  in  a mortar,  and  new-mould 
But  I will  alter  thee. 

Bob.  Twill  never  be : 

He  has  been  three  days  practising  to  drink. 
Yet  still  he  sips  like  to  a waiting-woman, 
'And  looks  as  he  were  murd’ring  of  a fart 
Among  wild  Irish  swaggerers. 

Lucio.  I have  still 

Your  good  word,  Zancho.  Father — 

Alv.  Milk-sop,  coward  ! [thee ; 

No  house  of  mine  receives  thee;  I disclaim 
Thy  mother  on  her  knees  shall  not  entreat  me 
Hereafter  to  acknowledge  thee  ! 

Lucio.  Pray  you  speak  for  me  ! 

Bob.  I would,  but  now  I cannot  with  mine 
honour. 

Alv.  There’s  only  one  course  left,  that 
may  redeem  thee ; [meet ; 

Which  is,  to  strike  the  next  man  that  you 
And  if  we  chance  to  light  upon  a woman. 
Take  Jier  away,  and  use  her  like  a man, 

Or  I will  cut  thy  hamstrings. 

Pach.  This  makes  for  us. 

Alv.  What  dost  thou  do  now? 

Lucio.  Sir,  I’m  saying  my  prayers;  [me. 
For  being  to  undertake  what  you  w ould  have 
I know  1 cannot  live. 


30  Mankind  uomen.~\  In  Shakespeare’s  Coriolanus,  Sicinius  asks  Volumnia,  * Are  you 
mankind  V On  which  Dr.  Johnson  remarks,  that  * A mankind  uotnan  is  a woman  w ith  the 
* roughness  of  a man,  and,  in  an  aggravated  sense,  a woman  ferocious,  violent,  and  eager  to 
‘ shed  blood.’  Mr.  Upton  says,  mankind  means  wicked,  and  gives  the  following  examples  : 

* See,  see,  this  mankindc  strumpet,  see  (he  cride) 

4 This  shamelesse  whore.’  Fairfax’s  Tasso,  xx.  95. 

* Out!  a mankind  witch !’  Winter’s  Tale,  act  ii. 

Morose,  being  interrupted  by  the  intrusion  and  noise  of  men  and  women,  cries  out, 

4 O mankind  generation  !’ 

And  Mr.  Stcevens  adds  the  following  from  Ben  Jonson: 

4 Pallas,  nor  thee  I call  on,  mankind  maid.’ 

See  Upton’s  Remarks  on  Ben  Jonson,  p.  92,  and  Johnson  and  Steevens’s  Sliakespeare,  vol* 
vii.  p.  393.  B. 

Mankind,  applied  to  women,  both  here  and  in  Ben  Jonson,  plainly  signifies  masculine. 

Enter 
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Act  4.  Scent*  3.] 

Enter  Lamoral , Genevora,  An  astro,  and 
Pages  with  lights. 

Jjim.  Madam,  I fear  fther’s  house 

You’ll  wish  y’  had  us’d  your  coach;  your  bro- 
Is  yet  far  on. 

Gen.  The  better,  sir ; tliis  walk 
Will  help  digestion  after  your  great  supper, 
Of  which  I have  fed  largely.- 
Ah.  To  your  task ! 

Or  else  you  know  what  follows. 

Lucio.  I am  dying ! [vour, 

Now,  Lord  have  mercy  on  me ! — By  your  fa- 
Sir,  I must  strike  you. 

L/m.  For  what  cause  ? 

Lucio.  I know  not. 

And  I must  likewise  talk  with  that  young  Indy, 
An  hour  in  private. 

lam.  What  you  must,  is  doubtful; 

But  I am  certain,  sir,  I must  beat  you. 

Lucio.  Help,  help! 

Ah.  Not  strike  again  ? 

Lam.  How!  Alvarez?  / 

Ana.  This  for  my  lord  Vitelli’s  love! 

Pack.  Break  out;  [side, 

And,  like  true  thieves,  make  prey  on  either 
But  seem  to  help  the  stronger31. 

Bob.  Oh,  my  ford  ! 

They’ve  beat  him  on  his  knees. 

Lucio.  Tho*  I want  courage, 

I vet  have  a son’s  duty  in  me,  and 
Compassion  of  a fathers  danger;  that, 

That  wholly  now  possesses  ine. 

Alt.  Lucio, 

This  is  beyond  my  hope. 

Met.  So ! Lazarillo, 

Take  up  all,  boy ! Well  done ! 

Pack.  And  now  steal  off 
Closely  and  cunningly. 

Ana.  How ! have  I found  you  ? 

Why,  gentlemen,  are  you  mad,  to  make 
A prey  to  rogues  ? [yourselves 

Lam.  ’Would  we  were  off! 

Bob.  Thieves,  thieves  ! [with  them. 

Lam.  Defer  our  own  contention,  a/id  down 
Lucio.  I’ll  make  you  sure  ! 

Bob.  Now  lie  plays  the  devil. 

Gen.  This  place  is  not  for  me.  [Exit. 
Lucio.  I’ll  follow  her  : 

Half  of  my  penance  is  past  o’er.  [Exit. 
Enter  Alguazier,  Assistant , Sf  other  Watches. 

Alg.  What  noise,  [I  charge  you. 

Wbat  tumult’s  there  ? Keep  the  king's  peace, 
Puck.  I ’in  glad  he’s  come  yet. 

Alv.  Oh,  you  keep  good  guard 
Upon  the  city,  when  men  of  our  rank 
Are  set  upon  in  the  streets. 

Lam.  The  Assistant 
Shall  hear  on’t,  be  assur’d. 

Ana.  And  if  he  be 
That  careful  governor  he  is  reported. 

You  will  smart  for  it. 

Alg.  Patience,  good  signors ! 

3*  But  seem  to  help  the  stranger.] 


Let  me  survey  the  rascals.  Oh,  I know  them, 
And  thank  you  for  them  : they  are  pii faring 
Of  Andaluzia,  that  have  perus’d  [rogues 

All  prisons  in  Castile.  I dare  not  trust 
The  dungeon  with  them;  no,  I’ll  have  them 
To  my  own  house.  [home 

Pack.  We’d  rather  go  to  prison. 

Alg.  Had  you  so,  dog-bolts?  yes,  I know 
you  had  ! [on 

You  there  would  use  your  cunning  fingers 

The  simple  locks,  you  would ; but  111  pre- 
vent you. 

Lutn.  My  mistress  lost?  good  night ! [Exit. 
Bob.  Your  son’s  gone  too; 

What  should  become  of  him  ? 

Alv.  Come  of  him  what  will, 

Now  he  dares  fight,  I care  not:  111  to  bed. 
Look  to  your  prisoners,  Alguazier. 

[Exit  with  Bob. 

Alg.  All’s  clear’d. 

Droop  not  for  one  disaster ; let  us  hug. 

And  triumph  in  our  knav’ries. 

Assist.  This  confirms 
What  was  reported  of  him. 

Met . Twas  done  bravely ! 

Alg.  I must  a little  glory  in  the  means 
We  otfieers  have  to  play  die  knaves,  and 
safely:  [law, 

How  we  break  thro’  the  toils  pitch’d  by  the 
Yet  hang  up  tliern  that  are  far  less  delin- 
quents! 

A simple  shopkeeper’s  carted  for  a bawd, 

For  lodging,  tho’  unwittingly,  a smock-game- 
ster; 

Where,  with  rewards,  and  credit,  I have  kept 
M&lroda  in  my  house,  as  in  a cloister, 
Without  taint  or  suspicion. 

Pach.  But  suppose 
The  governor  should  know  it? 

Alg.  He?  Good  gentleman, 

Let  hirn  perplex  himself  wid»  prying  into 
The  measures  in  the  market,  and  th*  abuses 
The  day  stands  guilty  of:  the  pillage  of 
The  night  is  only  mine,  mine  own  fee-simple, 
Which  you  shall  hold  from  me,  tenants  at  will, 
And  pay  no  rent  fori. 

Pach.  Admirable  landlord  ! [commit  such 
Alg.  Now  we’ll  go  search  the  taverns. 
As  we  find  drinking,  and  be  drunk  ourselves 
With  what  we  take  from  them.  These  silly 
wretches,  [hither, 

VVhorn  I for  form-sake  only  liavc  brought 
Shall  watch  without,  and  guard  us. 

Assist.  And  we  will 

See  you  safe  lodg’d,  most  worthy  Alguazier, 
W ith  all  of  you,  his  comrades. 

A let.  *Tis  the  governor. 

Alg.  Wc  are  betray’d. 

Assist.  My  guard  there! — Bind  them  fast. 

Enter  Guard . 

How  men  in  high  place  and  authority 
Are  in  their  lives  and  estimation*  wrong’d 

Corrected  from  Sympson’s  conjecture. 
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By  their  subord’nate  ministers ; yet  such 
They  cannot  but  employ;  wrong’d  Justice 
finding 

Scarce  one  true  servant  in  ten  officers. 
T’expostulate  with  you,  were  but  to  delay 
Your  crimes’  due  punishment,  which  shall 
fall  upon  you  * 

So  speedily,  and  severely,  that  it  shall 
Fright  others  by  th*  example;  and  confirm. 
However  corrupt  officers  may  disgrace 
Themselves,  ’tis  not  iu  them  to  wrong  their 
place. 

Bring  them  away. 

Alp.  We’ll  suffer  noble  yet, 

And  like  to  Spanish  gallants. 

Path . And  we’ll  hang  so. 

Lai.  I have  no  stomach  to’t;  but  I’ll 
endeavour.  * [Ed  cunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Lucio  and  Gencvora. 

Gen.  Nay,  you  are  rude ! pray  you  forbear! 
you  offer  now 

More*  than  the  breeding  of  a gentleman 
Can  give  you  warrant  for. 

Lucio.  ’Tis  but  to  kiss  you ; , 

And  think  not  I’ll  receive  that  for  a favour 
Which  was  enjoin’d  me  for  a penance,  lady. 
Gen.  You’ve  met  a gentle  confessor;  and, 
for  once, 

(So  then  you  will  rest  satisfied)  I vouchsafe  it. 
Lucio.  Rest  satisfied  with  a kiss?  Why, 
can  a man 

Desire  more  from  a woman  ? is  tlirre  any 
Pleasure  beyond  it  ? may  I never  live 
If  I know  what  it  is  ! 

Gen.  Sweet  innocence  ! [ — My  veins 

Lucio.  W hat  strange  new  motions  do  I feel ! 
Burn  with  an  unknown  fire ; in  ev’ry  part 
I suffer  alteration ; I am  poison’d, 

Yet  languish  with  desire  again  to  taste  it, 

So  sweetly  it  works  on  me. 

Gen.  I ne’er  saw 
A lovely  man,  ’till  now. 

Lucio.  How  can  this  be  ? 

She  is  a woman,  as  my  mother  is. 

And  her  I have  kiss’d  often,  and  brought  off 
My  lips  unscorch’d:  Yours  are  more  lovely, 
lady,  [vouchsafe 

And  so  should  be  less  hurtful.  Pray  you 
Your  hand,  to  quench  the  heat  ta’en  from 
Perhaps  that  may  restore  me.  [your  lip! 
Gen.  Willingly.  [you  burn  thus, 

Lucio.  The  flame  encrcases!  If  to  touch 


W’hat  would  more  strict  embraces  do?  I know* 
not : 

And  yet,  inethinks,  to  die  so  were  to  ascend 
To  lleav’n,  thro’  Paradise. 

Gen.  I’m  wounded  too; 

TI10’  modesty  forbids  that  I should  speak 
What  ignorance  makes  him  bold  in. — Why 
Your  eyes  so  strongly  on  me?  [d’you  fix 
Lucio.  Pray  you  stand  still ! [on  : 

There’s  nothing  else  that’s  worth  the  looking 
I could  adore  you,  lady. 

Gen.  Can  you  love  me?  [but  touch 

Lucio.  To  wait  on  you  in  yourchamb<  r,and 
What  you,  by  wearing  it,  have  made  diviue, 
Were  such  a happiness — I am  resolv’d. 

I’ll  sell  my  liberty  to  you  for  tins  glove, 

And  write  myself  your  slave. 

Enter  Lamorul. 

Gen.  On  easier  terms 
Receive  it,  as  n friend. 

Jam.  How!  giving  favour? — 

I’ll  have  it,  with  his  heart. 

Gen.  What  will  you  do?  [rather! 

Lucio.  As  you  arc  merciful,  take  my  life 
Gen.  Will  you  depart  with  it  so31? 

Lucio.  Does  that  grieve  you  ? [valiant. 
Gen.  I know  not;  butev’n  now*  you  appear’d 
Lucio.  ’Twas  to  preserve  my  father;  in 
I could  be  so  again.  [his  cause 

Gen.  Not  in  your  own  ? 

Kneel  to  thy  rival,  and  thine  enemy? 

Away,  unworthy  creature ! I begin 
To  hate  myself,  for  giving  entrance  to 
A good  opinion  of  thee.  For  thy  torment. 
If  my  poor  beauty  he  of  any  power, 

Mayst  thou  dote  on  it  desp’rately ! but  never 
Presume  to  hope  for  grace,  till  thou  recover 
And  wear  the  favour  tliat  was  ravish’d  from 
thee. 

Law.  He  wears  ray  head  too  thou.  [Juri?. 
Gen.  Poor  fool,  farewell ! [Exit. 

Lucio.  My  womanish  soul,  which  hitherto 
hath  govern’d 

This  coward  flesh,  I feel  departin':  from  me; 
And  in  me  by  her  beauty  is  inspir’d 
A new  and  raasc’line  one,  instructing  me 
What’s  fit  to  do  or  suffer.  Powerful  Love  ! 
That  hast  with  loud,  and  yet  a pleasing 
thunder  [creature. 

Rous’d  sleeping  manhood  in  me,  thy  new 
Perfect  thy  work ; so  that  I may  make  known 
Nature  (tho’  long  kept  hack)  will  have  her 
own ! [Exit. 


31  Depart.]  This  word  is  here  used  in  the  sense  of  part. 
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ACT  V* 


SCENE  I. 

'Enter  Lamoral  and  Lucie. 
Lam.f^AN  it  be  possible,  that  in  six  short 
hours, 

The  subject  still  the  same,  so  many  habits 
Should  be  remov’d  ? or  this  new  Lucio  (he 
That  yesternight  was  baffled  and  disgrac'd, 
And  thank’d  the  man  that  did  it;  that  then 
knee  I’d 

And  blubber’d  like  a woman)  should  now  dare 
On  terras  of  honour  to  seek  reparation, 

For  what  he  then  appear’d  not  capable  of  ? 
Lucio.  Such  miracles,  nien  that  dare  do 
injuries 

Live  to  their  shames  to  see,  for  punislimeut 
And  scourge  to  their  proud  follies. 

ljum.  Prithee  leave  me : 

Had  I in y page  or  footman  here  to  flesh  thee, 

I durst  die  better  hear  thee. 

Lucio.  This  scorn  needs  not: 

And  offer  such  no  more ! 

Lam.  Why,  say  I should. 

You’ll  not  be  nogrv  ? 

Lucio.  Indeed,  1 think  I shall ! [tain, 
Would  you  vouchsafe  to  shew  yourself  a cap- 
And  lead  a little  further,  to  some  place 

That’s  less  frequented 

Jjam.  lie  looks  pule. 

Lucio.  If  not, 

Make  use  of  this. 

Lam.  There’s  anger  in  his  eyes  too: 

His  gesture,  voice,  behavioural  new  fashion’d,  ! 
Well,  if  it  does  endure  in  act  the  trial 
Of  what  in  show  it  promises  to  make  good, 
Ulysses’  Cyclops,  Io’s  transformation, 

Fury  dice  fetch'd  from  hell,  with  all  die  rest 
Of  Ovid’s  fables,  I’ll  put  in  my  creed; 

And,  for  proof  all  incredible  things  may  be, 
Write  down  that  Lucio,  the  coward  Lucio, 
The  womanish  Lucio,  fought. 

Lucio.  And  Lamoral, 

The  still  employ’d  great  duellist  Lamoral, 
Took  his  life  from  him. 

Lncn.  Twill  not  come  to  dial  sure ! 
Meihinks  the  only  drawing  of  my  sword 
Should  fright  that  confidence. 

Lucio.  ft  confirms  it  rather : 

To  make  which  good,  know  you  stand  now 
oppos’d 

one  diat  is  your  rival;  one  that  wishes 
Your  name  and  tide  greater,  to  raise  his; 
The  wrong  you  did  less  pardonable  than  it  is, 
But  your  strength  to  defend  it  more  than  ever 
It  was  when  justice  friended  it;  the  lady 
For  whom  we  now  contend,  Oenevora, 

Of  more  desert,  (if  such  incomparable  beauty 
Could  suffer  un  addition);  your  love 
To  don  Vitelli  multiplied,  and  your  hate 
Against  mv  futher  and  his  house  encreus’d; 
VOL  III. 


And  lastly,  that  the  glove  which  you  there 
wear,  [you) 

To  my  dishonour ! (which  l must  force  from 
Were  dearer  to  vou  thau  your  lift. 

Lam.  You’ll  find 
It  is,  and  so  I’ll  guard  it. 

Lucio.  All  these  meet  then, 

With  the  black  infamy  to  be  foil’d  by  one 
That’s  not  allow’d  a man,  to  help  your  valour; 
That,  falling  by  your  hand,  I may  or  die 
Or  win  iu  this  one  single  opposition 
My  mistress,  and  such  honour  as  I may 
Enrich  iny  father's  arms  with! 

Lam.  Tis  said  uobly ; 

Mv  life  with  them  are  at  the  stake. 

Lucio.  At  all  then  ! [ Figkt* 

I mu\.  She’s  your’s ! this,  and  my  life  too, 
follow  your  fortune ! 

And  give  not  only  back  tliat  part  the  loser 
Scorns  to  accept  of! 

Lucio.  What’s  that? 

Lam.  My  poor  life; 

Which  do  not  leave  me  as  a further  torment, 

I laving  despoil’d  me  ofiny  sword, mine  honour, 
Hope  of  ray  lady’s  grace,  fame,  and  all  else 
That  made  it  worth  the  keeping. 

Lucio . I take  back  [me* 

No  more  from  you  than  what  yoti  forc’d  from 
Ami  with  a worser  title.  Yet  think  not 
That  I’ll  dispute  this,  as  made  insolent 
By  my  success,  but  as  one  equal  with  you, 

It  so  you  will  accept  ine.  That  new' courage 
(Or  call  it  fortune  if  you  please)  that  is 
Conferr’d  upon  me  by  the  only  sight 
Of  fair  Geuevora,  was  not  bestow’d  on  me 
To  bloody  purposes ; uor  did  her  command 
Deprive  i;**:  of  the  happiness  to  see  her, 

But  ’till  1 did  redeem  her  favour  from  you ; 
Which  only  I rejoice  iu,  and  share  with  you 
Iu  all  you  suffer  else. 

Lam.  This  courtesy  [own; 

Wounds  deeper  than  your  sword  can,  or  mine 
Pray  you  make  use  of  either,  and  dispatch  me ! 
Lucio.  The  barbarous  Turk  is  satisfied  with 
spoil ; [for. 

And  shall  I,  being  possess’d  of  what  I came 
Prove  the  more  infidel  ? 

Lam.  You  were  better  be  so 
Than  publish  my  disgrace,  as  ’tis  the  custom, 
And  which  I must  expect. 

Lucio.  Judge  belter  of  me: 

I have  no  tongue  to  trumpet  mine  own  praise 
To  your  dishonour;  ’tis  a bastard  courage 
That  seeks  a name  out  that  way,  no  true-born 
one. 

Pray  you  be  comforted ! for,  by  all  goodness, 
But  to  tier  virtuous  self  (the  best  part  of  it) 

I never  will  discover  on  what  terms  [you, 
I came  by  these:  whiefi  yet  1 take  not  from 
But  leave  you,in.exchangeof  them,  mine  own, 
E With 
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And  mine  to  suffer  with  an  humble  patience 
What  you’ll  impose  upon  it. 

Gen.  Courtly  too  ! [Lucio,  madam, 
Lucio.  Yet  hath  the  poor  and  contemn’d 
(Made  able  only  by  his  hope  to  serve  you), 
Recorer’d  what  with  violence,  not  justice, 

Was  taken  from  him  ; and  here  at  your  feet, 
With  these,  lie  could  have  laid  the  conquer’d 
head 

Of  Lamoral  (’tis  all  I say  of  him) 

For  rudely  touching  that,  which,  as  a relick, 

I ever  would  have  worshipp’d,  since  ’twas 
yours. 

Gen.  Valiant,  and  every  thing  a lady  could 
Wish  iu  her  servant ! 

Lucio.  All  that’s  good  in  me, 

That  heav’nly  lore,  the  opposite  to  base  lust 
(Which  would  have  all  men  worthy),  hath 
created ; 

Which  being  by  your  beams  of  beauty  form  d. 
Cherish  as  your  own  creature  ! 

Gen.  I am  gone 

Too  far  now'  to  dissemble. — Rise,  or  sure 
1 must  kneel  with  you  too:  let  this  one  kiss 
Speak  the  rest  for  me!  'tis  too  much  I do, 
And  yet,  if  chastity  would,  I could  wish  more. 

Lucio.  Id  overjoying  me,  you  are  grown  sad! 
What  is  it,  madam  ? by  Hcav’n,  [yel> 

There's  nothing  that’s  within  my  nerves  (and 
Favour’d  by  you,  I should  as  much  as  man) 
But  when  you  please,  now,  or  on  all  occasions 
You  can  tliink  of  hereafter,  but  you  may 
Dispose  of  at  your  treasure. 

Gen.  If  you  breaic 

That  oath  again,  you  lose  me:  yet,  so  well 
Llove  you,  1 shail  never  put  you  to’t; 

And  yet,  forget  it  not.  Rest'satisfied  [eyes 
With  that  you  have  receiv’d  now ! there  are 
May  be  upon  us ; till  the  difference 
Between  our  friends  are  ended,  I would  not 
Be  seen  so  private  with  you. 

Lucio.  I obey  you.  [remember 

Gen.  But  let  me  liear  oft  from  you,  and 
I am  Vitelli’s  sister  ! k 

Lucio.  What’s  that,  madam  ? 

Gen.  Nay,  notliiug.  Fare  you  well ! who 
feels  love's  fire, 

M ould  ever  ask  to  have  means  to  desire'*. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Assistant,  Saavedra,  Anastro,  Herald, 
and  Attendants. 

Assist.  Are  they  come  in? 

Herald.  Yes. 

Assist.  Read  the  proclamation, 

That  all  tiie  people  lie  re  assembled  may 
Have  satisfaction,  what  the  king’s  dear  love, 
la  care  of  tin*  republic!;,  huth  ordain  d. 
Attend  with  silence.  Read  aloud. 


Herald  [reading].  Forasmuch  as  our  high 
and  migh*v  master,  Pliilip,  the  potent  and 
most  Cathoiick  king  of  Spain,  hath  not  only 
in  his  own  royul^person,  been  long  ami  oiten 
solicited,  and  grieved,  witn  the  deadly  and 
incurable  hatred  sprung  up  betwixt  the  two 
ancient  and  most  honourably-descended 
houses  of  these  his  two  dearly  and  equally* 
beloved  subjects,  don  Ferdinando  de  Alva- 
rez, mid  don  Pedro  de  ' itelli  Call  which  in 
vain  his  majesty  hath  often  endeavoured  to 
reconcile  and  qualify):  but  that  also  through 
the  debates,  quarrels,  and  outrages  daily 
arising,  falling,  anti  flowing  from  these  great 
heads,  his  publick  civil  government  is  sedi- 
tiously and  barbarously  molested  and  wound- 
ed, and  many  of  his  chief  gentry  (no  less 
teuder  to  his  royal  majesty  than  the  very 
branches  of  his  own  sacred  blood),  spoiled, 
lost,  and  submerg’d,  in  the  impious  inunda- 
tion and  torrent  of  their  still-growing  malice; 
it  hath  therefore  pleased  his  sacred  majesty, 
out  of  his  infinite  affection  to  preserve  his 
commonwealth,  and  general  peace,  from  fur- 
ther violation  (as  a sweet  and  heartily-loving 
father  of  his  people),  and  on  the  earnest  pe- 
titions of  these  arcli-enemies,  to  order  and 
ordain,  that  they  he  ready,  each  with  his 
well-chosen  and  beloved  friend,  armed  at  all 
points  like  gentlemen,  in  the  castle  of  St. 
Jago,  on  this  present  Monday  morning,  be- 
twixt eight  nnd  nine  of  the  clock,  where  (be- 
fore the  combatants  be  allow  ed  to  commence 
this  granted  duel)  this  to  be  read  aloud  for 
the  publick  satisfaction  of  Iris  majesty’s  well- 
beloved  subjects.  ’Save  the  king  ! 

[Drums  within. 
Syav.  Hark,  how  their  drums  spent  their 
’ insatiate  thirst  [peace. 

Of  blood,  nnd  stop  their  ears  ’gainst  pious 
Who, gently  whispering,  imploresthcir  fnend- 
ship! 

Assist.  Kings  nor  authority  can  master  fate: 
Admit  ’em  then ; and  blood  extinguish  liate  I 

Enter  severally,  Alvarez  and  Lucio,  VitcUi 
'and  LumoraL 

Syav.  Stay ! yet  be  pleas’d  to  think,  and 
let  not  daring 

(Wlterein  men  now-a-days  exceed  e en  beasts, 
And  think  themselves  not  men  else)  so  tran- 
sport you  . 

Beyond  the  bounds  of  Christianity . 

Lord  Alvarei,  Vite.lt,  gentlemen, 

No  town  in  Spain,  from  our  metropolis 
Unto  the  rudest  hovel,  but  is  great 
With  your  assured  valours'  daily  prools: 

Oh,  will  you  then,  for  a superfluous  fame, 

A sound  of  honour,  which,  in  these  times,  all 
Lake  hereticks  profess  (with  obstinacy, 


w 

rued  meant  to  compass  his  desire.  But 
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But  most  erroneously),  venture  your  souls? 
It  is  a hard  task,  thro  a sea  of  blood 
To  sail,  and  land  ut  Heaven. 

Vit.  I hope  not. 

If  justice  be  my  pilot.  But,  my  lord, 

Y ou  know  if  argument,  or  tune,  or  love, 
Could  reconcile,  long  since  we  had  shook 
hands : 

I dare  protest,  your  breath  cools  not  a vein 
In  any  one  of  us;  but  blows  the  fire, 

Which  nought  but  blood  reciprocal  can 
quench.  [right; 

Ah.  Vitclli,  thou  say  st  bravely,  and  say’st 
And  I will  kill  thee  for*!,  I love  thee  so. 
lit . Ha,  ha!  Old  man,  upon  thy  death  I’ll 
build 

A story  with  this  arm,  for  thy  old  wife 
To  tell  thy  daughter  Clara  seven  years  hence. 
As  she  sits  weeping  by  a winter-fire, 

Ilow  such  a time  Y’itelli  slew  her  husband 
With  the  same  sword  his  daughter  favour’d 
him, 

And  lives,  and  wears  it  yet.  Come,  Lamoral, 
Redeem  thyself! 

Lam.  Lucio,  Gencvom 
Shall  on  this  sword  receive  thy  bleeding  heart, 
ior  ray  presented  hnt,  laid  at  her  fe$L 
Lucio.  Thou  tnlk'st  well,  Lamoral ; but’tis 
thy  head 

That  I will  carry  to  her  to  thy  hat. 

Yy,  father ! I do  cool  too  much. 

Alt.  Oh,  boy ! thy  fether’a  true  son  ! 

Beat  drums  ! And  so,  good-morrow  to  your 
lordship ! 

Enter  above , Eugeniaf  Clara , and  Gencvora. 

Syuv.  Brave  resolutions ! 

Ana.  Brave,  and  Spanish,  right ! 

Gen.  Lucio  1 
Clara.  Vitelli ! 

Lug.  Alvarez ! 

Alv.  How  the  devil 

Got  these  cats  into  th’  gutter?  my  puss  too? 
Lug.  Hearns! 

Gen.  Wc  must  be  heard ! 

Clara.  We  will  be  heard  ! 

Vitelli,  look ; see  Clara  on  her  knees. 
Imploring  thy  cotnpnssiou  ! — Heav’n,  how 
sternly 


They  dart  their  emulous  eyes,  as  if  each 

scorn’d 

To  be  behind  the  other  in  a look ! fsister 
Mother,  death  needs  no  sword  here ! On,  n»v 
(Fate  fain  would  have  it  so),  persuade,  en- 
treat ! 

A Indy’s  tears  are  silent  orators35, 

Or  should  be  so  at  least,  to  move  beyond 
The  honiest-tongued  rhetorician16;  [death. 
Why  will  you  fight?  Why  does  un  uncle’s 
Twenty  year  old,  exceed  your  love  to  me, 
But  twenty  days?  Whose  forc’d  cause,  and 
fair  manner 

You  could  not  understand,  only  have  heard. 
Custom,  that  wrought  so  cunningly  on  Na- 
ture 

In  me,  that  I forgot  my  sex,  and  knew  not 
Whether  my  body  female  were  or  male, 

Y on  did  unw  eavc,  and  had  the  power  to  charm 
A new  creation  in  me,  made  me  fear 
To  think  on  those  deeds  1 did  perpetrate. 
How  little  pow’r  tho*  you  allow  to  me. 

That  cannot  with  my  sighs,  my  tears,  my 
prayers,  ) [gain ! 

Move  you  from  your  own  loss,  if  you  should 
Vit.  1 must  forget  you.  Clam  : ’till  I have 
Redeem’d  my  uncle’s  blood,  that  brands  tnjr 
lace 

like  a pestif’rous  earhuncle,  I’m  blind 
To  what  you  do,  deaf  to  vour  cries,  and 
To  all  impulsive  exorations.  [marble 

When  ou  this  point  I’ve  perch’d  thy  father’s 
soul, 

I’ll  tender  tl>ce  this  bloody  reeking  hand, 
Drawn  forth  the  bowels  of  that  murderer : 

If  thou  canstluve  me  tlien,  I’ll  marry  the**, 
And,  for  thy  father  lost,  get  thee  a son : 

On  no  condition  else ! 

Assist.  Most  barbarous! 

Syav.  Savage! 

Ana.  Irreligious  I 

Gen.  Oh,  Lucio,  [years, 

Be  thou  more  merciful!  thou  bcar’st  tewei 
Art  lately  wean’d  from  soft  etfeminacy; 

A maiden’s  manners,  and  a maiden's  heart 
Are  neighbours  still  to  thee:  be  then  more 
mild ; [rote 

Proceed  not  to  this  combat;  Be’st  thpu  desp- 
Of  thine  own  life?  Yet,  dearest,  pity  mine! 
Thy  valour’s  not  thine  own;  I gave  it  thee; 


35  A lady's  tears  are  sclent  orators.^  So  Crashnw, 

* Sententious  show'ml  O!  let  them  fall  I 
‘ Their  cadence  is  rhetorical.' 

Again,  in  Daniel’s  Complaint  of  Rosamond  : 

* Ah,  beauty,  syren,  fair  enchanting  good  1 

* Sweet,  silent  rhetorick  of  persuading  eyes! 

‘ Dumb  eloquence,  uhofe  power  doth  move  the  blood, 

* More  than  the  words  or  w'isdom  of  the  wise.* 

Vide  Steevens’s  Notes  on  Shakespeare,  vol.  vii.  p.  335. 

36  The  honcst-tongu'd  rhetorician .]  Seward  proposes  substituting  loudest  for  honest.  The 
correction  is  from  Sun p son's  conjecture,  who  says,  * Our  poets,  who  were  admirers  of  the 
* classics,  might  possibly  have  had  Nestor  in  the’ir  eye,  who  is  thus  described  by  Homer: 

4 Experienc’d  Nestor,  in  persuasion  ski! Ta\ 

* W ords  sweet  as  horn  y,  from  hi#  lips  distilfd.*  Jifr.  Ports  Translation. 

These 


Digitized  by  Google 


29 


Act  5.  Scene  S.)  LOVE’S  CURE;  OR,  THE  MARTIAL  MAID. 


Thc$e  eyes  begot  it,  this  tongue  bred  it  up, 
Tiiis  breast  would  lodge  it : do  not  use  my 
gifts 

To  mine  own  min!  I have  made  thee  rich; 
Be  not  so  tliankless,  to  undo  me  for’t! 

Lucio.  Mistress,  you  know  I do  not  wear 
a vein 

I would  not  rip  for  you,  to  do  you  service: 
Life’s  but  a word,  a shadow,  a melting  dream, 
Compar'd  to  essential  and  eternal  honour. 
Why,  would  you  have  me  value  it  beyond 
Your  brother?  If  I first  cast  down  my  sword, 
May  all  ray  body  here  be  made  one  wound. 
And  yet  my  jnui  not  find  Heav’n  thoro’  it ! 
Ah.  You  would  be  catterwauling  too;  but, 
peace! 

Go,  get  you  home,  and  provide  dinner  for 
Your  son,  and  me;  we’ll  be  exceeding  merry. 
Oh,  Lucio,  I will  have  thee  cock  of  all 
The  proud  Vitellis  that  do  live  in  Spain ! 

Fy,  we  shall  take  cold!  Hunch!  By  Heav*n, 
Already.  [I’m  hoarse 

Lam.  IIow  your  sister  whets  my  spleen! 

1 could  cat  Lucio  now. 

Gen.  Vitelli!  brother! 

Ev’n  for  your  father’s  soul,  your  uncle’s  blood, 
As  you  do  love  my  life;  but  last,  and  most, 
A*  you  respect  your  own  honour  and  fame. 
Throw  down  your  sword ! he  is  most  valiant 
That  herein  yields  first. 

Vit.  Peace,  you  fool ! 

Clara.  Why,  Lucio, 

Do  thou  begin:  ’tisno  disparagement; 

He’s  elder,  and  thy  better,  and  thy  valour 
Is  in  bis  infancy. 

Gen.  Or  pay  it  me,  [time 

To  whom  thou  ow’st  it.  Oh,  that  constant 
Would  but  go  back  a week;  theu  Lucio, 
Thou  wouldst  not  dare  to  fight! 

Eug.  Lucio,  thy  mother,  [first. 

Xhy  mother  begs  it!  throw  thy  sword  down 
Alv.  Ill  throw  his  head  down  after  then. 
Gen.  Lamoral,  [me. 

You’ve  often  swore  you’d  be  commanded  by 
Lam.  Never  to  this;  your  spite  ami  icorn, 
Have  lost  all  power  on  me  1 [Genevora, 
Grn.  Your  hearing  for  sis  words! 

Assist.  Syav.  Ana.  Strange  obstinacy! 

Alv.  Vit.  Lucio.  Lam.  We’ll  stay  no  longer. 
Clara.  Then,  by  thy  oath,  Vitelli,  [sword 
Thy  dreadful  oatn,  thou  wouldst  return  that 
" ben  I should  ask  it,  give  it  to  me  now; 
This  instant  1 require  it! 

Gen.  By  thy  vow. 

As  dreadful,  Lucio,  to  obey  my  will 
1 n any  one  thing  I would  watch  to  challenge, 
I charge  thee  not  to  strike  a stroke!  Now,  he 
Of  our  two  brothers  that  loves  perjury  [vow ! 
Best,  and  dares  first  be  damn’d,  infringe  his 
Saar.  Excellent  ladies ! 

Vit.  Pish,  you  tyrannize. 

Lucio.  We  4>d  equivocate. 

Ah.  On! 

Clara.  Then,  Lncin, 

So  well  I love  my  husband  (for  he  is  so, 


Wanting  but  ceremony),  that  I pray 
His  Vengeful  sword  may  fall  upon  thy  head 
Successfully,  for  falshood  to  his  sister. 

Gen.  1 likewise  pray,  Vitelli,  Lucio’s  sword 
(Who  equally' s my  husband  as  thou  hers) 
May  find  tliv  false  heart,  that  durst  ’gage  thy 
And  durst  not  keep  it!  [faith. 

Assist.  Arc  you  men,  or  stone  ? 

Alv.  Men,  and  well  prove  it  with  our 
swords.  [have  done! 

Rug.  Your  hearing  for  six  words,  and  we 
Zancho,  come  forth! — We’ll  fight  our  chat- 
Now  speak  your  resolutions.  [lengetoo; 

Enter  Bobadilla , with  two  Swords  and  a 
Pistol. 

Gen.  These  they  are ; [swords 

The  first  blow  giv’n  betwixt  you,  sheaths  these 
In  one  another’s  bosoms. 

Eug.  And,  rogue,  look. 

You  at  that  instant  do  discharge  that  pistol 
Into  my  breast:  if  you  start  back,  or  quake. 
I’ll  stick  you  like  a pig. 

Alv.  Hold!  you  are  mad.  [of  bliss, 

Gen.  This  wo  have  said ; and,  by  our  hope 
This  we  will  do ! Speak  your  intents. 

Clara.  Gen.  Strike! 

Eug.  Shoot!  [friends! 

Alv.  Vit.  Lucio.  Lam.  Hold!  hold!  all 
Assist.  Come  down. 

Ah.  These  dev’lish  women  [they  list! 
Can  make  men  friends  and  enemies  when 
Syav.  A gallant  undertaking,  and  a happy! 
Why,  this  is  noble  in  you ; and  will  be 
A weicomer  present  to  our  master 
Philip,  than  the  return  from  his  Indies. 

Enter  Clara,  Genevora,  Eugenia,  and  Boha- 

dil/a. 

Clara.  Father,  your  blessing! 

Ah.  Take  her:  if  ye  bring  not  [worlds. 
Betwixt  you  boys  that  will  find  out  new 
And  win  em  too,  I’m  a false  prophet. 

Vit.  Brother, 

There  is  a sister.  Long-divided  streams 
Mix  now  at  length,  by  fate. 

Bob.  I’m  not  regarded ! 

I was  the  careful  steward  that  provided 
These  instruments  of  peace;  I put 
The  longest  weapon  in  your  sister’s  hand. 
My  lord,  because  she  was  the  shortest  lady; 
For  likely  the  shortest  ladies  love  the  longest 
men.  . [oharg’a  it  s 

And,  lor  mine  own  part,  I could  have  dis- 
My  pistol  is  no  ordinary'  pistol ; 

It  has  two  ramming  bullets;  but,  thong!*  I, 
\\  hy  should  I shoot  my  two  bullets  into 
My  old  lady!  If  they  had  gone,  I would  not 
Have  stay'd  long  after;  1 would  ev’n  have 
died  too, 

Bravely,  i'faith,  like  a Roman  steward;  hung 
Myselt  in  mine  own  ciiain,  and  there  lmd 
been 

A story  of  Bohadilla  Spindola  Zancho, 

For  after-ages  to  lament.  Hum! 

I per* 
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I perceive,  I am  not  only  not  regarded, 

But  also  not  rewarded. 

Alv.  Prithee,  peace! 

*$ludt  have  a new  chain,  next  St.  Jaques’  day, 
Or  this  new  gilt. 

Bob . I’m  satisfied;  let  virtue  have  Iter  due. 
And  yet  I’m  melancholy  upon  this  atonement; 
Pray  Heaven  the  state  rue  it  not!  I would 
My  lord  Vitelii’s  steward  and  I could  meet; 
They  should  find  it  should  cost  ’em  a little 
more 

To  make  us  friends.  Well,  I will  forswear 
Wine  and  women  for  a year;  and  then 
I will  be  drunk  to-morrow,  and  run  a-whoring 
Like  a dog  with  a broken  bottle  at’s  tail; 
Then  will  l repent  next  day,  and  forswear ’em 
Again  more  vehemently;  be  forsworn 
Next  day  again,  and  repent  my  repentance: 
For  thus  a melancholy  gentleman  doth 
And  ought  to  live. 

Assist.  Nay,  you  shall  dine  with  me; 

And  afterward  i’ll  with  you  to  the  king. 

But  first,  I will  dispatch  the  castle’s  business, 
That  this  day  may  be  complete.  Bring  forth 
the  male  (actors! 

Enter  Alguazier , Pachieco , Metaldi , Men- 
. do: a,  Luzarillo , Piorato,  Mulroda,  and 
Guard. 

You,  Alguarier,  the  ring-leader  of  these 
Poor  fellows,  are  degraded  from  your  office  ; 
You  must  restore  all  stol’n  guods  you  re- 
. ceiv’d, 

And  watch  a twelvemonth  without  any  pay: 
This,  if  you  foil  of  (all  your  goods  confiscate), 
You’re  to  be  whipt,  and  sent  into  the  gallics. 
Ate.  I like  all,  but  restoring;  that  catho- 
tick  doctrine 

I do  dislike.  Learn,  all  ye  officers, 

By  this,  to  live  uprightly — if  you  can!  [JE lit. 
Assist.  You  cobler,  to  translate  your  man- 
ners new, 

Are  doom’d  to  th’  cloisters  of  the  Mendicants, 


With  this  your  brother  botcher,  there  for 
nothing 

To  cobble,  and  heel-liose  for  the  poor  friars; 
’Till  they  allow  your  penance  for  sufficient. 
And  your  mnendment;  then  you  shall  be 
And  may  set  up  again.  [freed, 

Pack.  Mendoza,  come : 

Our  souls  have  trod  awry  in  all  men’s  sight ; 
We’ll  uuder-lay  ’em,  till  they  go  upright.  " 
[Eaeunt  Pack,  and  Mend . 
Assist.  Smith,  in  those  shackles  you,  for 
your  hard  heart. 

Must  lie  by  th’  heels  a year. 

Met.  I’ve  shod  your  horse,  my  lord.  [JEW/. 
Assist.  Away!  For  you,  my  hungry,  white- 
loafd  face,  [gure 

You  must  to  th’gallies,  where  you  shall  be 
To  have  no  more  bits  than  you  shall  liave 
blows.  [have  rows. 

Las.  Well;  tho’  I herrings  want,  I shall 
Assist.  Signor,  you  have  prevented  us,  and 
punish’d 

Yourself  severelier  than  tre  would  have  done: 
You  have  married  a whore;  may  she  prove 
honest ! 

Pio.  It  is  better,  my  lord,  than  to  marry 
An  lionest  woman,  that  may  prove  a whore. 
Vit.  It  is  a handsome  wench,  an  thou 
canst  keep  her  tame. 

I’ll  send  you  what  I promis’d. 

Pio.  Joy  to  your  lordships!  [fom 

Alv.  Here  may  all  ladies  learn,  to  make  of 
The  perfcct’st  friends;  and  not  the  perfect’st 
foes 

Of  dearest  friends,  ns  some  do  now-a-days! 
Vit.  Behold  the  pow’r  of  love17!  Nature, 
tho’  lost 

By  custom  irrecoverably,  past  the  hope 
Of  friends’  restoring,  love  hath  here  retriev’d 
To  her  own  habit;  made  her  blush  to  see 
Her  so-long  monstrous  metamorphoses : 

May  strange  affairs  never  have  worse  success ! 

[JErcun/. 


37  Beholtl  the  power  of  love , to  Nature  lost , 


lx, ve  hath  here  retriev'd. ] Here  is  another  difficult  passage,  at  least 

to  me,  Behold  the  power  of  love,  which  (love)  hath  here  to  lost  Nature  retrieved  to  her  ow  n 
habit.  This  the  reader  may  make  sense  of  if  he  can,  wliile  1 endeavour  to  set  the  place 
right  thus: 

Behold  the  power  of  love,  Nature  tho ’ lost , 


-- Love  hath  retriev’d 

To  her  own  habit,  Ac, 

Here  we  have  a glimmering  of  sense  and  reason,  and  the  poets  are  clear’d  from  a blunder 
they  could  hardly  be  guilty  of.  St/mpson . 

EPILOGUE. 

With  spirit  and  life;  such  odd  things  as  these 
He  cures  not  for,  nor  ever  means  to  please ; 
For  if  yourselves,  a mistress,  or  love's  friends, 
Are  lik’d"  with  this  smooth  play,  he  hath 
his  ends. 


Our  author  fears  there  are  some  rebel  liearts, 
Whose  dullness  doth  oppose  love's  piercing 
darts ; 

Such  will  be  apt  to  say  there  wanted  wit. 
The  language  low,  very  few  scenes  are  writ 


Lik'd.']  i.  t.  Flensed. 


Symplon, 
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WOMEN  PLEAS’D. 

A TRAGI  COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  and  Hills  ascribe  this  Play  (which  was  first  printed 
in  the  folio  of  1647)  to  Fletcher  alone.  Part  ofit  is  founded  on  Boccace’s  Decameron, 
on  which  Chaucer  lias  built  a Talc,  which  Dryden  has  modernized  : there  has  been  no 
representation  of  it  at  cither  Theatre  for  many  years,  nor  do  wc  know  of  any  alteration 
ofit.  * • 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Mr.s. 

Dear  of  Sienna,  Suitor  to  Belviderc. 

Silvio,'  a Gentleman  of  Quality,  Servant  to 
Belviderc. 

Ctrl'  Dio,  Silvio’s  Friend,  Brother  to  Isa- 
bella, but  disguis’d  to  her,  under  the  name 
of  Rupio. 

Bartel  to,  Captain  of  the  Citadel,  Uncle  to 
Silvio. 

Lup  iz,  a sordid  Usurer,  the  jealous  Husband 
of  Isabella. 

Pixtaio,  « hungry  Servant  to  Lopes. 

Soto,  a merry  Servant  to  Claudio. 

Los  ns  of  Florence. 

Lords  of  Sienna. 

COUgSELLOBS. 


COURTIERS. 

A Farmer,  Father  to  Soto. 

Captaiji. 

Soldiers  of  the  Guard. 

A Clerk. 

Homey,  an  Enemy  to  Wakes  and  May-poles, 
Morris-dancers,  Masquers. 

WoMEV. 

♦ 

Duchess  of  Florence. 

Belviderc,  a virtuous  Princess,  Daughter 
to  the  Duchess,  in  love  with  Silvio. 
Rodope,  Wife  to  Bartello. 

Isabella,  Wife  to  Lopes. 

Jaoueset,  Servant  to  Isabella. 

Two  Gentlewomen. 


SCENE,  Florence. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Bartello  and  Silvio. 

Silvio.  ,rPIS  true,  [a  just  one, 

She  is  n right  good  princess,  and 
And  Florence,  when  she  sets,  has  lost  a pla- 
net. [nephew, 

Bart.  My  mistress?  I tell  thee,  gentle 
There  is  not  such  another  friend  to  goodness, 
To  downright  dealing,  to  faith,  and  true 
heart,  [bless’d  us, 

Within  the  Christian  confines.  Before  she 
Janice  was  a cheesemonger,  a mere  cheese- 
monger, [maggots, 

Weigh'd  nothing  to  the  world  but  mites  and 
Aod  amain  stink:  Law,  like  a horse-courser, 
Her  rnles  and  precepts  hung  with  gauds  and 
ribbands, 

And  pamper’d  up  to  cosed  him  that  bought 
htr,  • -' 


When  she  herself  was  hackney , lame,  and 
founder’d. 

Sil.  But  the  sweet  lady  Belviderc,  the 

bright  one [dear  nephew, 

Burt.  Ay,  there’s  a face  indeed ! Oh,  my 
Could  a young  fellow  of  thy  fiery  mettle 
Freeze,  and  that  lady  in  his  arms? 

Sil.  I think  not.  [let  that  pass; 

Bart.  Thou  hast  a parlous  judgment!  But 
She  is  as  truly  virtuous,  fair,  and  noble, 

As  her  great  mother's  good ; and  dial's  not 
ordinary.  [ones, 

Sil.  But  why  (so  many  princes,and  so  great 
Being  suitors)  should  the  duchess  deny  to 
match  her?  [bosom; 

Bart.  She  is  a jewel,  man,  hangs  iu  her 
Her  only  child : with  her  eyes  she  secs  all 
tilings,  [from  her. 

Discourses  with  her  tongue ; and  pluck  her 
(So  dotingly  the  old  one  loves  her  young  one), 

You 
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Yon  pluck  her  heart  out  too:  besides,  oflate 
days. 

The  duke  of  Milan,  w ho  could  never  win  her 
By  love,  nor  treaty,  laid  a close  train  for  her 
In  her  own  private  walks,  some  forty  horse- 
men, [with ; 

So  to  surprise  her,  which  we  found,  una  dealt 
And  sent  'em  running  home  to  the  duke 
their  master, 

like  dogs  with  bottles  at  their  tails. 

Sil.  Since  that,  I heard,  sir, 

SU’  has  sent  her  to  your  citadel  to  Secure  her, 
My  cousin  Rodope1,  your  wife,  attending  her. 
Bart.  You  hear  & truth;  and  all  conveni- 
ent pleasures 

Are  tlicre  proportion'd  for  her. 

Sil.  I would  fain,  sir, 

Like  one,  that  owes  a duteous  service  to  her, 

Sometimes,  so  please  you 

Bart.  Gentle  cousin,  pardon  me! 

1 must  not,  nor  you  must  not  dare  to  offer: 
The  last  edict  lies  on  his  life  pursues  it. 

Your  friend,  sir,  to  command  abroad,  to  love 
you,  fyou; 

To  lend  you  any  thing  I have,  to  wait  upon 
But,  in  the  citadel  where  I stand  charg’d, 
Not  a bit  upon  u inarch : no  service,  sir, 

No,  good  sir,  by  no  means ! 1 kiss  vour 

hands,  sir.  [£rif. 

Sil.  To  your  keeping  only?  none  else  to 
look  upon  her? 

None  but  Bartello  worthy  her  attendance? 
No  faith  but  his  to  serve  her  ? Oh,  Belvidere, 
Thou  saint  to  whom  my  youth  is  sacrific'd. 
Thou  point  to  which  my  life  turns,  and  my 
fortune ! (comforts, 

Art  thou  lock'd  from  me  now  ? from  all  my 
Art  thou  snatch'd  violently1?  Thou  hear’st 
me  not; 

Nor  const  thou  see,  fair  soul,  thy  sen-ant’s 
mournings; 

Yet  let  thy  gentle  heart  feel  what  is  absence1, 
The  great  divorce  of  minds  so  truly  loving, 
So  long,  and  nurs’d  in  one  affection, 

Ev’n  from  our  infant  eyes  suck’d  in,  and  nou- 
rish’d— [constant. 

Oh!  let  it  feel  but  that,  and  there  stand 
And  I am  blest.  My  dear  auqt  Rodope, 
That  is  her  governess,  did  love  me  dearly; 
There’s  one  hope  yet  to  see  her:  When  lie’s 
absent,  [closely. 

It  may  be  ventur'd,  and  she  may  work  it 


[Act  1.  Scene  1# 

I know  the  lady's  will  goes  equal  with  me, 
And  so  the  danger  o’  tli'  edict  avoided: 

Let  me  think  more ! for  I must  try  all  h* 
sards. 

Enter  Claudio  and  Solo. 

Soto.  Will  you  go  yonder,  sir? 

Clttu . Yes,  marry  will  I,  sir. 

Soto.  And  by  this  ladder  ? 

Clou.  By  that  ladder,  coxcomb. 

Soto.  Have  you  any  more  necks  at  home 
when  this  is  broken  ? [has,  sir; 

For  this  will  crack  with  the  best  friend  be 
Or,  can  you  pitch  of  all  four,  like  an  ape  now? 
Let  me  see  you  tumble. 

Clou.  You  are  very  pleasant,  sir. 

Soto.  No,  truly,  sir;  I should  be  loath  to 
see  you  [cry  sguab, 

Come  fluttering  down  like  a young  mok. 
And  take  you  up  with  your  brains  beaten 
into  your  buttocks,  [stands  musing  here? 
Clau.  Hold  your  peace,  ass! — Who’s  this 
Silvio?  % 

Sil.  Who  calls  me? 

Clau.  One  most  glad  to  see  you,  sir. 

Sil.  My  dearest  Claudio?  What  makes  you 
thus  private. 

And  with  a preparation  of  this  nature? 

Soto.  We’ve  leave  to  play,  and  are  going 
to  climb  birds'  nests.  [you  from  me? 
Sil.  Prithee  what  is  it,  frieutl?  Why  start 
Is  your  old  mistress  grown  so  coy  and  cruel, 
She  must  be  scal'd  ? It  seems  you’re  loath  to 
tell  me.  [ship 

Since  twenty  years' continuance  ofour  fricna- 
May  not  be  worth  the  weight  of  such  a se- 
cret, 

Twill  be  but  rude  to  ask  again.  Save  yon! 
Clau.  Nay,  stay,  dear  Silvio  ! if  you  lo^ 
me,  take  it; 

For,  'till  you  know  it,  never  woman  labour'd 
As  I do  now. 

Sil.  I’ll  do  my  best  to  ease  it. 

Clau.  You've  heard,  die  lady  Belvidere— 
Sit.  What  heard,  sir?  [fears, 

Clau.  Heard,  to  the  citadel,  upon  some 
She  is  confin’d.  [ Aside. 

Sit.  Whv.dreama  be  on  this  beauty? — 
Tis  true,  l\e  beard  it. 

Clau.  And  that  no  access,  (hazard, 

No  blessing  from  those  eyes,  but  with  much 
Ev’n  hazard  of  a life—  - - 


* Jlfy  cousin  Rodope , your  uife,  &c.]  We  have  a mighty  jumble  through  die  play,  of  cou“ 
tin  and  aun r,  as  the  reader  will  easily  perceive.  Sympton. 

a From  all  my  comforts 

Art  thou  snatch'd  violently  ?]  Silvio'  is  not  lamenting  the  lady's  condition,  but  his  own* 
and  therefore  I should  think  it  would  be  better  to  rend, 

— From  me  all  my  comforts 

Are  they  snatch’d  violently.  Sympton. 

The  text  is  much  best;  and  though  loosely  expressed,  means  to  represent  Silvio  lamenting 
hit  oun  condition. 

1 Yet  let  thy  gentle  heart  feel  u hat  J»is  absence .]  A letter  too  much  in  hit)  makes  strange 
stuff  in  this  passage : our  authors  possibly  wrote, 

feel  what  is  absence,  Sympton.  ^ 

• I 
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Act  1.  Scene  2.] 

Sil.  lie  dares  not  love  her ! — [purpose? 
I’ve  beard  that  too : But  whither  points  your 
Clau.  Oh,  Silvio,  let  rae  speak  that  none 
may  hear  me,  [long, 

None  but  thy  truth!  Fve  lov'd  this  lady 
Long  giv'n  away  my  life  to  her  devotion, 
Luu£  dwelt  upon  that  lieauty  to  my  ruin. 

Si/.  Does  sl»e  know  this  ? 

Clau.  No ; there  begins  my  misery  ! 
Ixion-like,  I’ve  only  vet  clasp’d  clouds,  [me. 
And  fed  upon  poor  empty  dreams  that  starve 
Sil.  And  what  d’ you  mean  to  do  now? 
Clau.  Tho’  I die  for’t, 

Thu’  all  the  tortures  in  the  world  hung  on  me, 
Anu’d  with  imperious  Love,  I stand  prepar’d 
now  [her, 

With  this  to  reach  her  chamber;  there  to  see 
And  tell  her  boldly  with  what  truth  I love  her. 
Sit.  Twill  not  be  easily  done,  sir — 

Clam.  Oh,  my  Silvio, 

The  hardest  tilings  are  sweetest  in  possession. 
Sil.  Nor  will  shew  much  discretion. 

Clau.  Love  is  blind,  man; 

And  he  that  looks  for  rcasou  there,  far  blinder. 
Sil.  Have  you  consider’d  ripely  ? 

Clau.  All  that  may  fall. 

And  arm’d  against  that  all. 

Sil.  Her  honour  too? 

Wbat  she  may  suffer  in  this  rash  adventure  ? 
The  beauty  of  her  name? 

Clau.  I’U  do  it  closely,  [tion — 

And  only  nt  her  window  with  that  enu- 
6il.  Are  there  no  guards? 

Clau.  Corruption  chokes  their  service. 

Sit.  Or  du  you  hold  her  bred  so  light  a 
woman, 

To  hold  commerce  with  strange  tongues? 

Clau.  Why,  this  service. 

This  only  hazard  of  my  life,  must  tell  her, 
Tito’  she  were  Vesta’s  sell,  I must  deserve 
her,  [sink  here, 

Sil.  I would  not  have  you  go ; pray  let  it 
And  think  a nobler  way  to  raise  your  service, 
A safer  and  a wiser  ! 

Clau.  Tis  too  late,  sir. 

Sil.  Then  I must  say,  you  shall  not  go. 
Clau.  I shall  not? 

Stl.  You  shall  not  go:  that  part  bred 
with  you,  friendship, 

Bids  nie  say  boldly  so,  and  you  observe  me. 
Clau.  You  stretch  that  tie  too  far. 

Sil.  I’ll  stretch  it  further: 

1 he  honour  that  I bear  tliat  spotless  virtue 
You  foully  seek  to  taint,  unnobly  covet, 

Bids  me  command  you  stay;  if  not,  thus 
force  you ! 

Soto.  This  will  be  worse  than  climbing. 
Clau.  Why  d’  you  draw,  sir?  [master. 
Sit.  To  kill  thee,  if  thy  base  will  be  thy 
Clau.  I ever  was  your  friend. 

Sil.  Whilst  thou  wert  honest, 

And  not  a night-thief  of  anotlier’s  honour : 

1 never  call’d  a fool  my  friend,  a mad  man, 
Jhat  durst  expose  his  fame  to  all  opinions. 
Bis  life  t*  unhonest  dangers;  I ne’er  lov’d  him, 

VOL.  III. 


Durst  know  his  name,  that  sought  a virgin’s 
ruin ; 

Nor  ever  took  I pleasure  in  acquaintance 
With  men,  that  give  as  loose  reius  to  their 
fancies 

As  the  wild  ocean  to  his  raging  fluxes: 

A noble  soul  I twin  with,  ami  my  love 
Follows  his  life  Hares  master  liis  affections. 
Will  you  give  off,  or  fight? 

Clau.  I will  not  fight  with  you ; [ger: 
The  sacred  name  of  friend  ties  up  that  an- 
Rather  I’ll  study — 

Sil.  Do,  to  be  a friend  still. 

Clau.  If  this  way,  I shall  never  hold. 

Sil.  I’ll  watch  you : [for’t. 

And,  if  I catch  you  false,  by  Heav’n  you  die 
Ail  love  forgot! 

Clau.  When  I fear  that,  I’m  fit  for’t. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Lopez  at  a Table  with  Jewels  and  f,  fancy 
upon  it,  an  Eg"  roasting  by  a Candle. 
Lopez.  Whilst  prodigal  young  gaudy  fools 
are  banqueting,  [giddy, 

And  launching  out  their  states  to  catch  die 
T hus  do  I study  to  preserve  my  fortune. 

And  hatch  with  care  at  home  the  wealth  that 
saints  me. 

Here’s  rubies  of  Rengala,  rich,  rich,  glorious ! 
These  diamonds  of  Ormus,  bought  for  little, 
Here  vented  at  the  price  of  priuces*  ransoms ; 
How  bright  they  shine,  like  constellations ! 
The  South-sea’s  treasure  here,  pearl,  fair  and 
Able  to  equal  Cleopatra’s  banquet ! [orient. 
Here  chains  of  lesser  stones  for  ladies’ lustres, 
Ingots  of  gold,  rings,  brooches,  bars  of  silver. 
These  are  my  studies  to  set  otf  in  sale  well, 
And  not  in  sensual  surfeits  to  consume  ’em. 
How  roasts  mine  egg?  he  heats  apace;  I’ll 
turn  him.  [Penurio, 

Penurio;  where,  you  knave,  d’  you  wait? 
Y ou  lazy  knave ! 

En ter  Penurio. 

Pen.  Did  you  call,  sir  ? 
ljopez.  (Where's  your  mistress? 

What  vainly  bolds  her  from  her  attendance? 
Pen.  The  very  sight  of  this  egj;  has  made 
him  cockish;  [within,  sir. 

What  would  a dozen  butter’d  do?  She  is 
Lopez.  Witliln,  sir?  at  what  thrift,  you 
knave?  what  getting? 

Pen.  Getting  a good  stomach,  sir,  an  she 
knew  where  to  get  meat  to’t; 

She’s  praying  heartily  upon  her  knees,  sir. 
That  Heav’u  would  ’send  her  a good  bearing 
dinner,  [thought  on, 

Lopez.  Nothing  but  gluttony  and  surfeit 
Health  flung  behind!  Had  she  not  yester- 
night, sirrah, 

Two  sprats  to  supper,  and  the  oil  allowables? 
Was  she  not  sick  with  eating?  Hndst  not 
thou  [satisfies) 

(Tlmu  most  ungrateful  knave,  that  nothing 
p The 
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The  water  that  I boil'd  my  other  egg  in, 

To  make  thee  hearty  broth? 

Pen.  Tis  true,  I hud,  sir;  [stone  on’t ; 
But  I might  as  soon  moke  the  philosopher's 
You  gave  it  ine  in  water,  and,  but  for  man- 
ner’s sake,  [so  hearty. 

I could  give  it  you  again,  in  wind,  it  was 
I shall  turn  pissing- conduit  shortly. — My 
mistress  comes,  sir. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Lopez.  Welcome,  my  dove  ! 
hub.  Pray  you  keep  your  welcome  to  you, 
Unless  it  carries  more  than  words  to  please 
me.  [me, 

Is  this  the  joy  to  be  a wife?  to  bring  with 
Besides  the  nobleness  of  blood  I spring  from, 
A fulf  and  able  portion  to  maintain  me? 

Is  this  the  happiness  of  youth  and  beauty, 
The  great  content  of  being  made  a mistress, 
To  live  a slave  subject  to  wants  and  hungers, 
To  jealousies  for  every  eye  that  wanders, 
Unmanly  jealousy  ? 

Iapcz.  Good  Isabella — , [famish  me, 

Juab.  Too  pood  for  you  ! D’  you  think  to 
Or  keep  me  like  an  alms-woman  in  such  rai- 
ment, [ugly  ? 

Such  poor  unhandsome  we  eds  ? am  1 old  or 
I never  was  bred  thus;  and  if  your  misery 
Will  suffer  wilful  blindness  to  abuse  me, 

My  patience  shall  be  no  bawd  to  mine  own 
rum. 

Pen.  Tickle  him,  mistress;  to  him! 
hab.  Had  you  love  in  you, 

Or  any  part  of  man — 

Pen.  Follow  that,  mistress ! 

Jsab.  Or  hud  humanity  but  ever  know  n you, 
You’d  slmme  to  use  a woman  of  my  wav  thus. 
So  poor,  and  basely!  You’re  strangely  jea- 
If  I should  uivc  you  cause — [lous  of  ine; 

Ljopez.  How,  Isabella?  [voke  me — 

l sab.  As  do  not*  venture  this  way  to  pro- 
Pen.  Excellent  well,  mistress! 

Jjopez.  How’s  this,  Isabella? 

Isab.  Twill  stir  a saint,  and  I am  blit  a 
woman, 

And  by  that  tenure  may — 


[Act  1.  Scene  3r 

Lopez.  By  no  means,  ch  icken ! 

You  know  i love  you.  Fy,  take  no  example 
By  those  young  gadding  dames,  (you're  noted 
virtuous)  [on  'em. 

That  stick  their  husbands'  wealth  in  trifles 
And  point  ’em  but  the  way  to  their  own  mi- 
series. 

I am  not  jealous.  Kiss  me.  Faith,  I am  not. 
And  for  your  diet,  *tis  to  keep  you  healthful 
(Surfeits  destroy  more  than  the  sword)  that 
J’m  careful  [handled; 

Your  meat  should  be  both  neat,  and  cleanly 
See,  sweet,  I'm  cook  myself,  and  mine  own 
cuter4.  [fingers ! 

Pen.  A pox  of  that  cook  cannot  lick  liis 
Lopez.  I’ll  add  another  dish;  you  sl  all  have 
Tis  nourishing  and  good.  [milk  to't; 

Pen.  With  butter  in’t,  sir? 

Lopez.  (This  knave  would  breed  a famine 
in  a kingdom!)  [must  be  wise  then. 
And  cloatbs  that  .‘•lmll  content  you;  you 
And  live  sequester'd  to  yourself  and  me, 

Not  wand  rim;  after  every  toy  comes  cross  you, 
Nor  struck  with  every  spleen5.— What’s  the^ 
knave  doing  ? Penurio  ! [flies  here  ; 

Pen.  Hunting,  sir,  for  a second  course  of 
They’re  rare  new  sallads. 

Lopez.  For  certain,  Isabella, 

This  rnv'ning  fellow  has  a wolf  in's  belly. 
Untemp’rate  knave,  will  nothing  quench  thy 
appetite  ? 

I saw  him  cat  tw  o apples,  which  is  monstrous. 
Pen.  If  you  had  giv’n  me  those,  *t  had  been 
more  monstrous.  [lain. 

Lopez.  Tis  a main  miracle  to  feed  this  vil- 
Come,  Isabella,  let  us  in  to  supper, 

And  think  the  Roman  dainties  at  our  table  l 
Tis  nil  but  thought.  [Exeunt. 

Pen.  Would  all  my  thoughts  would  do  it* 
The  devil  should  think  of  purchasing  that 
egg-shell,  * 

To  victual  out  a witch  for  the  Bunnootbes6 : 
''Pis  treason  to  any  good  stomach  living  now 
To  hear  a tedious  grace  said,  and  no  meat 
to't. 

1 have  a radish  yet,  but  that's  but  transitory. 

[Exit. 


4 Uwfcr.]  Probably  we  should  read,  caterer. 

5 Nor  struck  with  every  spleen.]  Seward  would  alter  spleen  to  sheen,  which,  says  he,  is 
the  same  as  bright  or  brightness.  The  alteration  proposed  is,  we  think,  a very  poor  one; 
and  we  do  not  remember  sheen  as  a substantive.  Nor  struck  with  every  spleen,  we  conceive, 
signifies,  not  put  out  of  humour  with  trifles. 

6 Ber moot  ties  i.  c.  Burmndus. — Dr.  War  burton  remarks,  that*  Smith,  in  his  account  of 
s these  islands,  p.  172,  says,  thut  the  Burmudaswcrc  so  fearful  to  the  world , that  many  called 
4 them , The  Isle  of  Devils — P 171 — to  all  seamen  no  less  terrible  than  an  inchoated  den  of 
4 furies . And  no  wonder,  for  the  clime  was  extremely  subject  to  storms  and  hurricanes; 

* and  the  islands  were  surrounded  with  scattered  rocks  lying  shallowly  hid  under  the  surface 
4 of  the  water.* 

The  opinion  that  Bermudas  was  haunted  with  evil  spirits  continued  so  late  as  the  civil 
wqrs.  In  a little  piece  of  Sir  John  Berkinhead’s,  intitlcd,  Two  Centuries  of  Paul's  Church- 
yard, una  cum  indict  expuhgatorio , &c.  12°.  in  page  C2,  under  the  title  of  Cases  of  Consci- 
ence, is  this, 

34.  * Whether  Bermudas  and  the  parliament-house  lie  under  one  planet,  seeing  both  are 
haunted  with  devils.’  Perc y. 

SCENE 
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Soto.  What  lias  he  in’s  hand  ? I hope  but 


Act  1.  Scene  3.] 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Soto. 

Soto.  Can  any  living  man,  unless  a rascal 
That  neither  knows  himself,  nor  a fashion’d 
L’entleinan,  • [now  ? 

Take  me  for  a worse  man  than  my  master 
I’m  naturally  proud  in  these  cloaihs : but  if 
pnde  now 

Should  catch  a full  in  what  I ain  attempting ! 
Tis  but  a proverb  sound,  and  u neck  broken, 
That's  the  worst  can  come  on't:  a gentle- 
man’s gone  then.  [end  on’t ! 

A gentleman  o’  th*  first  house,  there’s  the 
My  muster  lies  most  pitifully  complaining. 
Wringing  and  kicking  up  to  th’  ears  in  love 
yonder,  [kills  me : 

And  such  a lamentable  noise  he  keeps,  it 
I've  got  his  cloaths,  and  if  I can  get  to  her, 
By  hook  or  crook  here7,  such  a song  I’il  sing 
her — [ter! 

I think  I shall  be  bang'd;  but  that’s  mo  mat- 
What’s  a hanging  among  friends?  I am  va- 
liant now 

As  an  elephant.  I have  consider’d  what 
To  say  too.  Let  me  see  now ! this  is  the 
place;  [dow 

Tis  plaguy  high ! Stay;  at  that  lower  win- 
Let  me  aim  finely  now,  like  a good  gunner, 

It  may  prove  but  a whipping. 

Enter  Silvio. 

Sil.  I saw  somebody  [methought  yet 
Pass  by  me  now,  and,  though’t  were  dark, 
I knew  the  cloaths.  11a!  let  me  not  be  co- 
zen’d! 

The  ladder  too,  ready  to  fling  it  ? Monstrous ! 
*T»she,  ’tis  Claudio!  most  voluptuous  villain, 
Scandal  to  woman’s  credit ! Love,  I forget 
thee — i 

Soto.  What  will  he  do,  i’  th’  name  of 
Hesav’n  ! What’s  that  there  ? 

Sil.  And  all  the  friendship  that  I bore 
thee,  bury  licre — 


a cudgel. 

Sil.  Thy  faults  forgive,  oh,  Ileav’n ! Fare- 
well, thou  traitor!  [Eire#  a pistol, 

Soto.  Pin  slain,  Pm  slain  ! 

Sil.  He’s  down,  and  dead,  dead  certain, 

(It  was  too  rash,  too  full  of  spleen;  stark 
dead : 

This  is  no  place  now  to  repent  in  ; only, 
’Would  I had  given  this  hand  that  shot  the 
pistol  [Claudio! 

I had  miss’d  thee,  and  thou  wert  once  more 

[iiri/. 

Enter  Clawlio. 

Clau.  Why  should  I love  thus  foolisldy  ? 
thus  desp’ratcly  ? 

And  give  away  my  heart  where  no  hope’s 
left  me? 

Why  should  not  the  true  counsel  of  a friend 
restrain  me? 

The  devil’s  mouth  I run  into,  affright  me? 
The  honour  of  the  lady,  charm  my  wildness? 
I have  no  power,  no  being  of  myself, 

No  reason  strong  enough  now  left  within  me 
To  bind  my  will.  Oh,  love,  thou  god,  or 
devil,  [me — 

Or  what  thou  art,  that  plays  the  tyrant  in 
Soto.  Oh! 

Clau.  What’s  that  cry? 

Soto.  A surgeon,  a surgeon, 

Twenty  good  surgeons! 

Clau.  Tis  not  far  from  me : 

Some  murder,  o*  my  life  ! 

Soto.  Will  you  let  me  die  here? 

No  drink  come,  nor  no  surgeon? 

Clau.  Tis  ray  man,  sure.  [thee  ? 

Ilis  voice,  and  here  he  lies.  How  is  it  with 
Soto.  I’m  slain,  sir,  I urn  slain. 

Clau.  Slain?  Who  has  slam  thee? 

Solo.  Kill’d,  kill’d,  out-right  kill’d! 

Clau.  Where’s  thy  hurt? 

Soto.  I know  not; 

But  I am  sure  I’m  kill’d. 


7 By  hook  or  crook  here.]  Mr.  Warton  observes,  (Observations  on  Spenser,  vol.  ii.)  tliat 
the  proverb  of  getting  any  thing  by  hookc  or  4>y  erookc  was  supposed  to  have  arisen  in  the 
time  of  Charles  I.  when  there  were  two  learned  judges,  named  H ookc  and  Crooke ; and  a 
difficult  cause  was  to  be  gotten  either  by  Hooke  or  by  Crooke.  This  notion  he  shews  to  be 
groundless,  and  that  die  form  was  not  then  invented  as  a proverb,  but  applied  as  a pun. 
He  is,  however,  mistaken  in  imagining  there  was  any  judge  of  that  time,  of  the  name  of 
Hooke.  In  Hudibras,  part  iii.  c.  i).  are  the  following  lines: 

4 These  are  the  courses  that  we  took 

‘ To  carry  things  by  hook  or  Crook.7  Line  933.  x 

Which,  Dr.  Gray  says,  alludes  to  the  judgment  of  judge  Crook  and  Hutton , who  dissented 
from  their  breihreu  in  the  determination  of  the  cause  ntxmt  ship-money,  and  occasioned  the 
wags  to  say  that  the  king  carried  it  by  Hook,  but  not  by  Crook.  The  phrase,  however,  is 
certainly  (as  Mr.  Warton  proves)  of  higher  antiquity  than  the  time  of  Charles  I.  as  may  ap- 
pear by  several  passages  in  our  ancient  writers.  In  Lodge’s  4 Wit’s  Miserie  and  the  World’s 
‘ Madnessc,’  1696,  p.  7, 4 He  matcheth  not  according  to  his  birth,  but  the  increase  of  his 
‘ fortune:  and  by  hooke  or  crooke  so  stirreth  in  the  world,  that  not  only  lie  attaineth  pre-  . 
4 beminence  in  the  city,  but  some  place  in  court.’ — Again,  in  the  Life  of  Jasper  Colignie,  B.  L. 

4 Therefore,  having  alwayes  this  saying  in  his  mouth,  w hat  skills  it  whither  a man  use  man- 
4 liuene  or  wyliuesse  ageinst  his  enemie?  lie  determined  to  go  intoo  his  camp  as  a revoltcr, 

* and  to  hunt  for  opportunity  to  accomplish  his  device  by  hooke  or  by  crooke K. 

F 2 Clau. 
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Cfau.  Canst  thou  sit  up, 

That  I may  find  the  hurt  out? 

Soto.  1 Can  sit  up ; 

But,  ne’ertheless,  I'm  slain. 

Clou.  Tis  not  o’  this  side  ? 

Soto.  No,  sir,  I think  it  be  not. 

Clan . Nor  o’  this  side. 

Was  it  done  with  a sword? 

Soto,  A gun,  a gun,  sweet  master. 

Cfau.  T he  devil  a bullet  has  been  here ; 
thou’rt  well,  man. 

Soto.  No,  sure,  Pin  kill'd. 

Cfau.  Let  me  see  thy  thighs,  and  belly: 
As  whole  as  a tish,  tor  any  thing  I sec  yet; 
Thou  blccd’st  no  where. 

Soto.  I think  1 do  not  bleed,  sir. 

But  yet,  I am  afraid  I’m  slain. 

Cfau.  Stand  up,  fool ! [shot  thee? 

Thou  hast  as  much  hurt  us  my  nail.  Who 
A pottle,  or  a pint? 

Soto.  Signor  Silvio  shot  me,  [seeing 

In  these  cl  oaths,  taking  me  for  you,  and 
The  ladder  in  my  hand  here,  whic  h 1 stole 
from  you,  [and  have  spoke  for  you. 
Thinking  to  have  gone  to  the  lady  xnysclf, 
Cfau.  If  he  had  hit  you  home,  h’  had 
serv'd  you  right,  sirrah,  [shews  tome, 
You  saucy  rogue! — How  poor  my  intent 
llow  naked  now,  and  foolish! 


[Act  2.  Scene  1. 

Soto.  Are  you  sure  he  has  not  hit  me? 

It  gave  a monstrous  bounce. 

Cfau.  You  rose  o'  your  right  side, 

And  said  your  prayers  too,  you  had  been 
pljid  else  : [tear  kills  dice  ? 

But  what  need’st  thou  a^bullet,  when  thy 
Sirrah,  keep  your  own  counsel  for  all  this; 

you’ll  be  mtng’d  else, 

If  it  tie  known. 

Soto.  IIH  be  by  mv  means,  let  me; 

I'm  glad  I am  not  kill’d,  and  far  more  gladder 
My  gentleman-like  humours  out ; i feel  ’tis 
dangerous,  (a-wcek. 

And  to  be  a gentleman  is  to  he  kill'd  twice 
Cfau.  Ke  ep  yourself  close  i’  tb*  couutry 
for  a while,  sirrah ! 

There’s  money:  Walk  to  your  friends. 

Solo.  They  have  no  pistols,  i 

Nor  are  no  gentlemen,  tliat  is  my  comfort. 

[£rif. 

Clou.  I will 

Retire  too,  and  live  private  (for  this  Silvio, 
Inflam'd  with  nobleness, will  be iny death  else); 
And,  if  I can,  forget  this  love  that  loads  me. 
At  least  the  danger. — And,  now  I think  on’t 
letter, 

I*ve.  some  conclusions  else  invite  me  to  it. 

[ExiC 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Rodope  uud  Silvio,  at  several  doors. 

Rod.  ]UEPHEW! 

Sil.  My  denr  aunt ! 

Rod.  Would  you  go  by  thus  slily, 

And  never  see  me  ! not  once  send  in  to  me, 
Your  loving  aunt?  she  that,  above  all  those 
I •■till  my  kindred,  honour’d  you,  and  plac'd 
you 

Nearest  my  heart? 

Si/.  I tlmiik  you,  wbrthy  aunt, 

But  such  at  this  time  are  my  occasions — 
Rod.  You  shall  not  go  yet;  by  my  faith, 
you  shall  not!  [nephew? 

I will  not  he  denied.  Why  look  you  sad, 
Sil.  I’m  seldom  other. — Oh,  this  blood  sits 
heavy ! — 

As  I walk’d  this  way  late  last  night. 

In  meditation  of  some  things  concern’d  me — 
Rod.  What,  nephew? 

Sif.  Why,  methought  I heard  a piece,  lady, 
A piece  shot  off,  much  about  this  place  too, 
(But  could  not  judge  the  cause,  nor  what  it 
bonded) 

Under  the  castle-wall. 

Rod.  We  heard  it  too ; [nothing, 

And  the  watch  pursu’d  it  presently,  but  found 
Not  any  track. 

Sil.  1 am  right  glad  to  hear  it  !— 


The  ruffians  surely  tliat  command  the  night 
Have  found  him,  stript  him,  and  into  the  river 
Convey’d  the  body. 

Rod.  You  look  still  sadder,  nephew. 

Is  any  thing  within  these  walls  to  comfort 
you  ? 

Speak,  and  be  master  oft. 

Sil.  Y ou’re  a right  courtier ; 

A great  professor,  but  a poor  performer. 
Rod.  D’you  doubt  my  faith?  You  never 
found  me  that  way,  [friend. 

(I  dare  well  speak  it  boldly)  but  a true 
Sil.  Continue  then. 

Rod.  Try  me,  and  see  who  falters. 

Sil.  I will,  and  presently:  'tis  in  your 
power  [courtesy. 

To  make  me  the  most  bound  man  to  your 
Rod.  Let  me  know  how,  and  if  I fail — 
Sif.  Tis  thus  then  : 

Get  me  access  to  th*  Indy  Belvidere, 

But  for  a minute,  but  to  see  her;  your  husband 
Now’s  safe  at  court;  I left  him  full  employ’d 
there.  [power  to  grant  you. 

Rod.  You’ve  ask’d  the  thing  without  my 
The  law  lies  on  the  danger : If  I lov’d  you 
not,  [for’t. 

I’d  bid  you  go,  and  there  be  found,  and  die 
Sif.  I knew  your  love,  and  where  there 
shew’d  a danger  [true  friend. 

How  far  you  durst  step  for  me  ! Give  me  a 

That, 
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Act  2.  Scene  3.] 

That,  where  occasion  is  to  do  a benefit, 
Aims  at  the  end,  and  not  the  rubs  before  it. 
I was  a tool  to  ask  you  this  ! a more  fool 
To  think  a woman  bad  so  much  noble  nature 
To  entertain  a secret  of  this  burthen : 

You’d  best  to  tell  the  duchess  I persuaded 
you,  [credit ; 

That's  a fine  course,  and  one  will  win  you 
Forget  the  name  of  cousin,  blot  my  blood 
out,  [shorter ! 

And,  so  you  raise  yourself,  let  me  grow 
A womsuv-friend  ? He  that  believes  that 
weakness. 

Steers  in  a stormy  night  without  a compass. 
Rod.  What  is’t  1 durst  not  do  might  not 
impeach  you?  [not  think  pfj 

Sit.  Why,  this  you  dare  not  do,  you  dure 
Rod.  Tis  a main  hazard. 

Sit.  If  it  were  not  so, 

I would  not  come  to  you  to  seek  a favour. 
Rod.  You’ll  lose  yourself. 

Sil.  The  loss  ends  with  myself  then. 

Rod.  You  will  but  see  her? 

Sit.  Ouly  look  upon  her. 

Rod.  Not  stay? 

Sit.  Prescribe  your  time. 

Rod.  Not  trathek  with  her. 

In  any  close  dishonourable  action  ? 

Sit.  Stand  you  yourself  by. 

Rod.  1 will  venture  for  you  : [friend, 

Because  you  shall  be  sure  I am  a touch’d 
PH  bring  her  to  you.  Come,  walk ; you 
know  the  garden, 

And  take  this  key  to  open  the  little  postern ; 
There  stand  no  guards. 

Sit.  I shall  soon  find  it,  aunt.  [£reunf. 
SCENE  II. 

Enter  two  Soldiers. 

1 Sold.  Is  the  captain  come  home? 

2 Sold.  No;  who  commands  the  guard 

1 Sold.  I think  Petruchio.  [to-nigbt? 

2 Sold.  What’s  the  word  ? 

1 Sold.  None  knows  yet. 

2 Sold.  I would  this  lady  were  married 
out  o’  th’  way  once, 

Or  out  of  our  custodies ! I wish  they  would 
take  in  more  companies,  [shrewdly. 

For  I am  sure  we.  feel  her  in  our  duties 

1 Sold.  Tis  not  her  fault,  I warrant  you ; 
she’s  read  y for’t ; 

And  that's  the  plague ; when  they  grow  ripe 
for  marriage, 

They  must  lie  slipt  like  hawks. 

2 Sold.  Give  me  a mean  wench ! [ready. 
No  state-doubt  lies  on  her,  site’s  always 

1 Sold.  Come  to  the  guard  ; ’tis  late,  and 
Cannot  be  long  away.  [sure  the  captain 

2 Sold.  I’ve  watch’d  these  three  nights ; 
To-morrow  they  may  keep  me  tame  for 

nothing.  . [Exeunt. 


SCENE  m. 

Enter  Silvio , Belvidere , and  Rodopc  with  a 
light. 

Sil.  This  is  tl»e  place,  I think.  What 
light  is  tliftt  there  ? 

The  lady  and  ray  cousin ! 

Bel.  Is  this  the  garden  ? 

Rod.  Yes,  madam. 

Sil.  Oh,  my  blessed  mistress, 

Saint  of  my  soul ! 

Bel.  Speak  softly ! — Take  me  to  you ! 

Oh,  Silvio,  I am  thine,  thine  ever,  Silvio! 
Rod.  Is  this  your  promise,  sir?  Lady,  your 
honour ! 

I am  undone  if  this  be  seen,  disgrac’d, 
Fallen  under  all  discredit ! 

Bel.  Do  you  love  still  ? 

Dear,  do  you  keep  your  old  faith  ? 

Sit.  Ever,  lady;  [sake  mef 

And,  when  that  fails  roe,  all  that’s  good  for- 
Rod.  Do  not  you  shame  ? Madam,  I must 
not  suffer  this, 

I will  not  sufier  it ! Men  call  you  virtuous : 
What  do  you  mean,  to  lose  yourself  thus  ? 
Silvio, 

I charge  thee  get  away,  charge  you  retire  you ; 
I’ll  call  the  watch  else. 

Sil.  Call  all  the  world  to  see  us ! 

We  live  in  one  another’s  happiness. 

And  so  will  die. 

Bel.  Here  will  I hang  for  ever!  [madam, 
Rod.  As  you  respect  me,  as  liereafter, 
You  would  enjoy  his  love — Nothing  prevail 
with  you  ? [thou  villain. 

I’ll  try  my  strength  then:  get  thee  gone, 
Thou  promise-breaker ! 

Sil.  I am  tied ; I cannot. 

Rod.  I’ll  ring  the  bell  then  ! 

Sil.  Ring  it  to  death,  I’m  fix’d  here. 

Enter  Bartellor  and  to  o Soldiers  with  lights. 

Bart.  I saw  a light  over  the  garden  wall 8, 
Hard  by  the  ladies’  chamber : Here’s  some 
As  1 live,  I saw  it  twice.  [knavery! 

Rod.  The  guard,  the  guard  there  ! 

I must  not  sutler  this,  it  m too  mischievous. 
Bart.  Light  up  the  torch ! I fear’d  this. 
Ha!  young  Silvio? 

How  got  lie  in  ? 

1 Sold.  The  devil  brought  him  in  sure; 
He  came  not  by  us. 

Bart.  My  wife  between  ’em  bustling? 
Guard,  pull  him  oil'! 

Rod.  N ow,  now,  ye  feel  the  misery. 

Bart.  You,  madam,  at  an  hour  so  far 
undecent? 

Death  o’  my  soul ! This  is  a foul  fault  in  you ! 
Your  mother’s  care  abus’d  too!  Light  us  to 
her  chamber9. 

I’m  sorry  to  see  this. 


1 Over  the  garden  walk.]  Mr.  Seward  thinks  with  me,  that  it  might  be  better  read, 
garden  wall.  Sampson.  i 

9 Light’s  to  her  dumber.  ] So  the  former  editions.  „ 

Bel . 
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Bel.  Farewell,  my  Silvio, 

And  let  no  danger  sink  thee  ! 

Sit.  N or  death,  lady.  [ Exeunt  Bel.  and  Rod. 
Bart.  Are  you  so  hot?  I shall  prepare  you 
physick  [fiery* 

Will  purge  you  finely,  neatly you’re  too 
Think  of  your  prayers,  sir,  an  you've  not 
forgot 'em!  [holes? 

Can  you  fly  i’  th’  air,  or  creep  you  in  atkey- 
1 have  a gin  will  catch  you,  tho’  you  conjur’d. 
Take  hun  to  guard  to-night,  to  strung  and 
sure  guard ; [sport  serve  you, 

I’ll  back  to  th*  duchess  presently.  No  less 
Than  th’  heir  to  a dukedom?  Tiny  at  push- 
pin there,  sir?  [shot  short, 

It  was  well  aim’d ; but,  plague  upou’t,  you 
And  that  will  lose  your  game. 

Sit.  I know  the  loss  then.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Claudio , like  a Merchant. 

Clau.  Now,  in  this  habit,  may  I safely  sec 
How  my  incensed  friend  carries  my  murder; 
Who  little  I imagin’d  had  been  wrought 
To  such  a height  of  rage:  and  much  1 grieve 
now 

M inc  own  blind  passion  had  so  master’d  ine 
I could  not  see  his  love;  for  sure  he  loves  her, 
Anti  on  a nobler  ground  than  I pretended. 

Enter  Penurio. 

It  must  he  so,  it  is  so. — What,  Penurio, 

My  sholten  friend,  wliat  wind  blew  you  ? 
Fen.  Faith,  ’tis  true, 

Any  strong  wind  will  blow  me  like  a feather: 

I am  all  air,  nothing  of  earth  within  me, 

Nor  have  not  hud  this  month,  but  that  good 
dinner  [by  me, 

Your  worship  gave  me  yesterday;  that  stays 
And  gives  me  ballast,  else  the  sun  would 
draw  me.  [me? 

Clau.  But  does  my  mistress  speak  still  of 
Pen.  Yes,  sir,  [too, 

And  in  her  sleep,  that  makes  my  master  mad 
And  turn  and  fart  for  auger. 

Clau.  Art  sure  she  saw  me? 

Pen.  She  saw  you  at  a window. 

Clau.  is  most  true, 

In  such  a place  I saw  a gentlewoman, 

/ A voung,  sweet,  handsome  woman — 

Pen.  That’s  she,  that’s  she,  sir.  [her — 

Clau.  And  well  she  view’d  me : I view’d 
Pen.  Still  she,  sir. 

Clau.  At  last  she  blush’d, and  then  look'd  off. 
Pen.  That  blush,  sir. 

If  you  can  rend  it  truly — 

Clau.  But  didst  thou  tell  her,  [one  ? 
Or  didst  thou  fool  me,  thou  knew’st  such  a 
Pen.  I told  her,  and  I told  her  such  a 
sweet  tale — 

Clau.  But  did  she  hear  thee  ? 

Pen.  With  a thousand  ears,  sir, 

And, swallow’d  what  I said  as  greedily 
As  great-bellied  women  do  cherries,  stones 
and  all,  sir. 


PLEAS'D.  [Act  2.  Scene  5. 

Clau „ Metbinks  she  should  not  love  thy 
master? 

Pen.  Hang  him,  pilchcr  ! [endure  him. 
There’s  nothing  loves  him;  his  own  cat  can’t 
Sh’  had  better  be  with  a bear;  for  he’s  so 
hairy,  I [him. 

That  a tame  warren  of  fleas  frisk  round  about 
Clau.  And  wilt  thou  work  still? 

Pen.  Like  a miner  for  you. 

Clau.  And  get  access? 

Pen.  Or  conjure  you  together;  [ltim, 
’Tis  her  desire  to  meet:  she’s  poison’d  with 
And  ’till  she  take  a sweet  fresh  air — that’s 
yon,  sir — [precious  varlet ! 

Clau.  There’s  money  for  thee;  thou’rt  a 
Be  fat,  be  fat,  and  blow  thy  master  backward. 
Pen.  Blow  you  my  mistress,  sir,  ns  flat  as 
a flounder,  [their  venU: 

Then  blow  her  up  again,  as  butchers  blow 
If  she  die  upon  the  same, 

Bury  her,  bury  her,  in  God’s  name ! 

Clau.  Thou  art  a merry  knave  ! By  this 
hand,  I’ll  teed  thee,  [do  this  ! 

'Till  thou  crack’st  at  both  ends,  if  thoudar’st 
Thou  shalt  eat  no  fantastical  porridge. 

Nor  lick  the  dish  where  oil  was  yesterday, 
Dust,  and  dead  flics  to-day;  capons,  fat 
capons — 

Pen.  Oh,  hearty  sound  ! 

Clau.  C min'd  full  of  itching  oysters — 
Pen.  Will  you  have  the  duchess? 

Clau.  And  lobsters  big  ns  gauntlets; 

Thou  shalt  despise  base  beef — 

Pen.  I do  despise  it ! [sliding — 

And  now,  metbinks,  I feel  a tart  come 
Clau.  leaping  into  thy  mouth;  but  first 
flea l faithfully. 

Pen.  When  will  you  come? 

Clau.  To-morrow. 

Pen.  I’ll  attend  you ; 

For  then  my  master  will  be  out  in  business. 
Clau.  What  news  abroad  ? 

Pen.  'Mass,  as  I was  coming  to  you, 

I heard  that  signor  Silvio,  a good  gentleman, 
(Many  a good  meal  I have  eaten  with  him) — 
Clau.  \V  hat  of  him  ? [the  duchess  ; 
Pen.  Was  this  day  to  be  arraign’d  before 
But  why,  I could  not  hear. 

Clau.  Silvio  arraign’d? — 

Go,  get  you  gone,  and  think  of  me. 

Pen.  I fly,  sir.  [Exit. 

Cluu.  Arraign’d?  for  what?  for  ray  sup- 
pos’d death?  No, 

That  cannot  be  sure,  there’s  no  rumour  of  it. 
Be’t  what  it  will,  I will  be  there  and  see  it, 
And,  if  my  help  w ill  bring  him  off,  he  has 
it.  [E.rif, 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Duchess,  Jjyrds , Silvio  (prisoner), 
Belvidere , Bartello,  Rodopc,  Clerk,  Coun- 
sellors, and  Attendants. 

Duch.  Read  the  edict  last  made;  keep 
silence  there ! 

Clerk  [reading].  If  any  man,  of  what 
condition 
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Act  9.  Scene  5.] 


condition  soever,  and  a subject,  after  the 
publishing  of  this  edict,  shall,  without  special 
licence  from  the  great  duchess,  attempt  or 
buy10,  otfer,  or  make  an  attempt  to  solicit, 
the  love  of  the  princess  Bel  vide  re,  the  per- 
son so  offending  shall  forfeit  his  lile.  [here, 
Coun.  The  reason  why  my  royal  mistress 
In  her  last  treaty  with  Sienna's  (luke, 
Promis'd  her  beauteous  daughter  there  in 
marriage ; 

The  duke  of  Milan,  rival  in  this  fortune", 
Unnobly  sought  by  practice  to  betray  her; 
Which  found,  and  cross’d,  the  citadel  re- 
ceiv'd her,  [last  cause, 

There  to  secure  her  mother’s  word;  the 
So  many  gentlemen  of  late  enamour'd 
On  this  most  beauteous  princess,  and  not 
brooking 

One  more  than  other,  to  deserve  a favour, 
Blood  has  been  spilt,  many  brave  spirits  lost, 
And  more,  unless  sh'  had  been  kept  close 
from  their  violence,  [prevention 

Had  like  to  have  follow’d  : therefore  for  due 
Of  all  such  hazards  and  unnoble  actions, 
This  last  edict  was  published  ; which  thou, 
Silvio, 

hike  a false  man,  a bad  man,  and  a traitor, 
Hast  rent  a-pieces,  and  contemn’d;  for 
which  cause 

Thou  stand'st  a guilty  inan  here  now. 

Enter  Claudio. 

Clerk . S|>eak,  Silvio ! (justice? 

What  cause  thou  say  t’avoid  the  nnnd  of 
Sil.  Nothing,  but  I confess,  submit,  and 
lay  mv  l:wad  to’t.  [standings  ? 

Bel.  (lave  ye  no  eyes,  my  lords,  no  under- 
The  gentleman  will  cast  himself  awuv, 

Cast  himself  wilfully ! Are  you,  or  you, 
guilty  ? [him : 

No  more  is  he,  no  more  taint  sticks  upon 
I drew  him  thither, ’twas  my  way  betray’d  him; 
I got  the  entrance  kept,  1 entertain’d  him, 

I bid  the  danger  from  him,  forc’d  him  to  me ; 
Poor  gentle  soul,  he’s  in  no  part  transgress- 
ing: 

I wrote  unto  him — 

Sil.  Do  not  wrong  that  honour,  [sions ! 
Cast  not  upon  that  pureness  these  asper- 
By  Heav’n,  it  was  my  love,  my  violence; 

My  life  must  answer  it  : 1 broke  in  to  her, 
Tempted  the  law,  solicited  unjustly — 

Bel.  As  there  is  truth  in  Heav’n,  I was 
the  first  cause  ! [naked12, 

How  could  this  man  have  come  to  me,  left 


Without,  my  counsel  ami  provision? 

W hat  hour  could  he  find  out  to  pass  the 
watches,  [judges. 

Hut  1 must  make  it  sure  first?  Reverend 
He  not  abus’d,  nor  let  an  innocent  life  lie 
Upon  your  ^baking  consciences  ! I did  it; 

M v love  the  main  wheel  that  set  him  a-going; 
His  motion  but  compel  I’d. 

Sil.  Can  ye  believe  this,  [ness 

And  know  with  what  a modesty  and  w hi  te- 
ller life  was  ever  rank’d?  Can  ye  believe 
this,  [till  ? 

And  sec  me  here  before  ye,  young  and  wil- 
Apt  to  what  danger  love  dares  thrust  me 
on,  [team  it? 

And,  where  law  stops  my  way,  apt  to  con- 
If  I were  bashful,  old,  or  dull,  and  sleepy 
In  love’s  alarms,  a woman  might  awake  me, 
Direct,  and  clew  me  out  the  way  to  happi- 
ness ; [beauty, 

Rut  1,  like  fire,  kindled  with  that  bright 
Catch  hold  of  all  occasions,  and  run  thro' 
'em.  [answer  it— 

Bel.  I charge  ye,  as  your  honest  souls  will 
Sil  I charge  ye,  as  ye  are  the  friends  to 
virtue, 

That  has  no  pattern  living  but  this  lady — 
Bel.  Let  not  his  blood  — 

Sit.  Let  not  her  wilfulness  [at)— 

(For  then  you  act  a scene  hell  will  rejoice 
Bel.  I le’s  clear. 

Sil.  She  is  as  white  in  this  as  infants. 
Clou.  The  god  of  love  protect  your  cause, 
and  help  ye! 

Two  nobler  pieces  of  auction 
These  eyes  ne’er  look’d  on;  if  such  good- 
ness perish, 

Let  never  true  hearts  meet  again,  but  break! 

• [Exit. 

1 Lord.  A strange  example  of  strong  love, 
a rare  one ! [say,  to  think  on. 

8 Jjtrd.  Madam,  we  know  not  what  to 
Duch.  I must  confess  it  strikes  ine  tender 
too,  .»  [there? 

Searches  my  mother’s  heart.  You  found  ’em 
Bart.  Yes,  certain,  madam. 

Duch.  And  so  link’d  together?  [bastcr. 
Bart.  As  they  had  been  one  piece  of  ala- 
Duch.  Nothing  dishonourable  ? 

SH.  So  let  iny  soul  have  happiness. 

As  that  thought  yet  durst  never  seek  this 
bosom ! [law,  abus’d  me; 

Duch.  What  shall  I do?  H*  has  broke  my 
Fain  would  I know  the  truth  , either  con- 
fess it, 


10  Attempt  or  buy,  offer  or  make  an  attempt.]  This  nonsensical  place  has  been  thus 
printed  and  pointed,  ever  since  the  year  1647.  Now,  though  forms  of  law  are  big  with 
synonymas,  yet  I imagine  ’tis  seldom  found  they  are  brought  to-bed  of  nonsense.  I suppose, 
lor  the  credit  of  our  authors,  that  this  edict  might  have  been  once  wrote  thus, 

4;c. 

Sienna’s  ^ t 

t the  duke  of  Milan  was 
Vienna’s  rival  in  Belvidere,  this  fortune.  The  next  line  confirms  this  expl  -nation. 

12  Come  tome,  left  naked.]  Sympson  suspects  we  should  read,  less  nuked. 

SiL 


Ureal  Duchess  uttaiu  u,  try,  otter,  or  make  an  attempt, 
**  Rival  in  this  fortune.]  The  sense  seems  to  demand  his,  i.  e. 
We  think  this  is  genuine ; and  the  whole  line  signifies,  tha 


Sympson. 

fortune.  Svmvson. 
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And  let  me  Understand  the  main  offender, 
Or  both  shall  feel  the  torture. 

Sil.  Are  you  a, mother, 

The  mother  of  so  sweet  a rose  as  this  is. 

So  pure  a flower,  and  dare  you  lose  that 
nature  ? [edness, 

Dare  you  take  to  yourself  so  great  a wick- 
(Oh,  fioly  Heav'd!)  of  dunking  what  may 
ruin  [gods  dwell  ? 

This  goodly  building?  this  temple,  where  the 
Give  me  a thousand  tortures,  I deserve  ’em, 
And  shew  me  death  in  all  the  shapes  ima- 
gin’d— [it,  seek  it ; 

Bel.  No  death  but  I will  answer’t,  meet 
No  torture  but  I’ll  laugh  upon’t,  and  kiss  it. 

1 Lord . This  is  no  way. 

2 Lord . They  sav  no  more,  for  certain, 
Than  their  strong  hearts  will  suffer. 

Duch.  I’ve  bethought  me : 

No,  lords,  altho’  I have  a child  offending. 
Nature  dares  not  forget  she  is  a child  still: 
Till  now,  I never  look’d  on  love  imperious. 

I have  bethought  me  of  a way  to  break  you, 
To  separate,  tho*  not  your  loves,  your  bodies: 
Silvio,  attend  ! I’ll  be  your  judge  myself  now. 
The  sentence  of  your  death  (because  my 
daughter 

Will  bear  an  equal  part  in  vour  afflictions) 

I takeaway,  and  punlon:  this  remains  then, 
An  easy  ami  a gentle  punishment, 

And  this  shall  be  fulfill’d:  because  unnobly 
You’ve  sought  the  love  and  marriage  of  a 
princess, 

The  absolute  and  sole  heir  of  tikis  dukedom, 
By  that  means,  as  we  must  imagine  strongly, 
To  plant  yourself  into  this  rule  hereafter, 
We  here  pronounce  you  a man  banish’d 
from  us. 

Sil.  Forever  banish'd,  lady? 

Duch.  Yet  more  ineroy  ! 

But  for  a year,  and  then  again  in  this  place 
To  make  your  full  appearance.  Y et  more  pity ! 
If  in  that  time  you  can  absolve  a question, 
Writ  down  within  tliis  scroll,  absolve  it 
rightly,  [you : 

This  lady  is  your  wife,  and  shall  live  with 
If  not,  vou  lose  your  head. 

Sil.  I take  this  honour, 

And  humbly  kiss  those  royal  hands. 

Duch.  Receive  it. 

Bartello,  to  your  old  guard  take  the  princess. 
And  so,  the  court  break  up! 

Sil.  Farewell  to  all. 

And  to  that  spotless  heart  my  endless  ser- 
vice! [Exit. 

1 Lord.  W hat  w ill  this  prove  ? 

2 Lord.  I’ll  tell  you  a year  hence,  sir. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Penuiio,  Isabella,  and  Claudio. 
Pen.  Are  you  pleas’d  now?  Have  I not 
wrought  this  wonder  ? 

Non  e ben  fat  to,  signor  if 
C/au.  Rarely,  Penurio. 


[Act  2.  Scene  6. 

I Pen.  Close,  dose  then,  and  work,  wax  ! 
C/aw,  I’m  studying  for  thee  [year. 

A dinner,  that  shall  victual  thee  for  ten 
Pen.  Do  you  hear,  mistress  ? [is. 

You  know  what  a d under- whelp  my  master 
(I  need  not  preach  to  you)  how  unfit  and 
wanting 

To  give  a woman  satisfaction:  how  [fellow; 
He  stinks,  and  snores,  a bull’s  a better  bed- 
And,  for  his  love,  never  let  that  deceive. 
Isab.  Nay,  sure  he  loves  me  not. 

Pen.  If  he  could  coin  you, 

Or  turn  you  into  metal,  much  might  be  then; 
He  loves  not  any  tiling  but  what  is  traffic: 
I’ve  heard  him  swear,  he’d  sell  you  to  the 
grand  signor. 

Isab.  The  Turk  ? [you — 

Pen.  The  very  Turk,  and  how  they’d  use 
Isab.  I’ll  fit  him  for’t : the  Turk  ? 

Pen.  I know  the  price  too : [mistress, 

Now  you  have  time  to  pay  him,  pay  him  home, 
Pay  him  o’  th’  pate,  clout  him’  for  all  his 
courtesies : [delicate, 

Here’s  one  that  dances  in  your  ejes,  young, 
To  work  this  vengeance  ; if  you  let  it  slip 

now,  [mistress. 

There  is  no  pitying  of  you.  Od’s  precious. 
Were  I his  w ife,  I would  so  maul  his  mn- 
zard — 

Tis  charity,  mere  charity,  pure  charity ! 

Are  you  the  first?  Has  it  not  been  from 
Eve’s  time,  ' [way  ? 

Women  would  have  tlieir  safe  revenges  this 
And  good  and  gracious  women,  excellent 
women  ? 

Is’t  not  a handsome  gentleman,  a sweet  gen- 
tleman? 

View  him  from  head  to  foot,  a complete 
gentleman?  [you, 

When  can  you  hope  the  like  again?  I leave 
And  my  revenge  too,  with  yon : I know  my 
oflice ; 

I’ll  not  be  far  off.  Be  not  long  a-fumbling ! 
When  danger  shall  appear,  I’ll  give  th’  alarm. 

[Exit. 

Isab.  You’re  welcome,  sir!  and  ’would  it 
were  my  fortune 

T*  afford  a gentleman  of  your  fair  seeming 
A freer  entertainment  than  this  house  has: 
You  partly  know,  sir — 

Clau . Know,  and  pity,  lady,  [blasted : 
Such  sweetness  in  the*  bud  should  be  so 
Dare  vou  make  me  your  servant? 

Isab.  Dare  you  make,  sir, 

That  service  worthy  of  a woman’s  favour 
By  constancy  and  goodness  ? 

Clau.  Here  I sw  ear  to  you. 

By  the  unvalued  love  I bear  this  beauty, 
(And  kiss  the  book  too)  never  to  be  recreant ; 
To  honour  you,  to  truly  love  and  serve  you. 
My  youth  to  wait  upon  you,  what  my  wealth 
nas — [affection  ! 

Isab.  Oh,  make  me  not  so  poor  to  sell 
Those  bought  loves,  sir,  wear  faster  tlmn  the 
monies. 

A hand- 
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Act  S.  Scene  5.] 

A handsome  gentleman ! a most  delicate  ,,  _ ,, 

sweet  one”!  KnUr  ^trUllo. 

Clau.  Let  my  truth  purchase  then!  Barf.  Where’s  my  rich  jeweller?  I’ve  stones 

Isab.  I should  first  try  it;  ..  to  set. 

But  vou  may  happily — Pen.  He  is  abroad,  and  sure,  sir. 

Clau.  You  shall  not  doubt  me:  Burt.  There’s  for  your  service!  [beauty? 

(I  hope  she  loves  me)  When  I prove  false.  Where’s  the  fair  lady?  All  nlorie,  sweet 
Will  you  believe  a little?  [shame  take  me  ! Isab.  She’s  never  much  alone,  sir,  that’s 
Isab,  I fear,  too  much,  sir.  \ acquainted  [thoughts  are. 

Clau.  And  will  you  love  a little?  With  such  companions  as  good  honest 

Isab.  That  should  be  your  part.  Bart.  I’ll  sit  down  by  thee,  and  I’ll  kiss 

Clau.  Thus  I begin  then;  thus,  and  thus.  thy  hand  too,  [thee. 

Isab.  A good  beginning,  [mg.  And  in  thine  ear  swear,  by  my  life,  1 love 

We  have  a proverb  says,  makes  a good  end-  hub.  You’re  a merry  captain. 

Clau.  Say  vou  so?  ’tis  well  inferr’d.  Bart.  And  a mad  one,  lady,  [eyes,  wench ! 

Isab.  Good  sir,  your  patience  ! By  th*  mass,  th*  bast  goodly  eyes,  excellent 

Methinks  I've  ventur’d  now,  like  a weak  Ye  twinkling  rogues!  look  what  thy  captain 

bark,  brings  thee ! 

Upon  a broken  billow,  that  will  swallow  me.  Thou  must  needs  love  me,  love  me  heartily, 

Upon  a rough  sea  of  suspicions,  Hug  me,  and  love  me,  hu^  me  close. 

Stuck  round  with  jealous  rocks.  Isab.  F v,  captain!  [strain  you,  sirrah, 

Pen.  [rri/Ai/i]  A-^em,  a-hcra  there!  Bart.  Nay,  I have  strength,  and  I can 

Isab.  i’his  is  my  man  ! my  fears  too  soon  -And  vault  into  my  scat  as  nimbly,  little  one, 

have  found  me.  As  any  of  your  smootli-chin'd  boys  in  Flo- 

llnter  1 enurio . J musj  nct?ffs  commit  a little  folly  with  you  ; 

Now,  what’s  the  news?  I’ll  not  be  long;  a bridling  cast,  and  away, 

Pen.  A pox  of  yond  old  rigcl,  wench ! [way  now— 

The  captain,  the  old  captain!  Th'  hob-nail  thy  husband’s  as  fitly  out  o’  th* 

Isob.  W hat  old  captain  ? [castle,  Isab . D’  you  think  he  keeps  a bawdy-house  ? 

Pen.  Captain  Courageous  yonder,  of  the  Bart.  That  all  one.  [my  carriage. 

Captain,  don  Diego,  old  Bartcllo.  Isab.  Or  did  you  e’er  see  that  lightness  m 

isab.  Where  Tliat  you  might  promise  to  yourself— 

I«  he?  [devil,  Bart.  Away,  fool!  [fellow. 

Pen.  He’s  coming  in : ’twould  vei  die  A good  turn’s  a good  turn ; I’m  an  honest 
That  such  an  old  potgun  as  this,  that  Isab.  You’ve  a handsome  wife,  n virtuous 

Can  make  no  sport,  should  hinder  them  that  gentlewoman — 
can  do’t.  [tleinan  Bart.  They  arc  not  for  this  time  o’ th*  year. 

Isab.  I would  not  have  him  see  die  gen-  hab.  A lady, 

For  all  the  w orld ; my  credit  were  undone  That  ever  bore  that  great  respect  to  you, 
then.  [comes  in,  That  noble  constancy — 

Pen.  Shall  I fling  a piss-pot  on’s  head  as  he  Bart.  That’s  more  than  I know. 

And  take  him  into  the  kitchen,  there  to  dry  „ m „ ..  ... 

lura?  [ranrout  too,  Enter  Mu*  and  l’cmirw. 

Isab.  That  will  not  do.  And  he’s  so  hu-  Maul.  Oh,  mistress,  you’re  undone!  my 

He  will  come  in.  ranters  coming. 

Clau.  What  is  he?  Pen.  Coining  hard  by  here. 

I tab.  One  much  troubles  me.  Burt.  Plague  consume  the  rascal ! 

Pen.  And  can  do  nothing,  cannot  eat.  Shall  I make  potty-patties  of  him? 

Isab.  Your  sight  now,  hub.  Now  what  love,  sir? 

Out  of  a driveling  dotage  he  bears  to  rnc,  Fear  of  your  (ruining  made  him  jealous  first; 

May  make  him  tell  my  husband,  and  undo  Your  finding  here  will  make  him  mad  and 

me.  desperate; 

Clau.  What  would  vou  have  me  do?  And  what  in  tliat  wild  mood  he’ll  execute — 

hub.  But  for  a while,  sir,  Bart.  T can  think  of  nothing;  I have  no 

Step  here  behind  this  hanging ; presently  wit  left  me ; 

I’ll  answer  liim,  and  then — Certain  my  head’s  a mustard-pot14! 

Clau.  1 will  obey  you.  Isab.  I've  thought,  sir; 

II  A most  delicate  sweet  one.]  These  words  have  hitherto  been  given  to  Claudio. 

14  I have  no  wit  left  me : 

Certain  my  head's  a mustard  pot.]  So  in  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  act  ii.  scene  4, 
FaUtatf  says,  in  answer  to  Doll  Tears  beet’s  observation  that  Poins  had  a good  wit,  4 He  a 
‘ food  wit  ? hang  him,  baboon ! his  wit  is  as  thick  as  Tewkesbury  mustard ; there  is  no 
‘ more  conceit  in  him  tkau  is  in  a mullet.'  i£. 
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And,  if  you'll  please  to  put  in  execution 
What  I conceive — 

Bari.  I'll  do  it ; tell  it  quickly. 

Isab.  Draw  your  sword  quickly,  and  go 
down  enrag’d, 

As  if  you  hud  pursu'd  some  foe  up  hither, 
And  grumble  to  yourself  extremely,  terribly, 
But  not  a word  to  him ; and  so  pass  by  him. 
Bart,  I'll  do  it  perfectly. 

Enter  Lopez. 

Juab.  Stand  you  still,  good  sir.  [so  poorly, 
Bart.  Rascal,  slave,  villain | take  a house 
After  th*  hast  wrong’d  a gentleman,  a soldier? 
Base  poltroon  boy!  you  will  forsake  your 
nest,  sirrah  ? 

Lopez . The  matter,  good  sweet  captain? 
Bart.  Run-away  rogue ! [ardicc  ? 

And  take  a house  to  cover  thy  base  cow- 
l'll whip  you,  I’ll  so  scourge  you — [Exit. 

Lopez.  Mercy  upon  me, 

What’s  all  this  matter,  wife  ? 

Jsab.  Did  you  meet  the  mad  man15? 
Lopez.  I never  saw  the  captain  so  pro- 
vok'd yet.  [devil ! 

Jsab.  Oh,  he’s  a devil  sure,  a most  bloody 
He  follow’d  a young  gentleman,  his  sword 
drawn, 

With  such  a fury — how  I shake  to  think  on’t! 
And  foin’d,  and  slash'd  at  him,  and  swore 
he'd  kill  him ; 

Drove  him  up  hither,  follow’d  him  still 
\ bloodily, 


[Act  3.  Scene  1* 

And,  if  I had  not  hid  him,  sure  had  slain  him. 
A merciless  old  man ! [Claudio  appears. 

Clau.  Most  virtuous  lady, 

Even  as  the  giver  of  my  li/e,  I thank  you  ! 
Jjopes.  This  fellow  must  uot  stay  here,  he's 
too  handsome. — [all  security; 

lie's  gone,  sir,  and  you  may  pass  now  with 
I'll  be  your  guide  myself,  and  such  a way 
I’ll  lead  you,  none  shall  cross,  nor  none  shall 
know  you.  [for  this  trick  ! 

The  doors  left  open,  sirrah  ? I’ll  starve  yon 
I’ll  make  thee  fast  o’  Sundays : and  for  you, 
lady, 

I’ll  have  your  lodgings  further  off,  and  closer; 
I’ll  have  no  street-lights  to  you!  Will  yon 
go,  sir  ? [this  fortune ! — 

Clau.  I thank  you,  sir! — The  devil  take 
And,  once  more,  all  my  service  to  your 
goodness ! [Exit. 

Pen.  Now  could  I eat  my  very  anns  foi 
madness ! [take  it. 

Cross’d  in  the  nick  o’  th’  matter?  Vengeance 
And  that  old  cavalier  that  spoil’d  our  cock- 
1’11  lay  the  next  plot  surer.  [fight! 

Jsab.  I’m  glad,  and  sorry  : 

Glad  that  I got  so  fairly  off  suspicion  ; 
Sorry,  1 lost  ray  new-lov’d  friend. 

Pen.  Not  lost,  mistress; 

I'll  conjure  once  again  to  raise  that  spirit. 
In,  and  look  soberly  upon  the  matter!  [fall. 
We’ll  ring  him  one  peal  more;  and  if  that 
The  devil  take  the  clappers,  bells,  and  all! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  DuchcsSy  Lords,  and  Rodope. 
J)ueh.  “VTOW,  ltodope,  how  do  you  find 
iny  daughter  ? 

Rod.  Madam,  I find  her  now  what  you 
would  have  her,  [to  her, 

What  the  state  wishes  her ; I urg’d  her  fault 
Open'd  her  eyes,  and  made  her  see  the  inis- 
ciiief 

She  was  running  with  a headlong  will  into ; 
Made  her  start  atlier  folly,  sLutkeaud  tremble. 
At  the  mere  memory  of  sucli  an  ignorance. 
She  now  contemns  bis  Jove^  bates  his  re- 
membrance, 

CanuVjt  endure  to  hear  the  name  of  Silvio ; 
His  person  spits  at — 

Duck.  I am  glad  to  hear  this. 

Rod.  And  humbly  now  to  your  will,  your 
care,  madam,  [ence ; 

Bends  her  affections,  bows  her  best  obedi- 


Sienna's  duke  with  new'  eyes  now  she  looks 

Oil, 

And  with  a princely  love,  fit  for  his  person, 
Returns  that  happiness  and  joy  he  look’d  for; 
The  general  good  of  both  the  neighbour 
dukedoms, 

Not  any  private  end,  or  rash  affection, 

She  aims  at  now.  Hearing  the  duke  arriv'd 
too  (vice), 

(To  whom  she  owes  all  honour,  and  all  ser- 
She  charg'd  me  kneel  thus  at  your  grace’s 
feet, 

And  not  to  rise  without  a general  pardon. 
Duek.  She  lias  it,  and  my  love  again,  my 

bid  love ; [tenet*. 

And  w ith  more  tenderness  I meet  this  peni- 
Than  if  she  ne’er  had  started  from  her  ho- 
nour. [you, 

I tlmnk  you,  Rodope,  am  bound  to  thank 

And  daily  to  remember  this  great  service, 
This  honest  faithful  service ! Go  in  peace. 


15  Did  you  meet,  Ac.]  This  scene  was  afterwards  introduced  by  Ravenscroft,  into  a con- 
temptible play  written  by  lum,  which,  however,  bail.  Lieu  acted  withiu  these  tew  years, 
called  The  London  Cuckolds.  R. 

And 
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And  by  this  ring,  deliver'd  to  Bartello, 

Let  her  enjoy  our  favour,  and  her  liberty; 
And  presently  to  this  place,  with  all  honour, 
See  her  conducted. 

Rod.  Your  grace  lias  made  me  happy. 

[Exit. 

Enter  a Lord. 

Lord.  Sienna's  noble  duke  craves  his  ad- 
mittance. 

Enter  Duke  of  Sienna,  with  Attendants. 

Jhtch.  Go,  wait  upon  his  grace! — Fair  sir, 
you’re  welcome, 

Welcome  to  her  ever  admir’d  your  virtues ! 
And  now,  methinks,  my  court  looks  truly 
You’ve  taken  too  much  pains,  sir.  [noble. 

Duke.  Royal  lady, 

To  wait  upon  your  grace  is  but  my  service. 
Ditch.  Keep  that,  sir,  for  the  saint  you've 
vow’d  it  to.  [pleases 

Duke.  I keep  a life  for  her.  Since  your  grace 
To  jump  so  happily  into  the  matter, 

I come  indeed  to  claim  your  royal  promise. 
The  beauteous  Belvidere  in  marriage : 

I come  to  tender  her  my  youth,  my  fortune, 
My  everlasting  love. 

Eater  Belvidere , Bartello,  Rodopc , and  At- 
tendants. 

Duch.  You’re  like  to  win,  sir.— 

All  is  forgot,  forgiven  too.  No  sadness, 

My  good  child ! you  have  the  same  heart 
still  here.  [nobly. 

The  duke  of  Sienna,  child!  Pray,  use  hiiu 
Duke.  An  angel  beauty! 

Bel.  Your  grace  is  fairly  welcome  ! 

And  wliat  in  modesty  a blushing  maid  may 
Wish  to  a gentleman  of  your  great  goodness — 
But  wishes  are  too  poor  a pay  for  princes. 
Duke.  You’ve  made  me  richer  than  all 
suites  and  ti  ties ! [nours : 

One  kiss  of  this  white  hand's  above  all  ho- 
My  faith,  dear  lady,  and  my  fruitful  service, 
My  duteous  real — 

Bd.  Your  grace  is  a great  master, 

And  speak  too  pow’rfully  to  be  resisted. 

Once  more,  you're  welcome,  sir:  to  me 
you’re  welcome,  [sir; 

To  her  that  honours  you ! I could  say  more, 
But  in  anotlier's  tongue  'twere  better  spoken. 
Duke.  As  wise  as  fair  I you’ve  made  your 
servant  happy. 

I never  saw  so  rich  a mine  of  sweetness. 
Duch.  Will  your  grace  please,  after  your 
painful  journey,  [ready? 

To  take  some  rest?  Are  the  duke’s  lodgings 
lord.  All,  madam.  [to-morrow,  sir, 
Duch.  Then  wait  upon  his  grace,  all ! And 
We'll  shew  you  in  what  high  esteem  we  hold 
*liU  then,  a fair  repose  ! [you : 

Duke.  My  fairest  service ! 

[£jR  Duke,  SfC. 
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Duch.  You  Lave  so  honour’d  me,  my 
dearest  daughter. 

So  truly  pleas’d  me  in  this  entertainment, 

I mean  your  loving  carriage  to  Sienna, 

That  both  forever  1 forget  all  trespasses, 

And  to  secure  you  next  of  iny  full  favour, 
Ask  what  you  will  within  my  power  to  grant 

Y°“» 

Ask  freely;  and  if  I forget  iny  promise — 
Ask  confidently! 

Bel.  You’re  too  royal  to  me; 

To  me  that  have  so  foolishly  transgress’d  you, 
So  like  a girl,  so  liitr  forgot  iny  virtue, 

Which  now  appears  as  base  and  ugly  to  me, 
As  did  his  dream,  that  thought  lie  was  in 
Paradise,  [tier’d ! 

Awak’d  and  saw  the  devil.  How  w-as  1 vvnn- 
Witli  what  eyes  could  I look  upon  that  poor, 
that  coarse  thing,  [now,  despis’d  tiling: 
That  wretched  thing,  call’d  Silvio!  that, 
And  lose  an  object  of  that  graceful  sweetness. 
That  god-like  presence,  as  Sienua  is ! 
Darkness  and  clieerful  day  had  not  such  dif- 
ference. 

But  I must  ever  bless  your  care,  your  wisdom, 
That  led  me  from  this  labyrinth  of  folly  : 
Ilow  had  I sunk  else!  what  example  given ! 
Duch . Prithee  no  more;  and  ns  thou  art 
my  best  one,  [ness! 

Ask  something  that  may  equal  such  a good- 
Bcl.  Why  did  you  let  him  go  so  slightly 
from  you, 

More  like  a man  in  triumph,  than  condemn'd  ? 
Why  did  you  make  his  penance  but  a qurs- 
A riddle,  every  idle  wit  unlocks  ! [lion, 
Duch.  Tis  not  so, 

Nor  do  not  fear  it  so;  lie  will  not  find  it: 

I have  given  that  (unless  myself  discover  it) 
Will  cost  his  head. 

Bel.  ’Tis  subject  to  construction  ? 

Duch.  That  it  is  too. 

Bel . It  may  be  then  absolv’d,  [madam: 
And  then  are  we  both  scorn’d  and  laugh’d  at. 
Beside  the  promise  you  have  tied  upon  it, 
Which  you  must  never  keep — 

Duch.  1 never  meant  it.  [my  suit  to  you, 
Bel.  For  IleavVs  sake,  let  me  know’t ! ’tis 
The  boon  you’d  have  me  ask : let  me  but  see 

it» 

That,  if  there  be  a way  to  make’t  so  strong 
No  wit  nor  powerful  reason  can  ruu  thro’  it 
For  my  disgrace,  I may  beg  of  lleav’n  to 
grant  it.  [judgments 

Duck.  Fear  not ! it  lias  been  put  to  sharper 
Than  e’er  lie  shall  arrive  at:  my  dear  father, 
That  was  as  fiery  in  his  understanding 
And  ready  in  his  wit  as  any  living, 

Had  it  two  years,  and  studied  it,  yet  lost  it : 
This  night  you  are  my  bedicUow ! tliere, 
daughter, 

Into  your  bosom  I’ll  commit  this  secret. 

And  tliere  we’ll  both  take  counsel. 

Bel.  I shall  find 

Some  trick  1 hope  too  strong  ye?  for  his 
mind.  [Erfunt. 

C 2 SCENE 
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[Act  3.  Scene  i. 


SCENE  IT.  P'n.  Yes,  sir; 

Enter  Ptnurio.  1 not  ^ ?>u  alJ  nMt  w£pk- 

Bart.  1 nou  rt  welcome : 

Pen.  Methinks  I'm  batten’d  well  of  late,  I have  a secret  I would  fain  impart  to  tbee; 

grown  lusty,  [teous  Rugio ! But  thou’rt  so  thin,  the  wind  will  blow  it 

at,  high,  and  kicking,  thanks  to  the  boun-  from  thee, 
nd  now',  methinks,  I scorn  these  poor  re-  Or  men  w ill  read  it  thro’  thee, 
pasts,  [pilchers:  Pen.  Wrapt  up  in  beef,  sir,  [me! 

heese-pa rings,  and  the  stinking  tongues  of  In  good  gross  beef,  let  all  the  world  look  on 

ut  why  should  I remember  these?  they’re  The  English  have  that  trick  to  keep  intelli- 
odious,  [now,  gence.  [tie  your  tongue  up, 

hey  re  odious  in  mine  eyes;  the  full  fat  dish  Bart.  A witty  knave!  First,  there’s  to 
he  bearing  dish,  is  that  I reverence.  Pen.  Dumb  as  a dog,  sir.  * 

he  dish  an  able  serving-man  sweats  under,  Bart,  Next,  hark  in  your  ear,  sirrah! 

>nd  bends  i’  th’  hams,  as  if  the  house  hung  Pen.  Well,  very  well,  excellent  well ! ’Tis 
on  him,  quets,  done,  sir ; 

hat  dish  is  the  dish ; hang  your  bladder  ban-  Say  no  more  to  me. 

)r  half  a dozen  of  turnips  and  two  mush-  Bart.  Say,  and  hold,' 
rooms!  [but  two  belches:  Pen.  Tis  done,  sir. 

’hese,  when  they  breed  their  best,  hatch  Bari.  As  thou  lov’st  butter’d  eggs,  swear, 

'he  state  of  a fat  turkey  the  decorum  Pen.  Let  me  kiss  the  hook  first : 

le  marches  in  with,  ail  the  train  and  cir*  But  here's  mv  hand,  brave  captain. 

cumstance ; Bart.  I/x>k  you  bold,  sirrah.  [Frit. 

ris  such  a matter,  such  a glorious  matter ! Pen.  Oh,  the  most  precious  vanity  of  this 

^nd  then  his  sauce  with  oranges  and  onions,  world  ! [and  larded 

Vnd  he  display’d  in  all  parts!  for  such  a When  such  dry  neats*  tongues  must  be  soak'd 
dish  now,  With  young  fat  supple  wenches!  Oh,  the 

\nd  at  my  need,  I would  betray  my  father,  devil, 

\nd,  for  a roasted  conger,  all  my  country16.  What  can  lie  do?  lie  cannot  suck  an  egg  off. 

Enter  Bartello.  But  his  .ba,ck’8  U>°“  *’ th’ hiUs : 8°  th>  "a>*» 

captain ! 

Bart.  What,  my  friend  I .can-gut  1 how  Well  may  thy  warlike  name  work  miracles; 
docs  thy  beauteous  mistress  ? But  if  e’er  thy  founder’d  courser  win  match 

!\nd  where’s  your  mister,  sirrah?  where's  Or  stand  right  but  one  train — [more, 

Pen.  My* mistress,  sir,  does  as  a poor  Enter  Three  Gentlemen. 

w rong’d  gentlewoman  [injuries)  1 Gent.  Now’,  signor  Shadow, 

fToo  much,  Hcav’n  knows,  oppress’d  with  What  art  thou  thinking  of?  how  to  rob  thy 
May  do,  and  live.  master — [undertakes  that, 

Bart.  Is  the  old  fool  still  jealous?  Pen.  Of  his  good  deeds?  The  thief  that 

* JMi.  As  old  fools  are  and  will  be,  still  the  Must  have  a hook  w ill  pozc  all  hell  to  hazn- 
samc,  sir.  [cause.  mer.  [pose? 

Bart.  He  must  have  cause,  he  must  have  Have  you  din'd,  gentlemen,  or  do  you  pur- 
Pen.  ’Tis  true,  sir;  2 Gent.  Din’d,  two  long  hours  ago. 

And  would  he  had  with  all  my  heart!  Pen . Pray  ye  take  me  with  yc. 

Bart.  He  shall  have.  [porridge.  3 Gent.  To  supper,  dost  thou  mean? 

Pen.  For  then  he  had  salt  to  his  saffron  Pen.  To  any  thing  [true,  gentlemen; 

Bart.  Whv  [rascal  ? That  lias  the  smell  of  meat  in’t.  Tell  me 

Don’t  I see  thee  sometime?  why,  thou  starv’d  Are  not  you  three  now  going  to  be  sinful  ? 

Why  don’t  you  come  to  me,  you  precious  To  jeopard  a joint,  or  so?  I’ve  found  your 

how-case  ? faces17, 

I keep  good  meat  at  home,  good  store.  And  see  uhore  written  in  your  eves. 

S l Gents i 

*6  All  my  country To  betray  a father,  and  all  a country,  &6unds  something  harsh.  I 
would  suppose  the  line  once  run  so, 

And  for  a roasted  conger  sell  my  country..  Sympson. 

17  lb  iropard  a point.]  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Seward  read  with  me  jeopard,  and  the  old- 
est folio  retains  pretty  near  the  same  reading, 

To  jeabard  a point.  1 

But  what  are  we  to  make  of,  Pve  found  your  faces?  The  reader  may  put  what  sense  he 
pleases  to  this  place.  But  I cannot  help  thinking  hut  we  ought  to  read, 

I’ve  con'd  your  faces, 

j.  e.  consider’d,  view’d,  study’d  ’em.  St/mpson. 

Why  Mr.  Sympson.  in  his  quotations  in  this  note,  substitutes  point  for  joint , we  are  at  a 
lok»  to  know;  and  so  we  are  to  find  out  where  tba  difficulty  of,  IVe  found  your  faces,  lies: 


Pen.  Methinks  I’m  batten’d  well  oflate, 
grown  lusty,  [teous  Rugio  ! 

Fat,  high,  and  kicking,  thanks  to  the  boun- 
And  now’,  methinks,  1 scorn  these  poor  re- 
pasts, [pilchers : 

Cheese-parings,  and  the  stinking  tongues  of 
But  why  should  I remember  these?  they’re 
odious,  [now, 

They’re  odious  in  mine  eye* ; the  full  fat  dish 
The  bearing  dish,  is  that  I reverence. 

The  dish  an  able  serving-man  sweats  under, 
And  bends  i’  th’  hams,  as  if  the  house  hung 
on  him,  quets, 

That  dish  is  the  dish ; hang  your  bladder  ban* 
Or  half  a dozen  of  turnips  and  tw  o mush- 
rooms! [but  two  belches: 

These,  when  they  breed  their  best,  hatch 
The  state  of  a fat  turkey  the  decorum 
He  marches  in  with,  ail  the  train  and  cir- 
cumstance ; 

*Tis  such  a matter,  such  a glorious  matter ! 
And  then  his  sauce  with  oranges  and  onions, 
And  he  display’d  in  all  parts!  for  such  a 
dish  now, 

And  at  my  need,  I would  betray  my  father, 
And,  for  a roasted  conger,  all  my  country16. 

Enter  Bartello. 

Bart.  What,  my  friend  Lean-gut  I how 
does  thy  beauteous  mistress? 

And.  where’s  your  master,  sirrah?  where’s 
^ tuar  hornpipe? 

Pen.  My  mistress,  sir,  does  as  a poor 
w rong’d  gentlewoman  [injuries) 

(Too  much,  Hcav’n  knows,  oppress’d  with 
Mav  do,  and  live. 

Bart.  Is  the  old  fool  still  jealous? 

„ ' JMi.  As  old  fools  are  and  will  be,  still  the 

same,  sir.  [cause. 

Bart.  He  must  have  cause,  he  must  have 
Pen.  ’Tis  true,  sir; 

And  would  lie  Imd  with  all  my  heart! 

Bart.  He  shall  have.  [porridge. 

Pen.  For  then  he  had*  salt  to  his  saffron 
Bart.  Why  [rascal  ? 

Don’t  I see  thee  sometime?  w hy,  thou  starv’d 
Why  don't  you  come  to  me,  you  precious 
how-case  ? 

I keep  good  meat  at  home,  good  store. 
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Act  S.  Scene  3.] 

1 Gent.  A parlous  rascal ! , 

Tbou’rt  much  upon  the  matter. 

Pen.  Have  a care,  gentlemen ! 

Tis  a sore  age,  very  sore  age,  lewd  age ; 

And  women  now  are  like  old  knights'  ad- 
ventures. 

Full  of  enchanted  flames,  and  dangerous. 

2 Gent.  Where  the  most  danger  is,  there’s 

the  most  honour.  [sufferance ; 

Pen.  I grant  ye,  honour  most  consists  in 

And  by  that  rule  you  three  should  be  most 
honourable.  [tell,  Pcnurio, 

3 Gent.  A subtle  rogue!  But  const  thou 
Where  we  may  light  upon — 

Pen.  A learned  surgeon? 

3 Gent.  Pox  take  ye,  fool ! I mean  good 
wholesome  wenches.  [spoil  ye  too* 

Pen.  ’Faith,  wholesome  women  will  but 
For  you  arc  so  us’d  to  snap-haunches1  * — 
But  take  my  counsel ; 

Take  fat  old  women,  fat,  and  five  and  fifty; 
The  dog-da^rs  are  come  in. 

2 Gent.  Take  fat  old  women?  [better  ! 
Pen.  The  fatter  and  the  older,  still  the 

You  do  not  know  the  pleasure  of  an  old 
dame,  [knack  on’t : 

A fat  old  dame;  you  do  not  know  the 
They’re  like  our  country  .grots,  as  cool  as 
Christ  mas, 

And  sure  i’  rh’  keels.  [us! 

1  Gent.  Hang  him,  starv’d  fool,  he  mocks 

3 Gent.  Penurio,  thou  know’st  all  the 

handsome  wenches:  [now? 

What  shall  I give  thee  for  a merchant’s  wife 
Pen.  I take  no  money,  gentlemen ; that’s 
base ! [ye — 

I trade  in  meat : A merchant’s  wife  will  cost 
A glorious  capon,  a great  shoulder  of  mutton, 
And  a tart  as  big  as  a conjurer’s  circle. 

S Gent.  That’s  cheap  enough. 

1 Gent.  Anri  wlrat  a haberdashers? 

Pen.  Worse  meat  will  serve  for  her:  a 
great  goose-pie — 
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(But  you  must  send  it  out  o’  tli’  country  to 
me, 

It  will  not  do  else)  with  a piece  of  bacon. 

And,  if  you  can,  a pot  of  butter  with  it. 

2  Gent.  Now  do  I aim  at  horse-flesh: 
what  a parson’s?  [her; 

Fen.  A tithe-pig  has  no  fellow,  if  I fetch 
If  she  be  puritau  **,  plumb  porridge  does  it. 
And  a fat  loin  of  veal,  well  sauc’d  and  roasted. 

2 Gent.  We'll  meet  one  night,  and  thou 
shalt  have  all  these, 

O’  that  condition  we  may  have  the  wenches. 

A dainty  rascal ! 

Fen.  When  your  stomachs  serve  yo, 

(For  mine  is  ever  ready)  I’ll  supply  yc. 

1 Gent.  Farewell ! and  there’s  to  till  thy 

Pen.  Brave  gentleman — [paunch. 

2 Gent.  Hold,  sirrah!  there. 

Fen.  Any  young  wench  i’  tli*  town,  sir — 

3 Gent,  it  shall  go  round.  [ Exeunt  Gent . 
Fen.  Most  honourable  geutieinen  ! 

All  these  arc  courtiers;  but  they  are  mere 
coxcombs. 

And  only  for  a wench  their  purses  open; 

Nor  have  they  so  much  judgment  left  to 
chuse  her. 

If  e’er  they  call  upon  me,  I’ll  so  fit  ’em — 

1 have  a pack  of  wry-mouth’dmackrel  ladies. 
Stink  like  a stauding  ditch,  and  those  dear 
damsels — [monsieurs ! 

But  I forgot  my  business ; I thank  you, 

I have  a thousand  whimsies  in  my  bruins 
now.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.  *■'  * 

Enter  (to  a banquet ) Duchess , Duke  of  Si - 
ennay  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Duch.  Y our  grace  shall  now  perceive  how 
much  we  honour  you,  [j>hip. 

And  in  what  dear  regard  we  hold  your  friend- 
Will  you  sit,  sir,  and  grace  this  liomely  ban- 
quet ? [too  magnificent. 

Duke.  Madam,  to  your  poor  friend  you're 
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Pfnorio  asks  them  coarsely,  Are  not  you  three  going  to  be  sinful?  and  afterwards  adds,  I've 
found  your  Jaces;  *.  e.  1 1 have  discovered  the  meaning  of  your  looks,  and  see  u ftore 
written  in  your  eyes/  This  interpretation  is  unforced,  and  shews  found  to  bu  the  better 
**  well  as  the  older  reading.  Cond  conveys  a weaker  sense. 

,#  Snap-haunccs.]  So  the  former  editions. 

* 19  If  the  be  PurittMy  plumb  porridge — ] I read. 

If  she  ben’t  Puritan,  &c. 

The  Puritans  have  several  of  them  very  warmly  opposed  the  observance  of  church  festivals, 
and  of  consequence  the  feasting  upou  them,  which  Hudibras  has  finely  burlesqued,  in  part  i. 
canto  i, 

Rather  than  fail,  they  will  defy 
T hat  which  they  love  most  tenderly; 

Quarrel  with  minc'd  piety  and  disparage 
Their  best  and  dearest  friend  plum  porridge ; 

Fat  pie  and  goose  itself  oppose, 

And  blaspheme  custard  thro’  the  nose. 

From  whence  it  will  appear  that  a negative  is  wanting  in  the  line  above,  which  I have  in- 
serted. The  reader  will  observe  that  in  this  and  another  banter  on  the  fanatics,  our  poets 
have  brought  their  scene  back  to  England  ; for  I believe  there  was  never  any  sect  of  them, 
that  held  these  doctrines  on  the  other  side  the  Alps.  Sex  nr  d. 

Thu  note  confirms,  we  think,  instead  of  shaking  the  text. 

Duch. 
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Duck.  To  the  duke’*  health,  and  all  the 

joys  I wish  him  ! [sic  ? 

Let  no  man  miss  this  cup.  Have  we  no  rau- 
Duke.  Your  noble  favours  still  you  heap 
upon  me!  [feast, 

But  where’s  my  virtuous  mistress?  such  a 
And  nor  her  sparkling  beauty  here  to  bless  it? 
Nethinks  it  should  not  be;  it  sliews  not 
fully. 

Duck.  Young  ladies,  sir,  are  long  and  cu- 
rious [goes, 

In  putting  on  their  trims  *°,  forget  how  day 
And  then ’tig  their  good-morrow  when  they’re 
ready. — [hither; 

Go  some  and  call  her,  and  wait  upon  her 
Tell  her  the  duke  and  I desire  her  company. — 
I warrant  you,  a hundred  dressings  now 
She  has  survey’d;  this  and  that  fashion  look’d 
on,  [jewels 

For  ruffs  and  gowns ; cast  this  away,  these 
Suited  to  these  and  these  knots:  O’  my  life, 
sir,  [else. — 

She  fears  your  curious  eye  will  soon  discover 
Why  stand  yc  still  ? why  gape  ye  on  one  ano- 
ther? \ 

Did  I not  bid  ye  go,  and  tell  my  daughter? 
Are  you  nail’d  here?  Nor  stir,  nor  speak? 
And  who  are  you?  [Who  am  I? 

1 Lord.  Pardon  me,  gracious  lady ! [of, 
The  fear  to  tell  you  that  you  would  not  hear 
Makes  us  ail  dumb:  the  princess  is  gone, 
madain.  [fellow  answer  me  ! 

Duch.  Gone?  whither  gone?  Some  wiser 
£ Lord.  Wc  sought  the  court  all  over; 
and,  believe,  lady,  [lienee. 

No  news  of  where  she  is,  nor  how  conveyed 
Duch.  It  cannot  be,  it  must  not  be! 

1 Lord.  Tis  true,  madam;  [thro’ it. 
No  room  in  all  the  court,  but  we  search’d 
Her  women  found  her  want  first,  and  they 
cried  to  us.  [dishonour’d. 

J)uch.  Gone?  stofn  away?  I am  abus’d, 
Duke.  Tis  I that  axn  abus’d,  ’tis  I dis- 
honour’d I [me  ? 

Is  this  your  welcome?  this  your  favour  to 
To  foist  a trick  upon  me?  this  trick  too, 

To  cheat  me  of  my  love?  Ain  I not  worthy? 
Or,  since  I was  your  guest,  am  I grown 
odious? 

Duch.  Your  grace  mistakes  me ; as  I have 
a life,  sir  — [this, 

Duke.  And  I another,  I will  never  hear 
Never  endure  this  dor21 ! 

Duch.  But  hear  me  patiently! 

Duke.  Give  me  ray  Jove ! 

Duch.  As  soon  ns  care  can  find  her; 

And  all  care  shall  be  us’d. 

Duke.  And  all  my  care  too,  [rank ; 

To  be  reveng’d : I smell  the  trick ; ’tis  too 
Fy,  how  it  smells  o’  th’  mother ! 


[Act  3.  Scene  4* 

Duch.  You  wrong  me,  duke. 

Duke.  For  this  disgrace,  ten  thousand 
Florentines 

Shall  pay  their  dearest  bloods,  and  dying 
curse  you ! 

And  so  I turn  away  your  mortal  enemy ! 

[Exit. 

Duch.  Since  you’re  so  high  and  hot,  sir, 
you’ve  half  arm’d  us. 

Be  careful  of  the  town,  of  all  the  castles. 
And  see  supplies  of  soldiers  every  where, 
And  musters  for  the  field  when  he  invites  us ; 
For  he  shall  know,  ’tis  not  high  words  can 
fright  us.  [me  ? 

Mjr  daughter  gone?  Has  she  so  finely  coien’d 
This  is  for  Silvio’s  sake  sure;  oh,  cunning 
false  one ! 

Publish  a proclamation  thro’  the  dukedom. 
That  whosoe’er  can  bring  to  the  court  young 
Silvio, 

Alive  or  dead,  beside  our  thanks  and  favour, 
Shall  have  two  thousand  ducats  for  his  labour ! 
See  it  dispatch’d  and  sent  in  haste.  Oh,  base 
one!  [Kreunf. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Isabella , und  Penurio  with  a light . 

I sab.  Wast  thou  with  Rugio  ? 

Pen.  Yes,  marry  was  I,  closely. 

Jsab.  And  does  he  still  remember  his  poor 
Does  he  desire  to  see  me  ? [mistress  ? 

Pen.  Yes,  and  presently;  [mory; 

Puts  off  all  business  else ; lives  in  that  rae- 
And  will  be  here  according  to  directions. 
ltab.  But  where’s  thy  master  ? 

Pen.  Where  a coxcomb  should  be; 
Waiting  at  court  with  his  jewels;  safe  for 
This  night,  I warrant  you. 

hub.  I am  hound  to  thee.  [tie  you. 
Pen.  I would  you  were, as  close  as  I could 
Isubl  Thou  art  my  best,  my  truest  friend— 
Pen.  I labour, 

I moil  and  toil  for  you;  I am  your  hackney. 
Isab.  If  ever  I be  able — 

Pen.  Steal  the  grent  cheese,  mistress. 

Was  sent  him  out  o’  th*  country. 

Isab.  Any  thing — 

Pen.  That’s  meat;  ’tis  lawful,  mistress. 
Where’s  the  castle-custard, 

He  got  at  court  ? 

Isab.  He  has  lock’d  it  in  his  study. 

Pen.  Get  a warrant 
To  search  for  counterfeit  gold. 

Isab.  Give  me  thy  candle; 

I’ll  find  a time  to  be  thy  cnrefnl  enter. 

Pen.  And  muny  a time  I’ll  find  to  be  his 
cook,  [sauce,  mistress  ! 

And  dress  his  calf’s  head  to  the  sweetest 
Isab.  To  bed,  Penurio ! go ; the  rest  is 
I’ll  keep  the  watch  out.  [my  charge; 


20  7Wms.]  In  our  ancient  writers,  trim  almost  always  signifies  drew.  It  plainly  docs  so 
here,  and  in  another  passage  in  act  v.  So,  in  Shakespeare’*  King  John,  a bride  undrest  is 
called  an  unt rimmed  bride.  See  act  iii.  scene  1.  li. 

11  Dor.]  See  note  35  on  Love’s  Pilgrimage. 

Pen. 


Digitized  by  Google 


Act  5.  Scone  4.J  WOMEN  PLEAS'D. 


47 


Pen.  Now  if  you  spare  him—  [Exit. 
Isab.  Peace,  fool ! — [me. 

I hope  my  Rugio  will  not  fail ; 'twouM  vex 
Now  to  my  string ! so  ; sure  he  cannot  iniss 
now; 

And  this  end  to  my  finger.  I'll  lie  down, 
For  on  a sudden  I am  wondrous  heavy ; 

Tis  very  late  too ; if  he  come  and  find  this, 
And  pull  it,  tho'  it  be  with  easy  motion, 

I shall  soon  waken,  and  us  soon  be  with  him. 

Enter  Lopez. 

Lopez.  Thou  secret  friend11,  how  am  I 
bound  to  love  thee ! 

And  how  to  hug  thee  for  thy  private  service ! 
Thou  art  the  star  all  my  suspicions  sail  by, 
The  fixed  point  my  wronged  honour  turns  to: 
By  thee  I shall  know  all,  find  all  the  subtilties 
Of  devilish  women,  that  torment  me  daily : 
Thou  art  my  conjurer,  my  spell,  my  spirit ! — 
All’s  hush’d  and  still,  no  sound  of  any  stir- 
ring,  [still; 

No  tread  of  living  thing ! The  light  is  in 
And  there’s  my  wife ; how  prettily  the  fool 
lies,  [too ! 

How  sweet  and  handsomely;  ami  in  hercloaths 
Waiting  for  me,  upon  rny  life!  her  fondness 
Would  not  admit  her  rest  till  I came  to  her: 
Oh,  careful  fool,  why  am  I angry  with  thee  ? 
Why  do  I think  thou  hat’&t  thy  loving  husband? 
I am  an  ass,  an  over-doting  coxcomb ; 

And  this  sweet  soul  the  mirror  of  perfection. 
How  admirable  fair  and  delicate ! [requiem, 
And  how  it  afire  me ! I’ll  sing  thy  sweets  a 
But  will  not  waken  thee. 

SONG. 

Oh,  fair  sweet  face,  oh,  eyes  celestial  bright. 
Twin  stars  in  Heav'n,  that  now  adorn  the 
night; 

Oh,  fruitful  lips,  where  cherries  ever  grow, 
And  damask  cheeks,  where  all  sweet  beauties 
blow; 

Oh  thou,  from  head  to  foot  divinely  fair! 
Cupid’s  most  cunning  net’s  made  of  that  hair; 
And,  as  he  weaves  himself  for  curious  eyes, 
Oh  me,  oh  me,  I’m  caught  myself,  ho  cries: 
Sweetrestabout  thee,  sweet  and  golden  sleep, 
Soft  peaceful  thoughts,  your  hourly  watches 

teep, 

Whilst  I in  wonder  siag  this  sacrifice, 

To  beauty  sacred,  and  those  augcl-cycs! 
Now  will  I steal  a kiss,  a dear  kiss  from  her, 
And  suck  the  rosy  breath  of  this  bright 
beauty. — 

What  a devil's  this?  tied  to  her  finger  too? 
A string,  a damned  string,  to  give  intelligence! 
Oh,  mv  lov’d  key,  how  truly  hast  thou  serv’d 
me!  ‘ [goes, 

I’ll  follow  this : soft,  soft ! to  th’  door  it 
And  thro’  to  th’  other  side ! a damn’d  string 
’tis ! 

i sa>  abus’d,  topt,  cuckolded,  fool’d,  jaded, 


Ridden  to  death,  to  madness!  Stay,  this 
helps  not; 

Stay,  stay ! and  now  invention  help  me ! 

I’ll  sit  down  by  her,  take  this  from  her  easily. 
And  thus  upon  mine  own.  Dog,  I shall  catch 
y°u ; [you. 

With  all  your  cunning,  sir,  I shall  light  on 
I felt  it  pull  sure  ; ves,  hut  wondrous  softly; 
Tis  there  again,  and  luirder  now : have  at  you ! 
Now  an  thou  scap’st,  die  devil’s  thy  ghostly 
fadier!  f Exit. 

Isab.  Sure  ’twas  my  husband's  voice ! The 
string  is  gone  too ; [betray’d, 

H’  has  found  the  trick  on’t ! I’m  undone. 
And  if  he  meet  my  friend,  he  perishes ; 
What  fortune  follows  me,  what  spiteful  fop. 
Hoa,  Jaquenct ! [tune ! 

Enter  Jaqucnet. 

Jaq.  Here,  mistress;  do  you  call  me? 
Isab.  Did’st  thou  hear  no  noise? 

Jac.  I hear  my  master  mad  yonder. 

And  swears  and  chafes — 

Isab.  Dar'st  thou  do  one  thing  for  me? 
One  thing  concerns  mine  honour?  all  is  lost 
Jaq.  Name  what  you  will.  [else. 

Isab.  It  can  bring  but  a beating. 

Which  I will  recompense  so  largely — - 
Jaq.  Name  it. 

Isab.  Sit  here  as  if  thou  wert  asleep. 

Jaq.  Is  that  all!  [unto  thee, 

Isab.  When  he  comes  in,  whate'er  he  do 
(Tile  worst  will  be  but  heating)  speak  not  a 
Not  one  word,  as  thou  lov’st  me.  [word, 
Juq.  I’ll  run  thro'  it. 

Isab.  I’ll  carry  away  the  candle.  [Exit. 
Jaq.  And  I die  blows,  mistress. 

Enter  Lopes. 

Lsipcz.  Have  you  put  your  light  out?  I 
^ shall  stumble  to  you,  [your  rogue  too; 
You  whore,  you  cunning  whore  ! I shall  catch 
II’  has  light  legs,  else  I had  so  ferret-claw’d 
him ! [sleep  still,  whore  ? 

Oil,  have  I found  you  ? Do  you  play  at  dog- 
D’you  think  that  cau  protect  you?  Yes,  I'll 
kill  thee ; [iaimes. 

But  first  I’ll  bring  diy  friends  to  view  thy  vil— 
Thy  whorish  villainies : and  first  I’ll  beat  thee. 
Beat  thee  to  pin-dust,  thou  salt  whore,  thou 
vurlct,  [mg  visage ! 

Scratch  out  thiae  eyes : I’ll  spoil  your  teinpt- 
Are  you  so  patient?  I’ll  put  my  nails  in 
deeper. 

[s  it  good  whoring?  whoring,  ye  base  rascal? 
Is  it  good  tcinptiug  iueu  with  strings  to  ride 
you?  [whore; 

So!  I’ll  fetch  your  kindred, and  your  frietuis. 
And  such  a justice  I will  act  upon  thee — 

[Exit. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Isab.  What,  is  lie  gone? 

Jaq.  The  devil  go  with  him,  mistress ! 


” Than  secret  friend.]  Ilis  private  key.  Sympton. 

IT  has 
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H'has  harrow’d  me,  plough’d  land  was  ne’er 
so  harrow'd; 

I’d  the  most  ado  to  save  mine  eyes. 

Isab.  H’  has  paid  thee ; [net. 

But  I’ll  heal  all  again  w ith  good  gold,  Jaque- 
H’ has  damned  nails.  ^ [tress; 

Jaq.  They’re  tenpenny  nails,  I think,  mis- 
I’ll  undertake  he  shall  strike ’em  thro’ an  inch 
hoard.  [matinn ; 

] $ab.  Go  up  and  wash  thyself;  take  ray  po- 
And  now  let  ine  alone  to  end  the  tragedy. 
Jaq.  You’d  best  beware. 

Isab.  I shall  deal  stoutly  with  him ; 

Reach  me  my  book,  and  sec  the  door  made 
fast,  wench ; [litick  ! 

And  so,  good  night ! Now  to  the  matter  po- 
[Lopez  knocks  within. 

. Lopez.  [iri(Ai/i]  You  shall  see  w hat  she  is, 
what  a sweet  jewel. 

hub.  Who’s  there?  what  madman  knocks? 
is  this  an  hour, 

And  in  none  husband’s  absence? 

Lopez.  [wifAuiJ  Will  you  open? 

You  know  ray  voice,  you  whore!  I am  that 
husband.  [her; 

D’you  mark  her  subtilty ? But  I have  paid 
I have  so  ferk’d  her  face — Here’s  the  blood, 
gentlemen ! [tv ; 

Ecce  signum  ! 1 havespoil’d  her  goatish  beau- 
Observe  her  how  she  looks  now,  how  she’s 
painted  ! [most  treacherous — 

Oh,  ’tig  the  most  wicked  »t  whore13,  and  the 

J Enter  Lopez,  Bartclla , Gentlemen , and  two 
Gent  leu  omen. 

Gent.  Here  walks  my  cousin,  full  of  me- 
Arm’d  with  religious  thoughts.  [dilation, 

Bart.  Is  this  the  monster?  [you  talk’d  of, 
1 Gent  lew.  Is  this  the  subject  of  that  rage 
That  naughty  woman  you  had  pull’d  a-picces? 
Bart.  Here’s  no  such  thing.  [beauty! 

1 Gentle w.  How  have  you  wrong’d  this 
Are  you  not  mad,  my  friend?  What  time  o’ 
th’ moon  is’t?  * 

Have  not  vou  maggots  in  your  brains  ? 

J.opez.  vris  she  sure  ! 

Gent.  Where’s  the  scratch’d  face  you 
spoke  of,  the  torn  garments, 

And  all  the  hair  pluck'd  oft'  her  head  ? 

Bart.  Believe  me,  [pebbles, 

*T were  better  far  you’d  lost  your  pair  of 
Titan  site  the  least  adornment  of  that  sweet- 
Lopez.  Is  not  this  blood  ? [ness. 

1 Gentlew.  This  is  a monstrous  folly, 

A base  abuse ! 

Jsab.  Thus  he  does  ever  use  me, 

And  sticks  me  up  a wonder,  not  a woman : 
Nothing  I do,  hut’s  subject  to  suspicion; 
Nothing  I can  do,  able  to  content  liim. 


PLEAS’D.  [Act  3.  Scene  4. 

Bart.  Lopez,  you  must  not  use  this. 

2 Gentlew.  Twere  not  amiss,  sir,  fly — 

To  give  ye  sauce  t’  your  meat ; and  sudden-* 

1 Gentleu.  You  that  dare  wrong  a wo- 
man of  her  goodness — [to  thee. 

Thou  have  a wile  ! thou  have  a bear  tied 
To  scratch  thy  jealous  itch!  Were  all  o’  my 
mind,  [then  you 

t I mean  all  women,  we  would  soon  disbur- 
Of  that  that  breeds  these  tits,  these  dog- 
flaws 14  in  ye ; 

A sow-gelder  should  trim  you. 

Bart.  A rare  cure,  lady,  [ter  ! — 

And  one  as  fit  for  him  as  a thief  for  a hal- 
You  see  this  youth;  will  you  not  cry  him 
quittance? 

Body  o’  me,  I'd  pine,  but  I would  pepper  him ; 
I’ll  come  anon. — He,  hang  him,  poor  pom- 
pillion  ! [lady. — 

How  like  a wench  bepist  he  looks! — I’ll  come 
Lopez,  the  law  must  teach  you  what  a wife  is. 
A good,  a virtuous  wife — 

Isab.  I’ll  ne’er  live  w ith  him  ! [cause, 
I crave  your  loves  all  to  make  known  my 
Dint  so  fair  a divorce  may  pass  between  us: 
I’in  weary  of  my  life;  in  danger  hourly. 
Bart.  Vou  see  how  rude  you  are — I will 
not  miss  you — 

{Insufferable  rude — I’ll  pay  him  soundly — 
You  should  be  whipt  in  Bedlam — I’ll  reward 
him — 

2 Gentlew.  Whipping’s  too  good— 

Lopez.  I think  1 am  alive  still, 

And  in  my  w its  ! 

Bart.  I’ll  put  a trick  upon  him — [’em. 

And  get  his  goods contiscate;  you  shall  have 
I will  not  fail  at  nine — 

Lopez.  I think  I’m  here  too ; [napping. 
And  once  I would  have  sworn  I’d  tn’en  her 
I think  my  name  is  Lopez. 

Gent,  ry  for  shame,  sir!  [her; 

You  sec  you  have  abus’d  her,  foully  wrong’d 
Hung  scandalous  and  coarse  opinions  on  her, 
Which  now’  you  find  but  children  ofsuspicion  ; 
Ask  her  forgiveness,  shew  a penitence ! 

She  is  my  kinswoman ; and  what  she  suffers 
Under  so  base  and  beastly  jealousies, 

I will  redress,  else  I’ll  seek  satisfaction. 

Bart.  Why  every  hoy  'i  th’  town  will  piss 
Lopez.  I’m  sorry  fort—  [upon  thee. 
1 Gentlew.  Down  o’  your  marrow-bones ! 
Izrpez.  E’en  sorry  troin  my  heart:  for- 
gi\  e me,  sweet  wile ! [you ; 

Here  I confess  most  freely  I have  wrong'd 
As  freely  here  I beg  a pardon  of  you ! 

From  this  hour  no  debate,  no  cross  suspi- 
cion— [wile’s  part, 

Isab.  To  shew  you,  sir,  I understand  a 
Thus  I assure  my  love,  and  seal  your  pardon. 


13  OA,  *tis  the  most  wicked’st  whore .]  The  putting  the  sign  of  the  superlative  degree,  to 
the  superlative  degree  itself,  us  the*  comparative  sign  to  the  comparative  degree  u little 
above,  is  a practice  in  which  our  authors  are  not  singular.  Sympson. 

24  Flaws.]  This  word,  in  our  authors'  time,  signiiied  storms,  or  gusts.  Several  instances 
might  be  produced.  li. 

2 Gentlew. 
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Act  i.  Scene  1.] 

3 Gent lea>.  Tis  well  dane:  now  to  bed, 
and  there  confirm  it ! 

Gent.  And  so  good  night ! 

hart.  Aware  relapses,  Lopez.  [ Exeunt. 

Lopez.  Now  Isabella,  tell  me  truth,  and 

suddenly, 

And  do  not  juggle  with  me,  nor  dissemble, 
(For,  as  I have  a life,  you  die  then ! I’m  not 
mad, 

(Nor  does  the  devil  work  upon  my  weakness) 
Tell  me  the  trick  of  this,  and  tell  me  freely. 
Isab.  Will  then  that  satisfy  you? 

Lopez.  If  you  deal  ingenuously.  [freely. 
Isab.  I’ll  tell  you  all,  and  tell  you  true  and 
Bartello  was  the  end  of  all  this  jealousy ; 

His  often  visitations  brought  by  you,  first 
Bred  all  these  fits,  and  these  suspicions; 

I knew  your  false  key,  and  accordingly 
l train'd  my  plot,  to  have  you  take  him  finely. 
Too  poor  u penance  for  the  wrong  his  wife 
bears, 


Ilis  worthy  virtuous  wife!  I felt  it  sensibly 
When  you  took  off  the  string,  aud  was  much 
pleas’d  in’t,  [well; 

Because  I wish’d  his  importunate  dotage  paid 
And  had  you  staid  two  minutes  more  y’  had 
had  him. 

Lopez.  This  sounds  like  truth. 
hub.  Because  this  shall  be  certain, 

Next  time  he  comes  (as  long  he  cannot  tarry) 
Yourself  shall  see,  and  hear,  his  lewd  temp- 
tations. [prove  true, 

Lopez.  Till  then  I’m  satisfied:  and  if  this 
Henceforward  mistress  of  yourself  I give  you, 
And  I to  serve  you.  For  my  lusty  captain, 
1’U  make  him  dance,  and  make  him  think  the 
devil  [him. 

Claws  at  his  breech,  and  yet  I will  not  liur$ 
Come  now  to  bed;  and  prove  but  constant 
this  way, 

I’ll  prove  the  man  you  ever  wish'd. 

Isab.  You’ve  blest  me.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L 
Enter  Silvio. 

Sil.  \ A7HAT  labour  and  what  travel  have  I 
* ' run  tliro’. 

And  thro*  what  cities,  to  absolve  this  riddle ! 
Diviners,  dreamers,  schoolmen,  deep  magi- 
cians, [ings. 

All  have  I tried  ; and  all  give  several  mean- 
And  from  all  hope  of  any  future  happiness: 
To  this  place  am  I come  at  length,  the  country; 
The  people  simple,  plain,  and  harmless  witty, 
^ hose  honest  labours  Heav’n.  rewards  with 
plenty  [thankful 

Of  com,  wine,  oil,  which  they  again,  as 
To  their  new  crops  new  pastimes  celebrate, 
And  crown  their  joyful  harvests  with  new 
voices. 

By  a rich  farmer  here  I’m  entertain’d, 

And  rank’d  among  the  number  of  his  ser- 
t vants,  [me. 

Not  guessing  what  I am,  but  what  he’d  nave 
Here  may  be  so  much  wit(tho’  much  I fear  it) 
T*  undo  this  knotty  question;  and  ’would  to 
Heav’n — 

Inter  Soto,  with  a Proclamation. 

My  fortunes  had  been  hatch’d  with  theirs, 
as  innocent,  [ness! 

And  never  known  a pitch  above  their  pluiiv- 
Solo.  That  it  is,  that  it  is.  What  s this 
This  is  a plaguy  word,  llrnt  it  is ; [word  now? 

that  it  I't,  reason.  By  your  leave,  [sir; 
Mr.  Soto,  by  your  leave,  vou  are  too  quick, 
There’*  a strange  parlous  £ before  the  reason , 


A very  tall  T,  which  makes  the  word  high* 
t reason.  [understand  himself? 

Sil.  What  treason’s  that?  docs  this  fellow 
Soto.  Pitch  will  infect ; I’ll  meddle  no  more 
with  this  geer. — [low  ? 

What  a devil  ails  this  fellow;  this  foolish  fel* 
Being  admitted  to  he  one  of  us  too,  [ing. 
That  are  the  masters  of  the  sports  proceed- 
Thus  to  ap|>ear  before  me  too,  uuinorris’d? 
D’ you  know  me,  friend  ? 

Sil.  You  are  my  master’s  son,  sir. 

Soto.  And  do  you  know  what  sports  are 
now  in  season  ? 

Sil.  I hear  there  arc  some  a-foot. 

Soto.  Where  are  vour  bells  then? 

Your  rings,  your  ribbands,  friend  ? and  your 
cleau  napkins  ? [I  here 

Your  nosegay  in  your  hat,  pinn’d  up?  An’t 
My  father's  eldest  son  ? and  at  this  time,  sir, 

I would  have  you  know  it,  though  you be  ten 
times  his  servant,  [harvest,  sir; 

A better  man  than  iny  father  far,  lord  of  this 
And  shall  a man  of  my  place  want  attend- 
ance ? [duty,  bred  this ; 

Sil.  Twas  want  of  knowledge,  sir,  not 
I’d  have  made  suit  else  for  your  lordship’s 
setvice.  [mend  your  manners ! 

Soto.  In  some  sort  I am  satisfied  now; 
But  thou  art  a melancholy  fellow,  vengeance 
melancholy,  [us : 

And  that  may  breed  an  insurrection  amongst 
Co  to ! I’ll  lay  the  best  part  of  two  pots  now 
Thou  art  in  love,  and  I can  guess  withw  hom 
too;  [nt  thee, 

I saw  the  wench  that  twir’d 15  and  twiukled 


11  TwiPd.]  So  Ben  Jonson  in  his  Sad  Shepherd,  act  ii.  scene  3. 
, Which  maids  will  taire  at  thro*  their  fingers. 

^OL.  Ill,  n 


Syrtpson, 


The 


Digitized  by  Google 


WOMEN  PLEAS'D. 


50 

The  other  day ; the  wench  that's  new  come 
The  young  smug  wench.  [lather, 

Sit.  You  know  more  than  I feel,  sir. 

Soto.  Go  to!  I’ll  be  thy  friend,  I’ll  speak 
a good  word  for  thee,  [to  her. 

And  thoushalt  have  my  lordship’s  count’nnace 
May  be  I’ve  had  a snap  myself;  may  be  ay, 
may  be  no; 

We  lords  are  allow’d  a little  more. 

Sil.  ’Tis  fit,  sir:  [der  of  me. 

I humbly  thank  you!  you’re  too,  too  ten- 
But  what,  sir,  I beseech  you,  was  that  paper, 
Your  lordship  was  so  studiously  employ’d  in, 
When  you  came  out  a-doors? 

Soto.  Thou  mean’st  this  paper  ? 

Si/.  That,  sir,  I think. 

Solo.  Why,  ’tis  a proclamation, 

A notable  piece  of  villainy,  as  ever  thou 
heard’st  in  thy  life; 

By  mine  honour  % . 

Sil.  How,  sir,  or  what  concerns  it? 

Soto.  It  comes  you  from  the  duchess,  a 
plaguy  w ise  woman, 

To  apprehend  the  body  of  one  Silvio,  [post) 
(As  arrant  a rascal  as  ever  piss’d  against  u 
And  this  same  Silvio,  or  this  foresaia  rascal, 
To  bring  before  her,  live  or  dead;  for  which 
good  service  [ducats : 

The  man  that  brings  him  has  two  thousand 
Is  not  this  notable  matter  uow? 

SiL  T is  so  indeed. — 

This  proclamation  hears  my  bane  about  it ! 
(Jan  no  rest  find  me,  no  private  place  secure 
ine,  [me  ? 

Bin  still  my  miseries  like  blood-hounds  haunt 
Unfortunate  young  man,  which  way  now 
guides  thee,  [round  for  thee. 

Guides  thee  from  death?  the  country’s  laid 
Oh,  Claudio,  now  I feel  thy  blood  upon  me; 
Now  it  speaks  loudly  here,  I’m  sure,  against 
me;  [claim’d  it, 

Time  now  has  found  it  out,  and  truth  pro- 
And  justice  now  cries  out,  I must  die  for  it. 
Soto.  Hast  thou  read  it? 

Sil.  Yes. 

Soto,  And  dost  thou  know  tliat  Silvio? 

Si/.  I never  saw  him,  sir. 

Soto.  I have,  and  know  him  too,  [ter; 
I know  him  as  well  as  I know  thee,  and  bet- 
And,  if  I light  upon  him,  for  a trick  hepluy’d 
me  once,  [him  ! 

A certain  kind  of  dog-trick,  I’ll  so  fiddle 
Two  thousand  ducats?  I’ll  so  pepper  him! 
And  with  that  money  I'll  turn  gentleman, 

\\  orth  a brown  baker’s  dozen  of  such  Silvios. 
Si/.  There  is  no  staying  here;  this  rogue 
v.  ill  know  me, 

AihI  for  the  money’s  sake  betray  me  too: 

1 must  bethink  me  suddenly  and  safely. 

Kilter  Jl larrix- dancers. 

Soto.  Mine  own  dear  lady,  have  at  thy  ho- 
rn ycuiub  ! [trace  sweetly  ! 

Now,  for  tin*  honour  of  our  town,  boys, 
[(Vy  a U ft  in  oj,  Arui,  artu  ! 


[Act  4.  Scene  1. 

What  a vengeance  ails  this  whobub?  pox  re- 
fuse em!  [here  ? 

Cannot  they  let’s  dance  in  our  ownxlefence 

Enter  Farmer  and  Captain. 

Capt.  Ami,  honest  friends,  arm  suddenly 
and  bravely,  ' fme ! 

And  with  your  ancient  resolutions  follow 
Look  how  the  beacons  shew  like  comets ; 

your  poor  neighbours 
Run  maddingly  affrighted  thro*  the  villages; 
Sienna’s  duke  is  up,  burns  all  before  him, 

And  with  his  sword  makes  thousand  mothers 
childless. 

Soto.  What’s  this  to  our  morris-dancers? 

Sil.  This 

May  serve  my  turn. 

Soto.  There’s  ne’er  a duke  in  Christendom  * 
But  loves  a May-game. 

Capt.  At  a horse 

You  were  always  cess’d ; put  your  son  on  him, 

And  arm  him  well!  i’  th’  state’s  numc,  I com- 
mand you: 

And  they  that  dure  go  voluntary  shall 
Receive  reward. 

Soto.  I dare  go  no  way,  sir. 

This  is  strange,  master  captain,  [here, 

Y ou  cannot  he  content  to  spoil  our  sport 
(Which  I don’t  think  your  worship’s  able  to 
answer) 

But  you  must  set  us  together  by  the  cars. 

With  I know  not  who  too?  We  are  for 
The  bodily  part  o’th’ dance. 

Capt.  Arm  hitn  suddenly  ! [else 

(This  is  no  time  to  fool)  I shall  return  you 
A rebel  to  the  gen er.vl  state,  and  duchess ; 

And  how  you’ll  answer  then — 

Farmer.  I’ve  no  more  sons,  sir ; 

This  is  my  only  boy;  I beseech  you,  master 
captain — [truth,  sir; 

Soto.  I’m  a rank  coward  too,  to  say  the 
I never  had  good  luck  at  buffets  neither. 
Farmer.  Here's  vorty  shillings,  spare  the 
child. 

Capt.  I cannot.  [a  May-lord  ? 

Soto.  Are  you  a man  ? will  you  cast  away 
Shull  all  the  wenches  in  the  country  curse 
you  ? [his  person  ; 

Sil.  An’t  please  you,  captain,  I’ll  supply 
(Tis  pity  their  old  custom  should  be  frighted) 

Let  me  have  horse,  and  good  arms,  I’ll  serve 
willingly,  [me ! 

And,  if  1 shrink  a foot  of  ground,  hell  take 
Capt.  A promising  aspect,  fiicc  full  ot 
courage. 

I’ll  take  this  man,  and  thank  you  too— 

Farmer.  There's  for  thee ; 

Tis  in  u clout,  but  good  old  gold. 

Si/.  I thank  you,  sir.  [feather  on  too. 
Funner.  Go,  saddle  iny  foreborse,  put  his 
(lie’ll  praunce  it  bravely,  friend;  he  tears  no 
colours)  [di/^n’d. 

And  take  the  armour  down,  and  sec  him 
Soto.  Farewell ! and  if  thou  earnest  thyself 
Well  iu  this  matter — 1 say  no  more,  but  this. 

There 
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Act  4.  Scene  2.] 

There  must  be  more  May-lords,  and  I know 
Are  fit.  [who 

Sr/.  Dance  you ; I’ll  fight,  sir. 

Cant.  Away,  away ! 

Si.  Farewell ! Fin  for  the  captain*6. 

**  [Exeunt. 
Farmer.  Now  to  this  matter  again,  my 
honest  fellows ! 

For,  if  this  go  not  forward,  I foresee,  friends, 
Tlus  war  will  fright  our  neighbours  out  o’ 
th’  villages : [news,  boys. 

Cheer  up  your  hearts ! we  shall  hear  better 
Bomby.  Surely  I’ll  dance  no  more17,  'tis 
most  ridiculous: 

I find  my  wife’s  instructions  now'  mere  ve- 
rities, 

My  learned  wife’s;  she  often  hath  pronounc’d 
to  me  [damn’d  else/ 

My  safety : ‘ Bomby,  defy  these  sports;  thou’rt 
This  beast  of  Babylon  I will  ne’er  back 
again. 

Ills  pace  is  sure  prophune,  and  his  lewd 
tci-hees. 

The  songs  of  Hymyn*s  and  Gvmvn,  in  the 
wilderness.  [again*9? 

Farmer.  Fy,  neighbour  Bomby,  in  vour  fits 
Your  zeal  sweats.  This  is  not  careful,  neigh- 
bour; 

The  hobby-horse  is  a seemly  hobby-horse — 
Soto.  And  as  pretty  a beast  on’s  inches, 
tho’  I sa  v it — [lewd  beast, 

Bomby.  The  beast  is  an  unseemly  and  a 
And  got  at  Rome  by  the  pope’s  coach-horses; 
Bis  mother  was  the  mare  of  Ignorance. 

Soto.  Cobler,  thou  liest,  an  thou  wert  a 
thousand  coblers  ! [of  good  credit ; 

Bis  mother  was  an  honest  mare,  and  a mare 
1 know  the  mare,  and,  if  need  be,  can  bring 
witness ; 

And,  in  the  way  of  honesty  I tell  thee, 
Scorn’d  any  coach-horse  the  pope  had;  thou’rt 
foolish,  [beast. 

And  thy  blind  zeal  makes  thee  abuse  the 
Bomby.  I do  defy  thee,  and  thy  foot-cloth 
too ; 

And  tell  thee  to  thy  face,  thisprophane  riding, 


/ 

(I  feel  it  in  my  conscience,  and  I dare  speak  it) 
This  un-edined  ambling,  hath  brought  a 
scourge  upon  us ; 

This  hobby-horse  Sincerity  we  liv’d  in,  [it, 
War,  and  the  sword  of  Slaughter:  I renounce 
And  put  the  beast  off,  thus,  the  beast  polluted. 
And  now  no  more  shall Mope-on-liigli  Bomby 
Follow  the  painted  pipes  ol  worldly  pleasures, 
And,  with  the  wicked,  dance  the  devil’s 
measures. 

Away,  thou  pamper’d  jade  of  vanity, 

Stand  at  the  livery  of  lewd  delights  now, 
And  eat  the  provender  of  prick-ear’d  folly! 
My  dance  shall  he  to  th’  pipe  of  persecution. 
Fanner.  Will  you  dance  no  more,  neigh* 
Bomby.  Surely,  no:  [hour? 

Carry  the  beast  ro  his  crib;  I have  renounc’d 
And  all  his  works.  [him, 

Soto.  Shall  th’  hobby-horse  he  forgot  then *°  ? 
The  hopeful  hobby-hor^,  shall  he  lie  foun- 
der’d ? [cobler. 

If  thou  dost  this,  thou’rt  but  a cast-away 
My  anger’s  up;  think  wisely, end  think  quickly. 
And  look  upon  the  quondam  beast  of  pleasure! 
If  thou  dost  this  (mark  me,  thou  serious 
sowter, 

Thou  bench-whistler,  of  the  old  tribe  of  toe- 
pieces!)  [mending; 

If  thou  dost  this,  there  shall  be  no  more  shoe- 
Every  man  shall  have  a special  cure  of  his 
own  soul, 

And  in  his  pocket  carry  his  two  confessors, 
His  lingel51,  and  his  nawl.  If  thou  dost 
this — 

Farmer.  He’ll  dance  again,  for  certain. 
Bomby.  I cry  out  on’t  1 [tilt-staves 

’Twas  the  fore-running  sin  brought  in  those 
They  brandish  ’gainst  the  church,  the  devil 
calls  May-poles.  [him  to  ye, 

Soto.  Take  up  your  horse  again,  and  girth 
And  girth  him  handsomely,  good  neighbour 
Bomby.  I spit  at  him  ! [ Bomby ! 

Soto.  Spit  m tho  horse’  face,  cobler  ? 
Thou  out-of-tune,  psalm-singing  slave  ! Spit 
in  his  visnomy  ? [him, 

Bomby.  I spit  again ; and  thus  I rise  against 


16  I’m  for  the  contain .]  Theobald’s  margin  says,  for  thee,  captain. 

17  Hob.  Surely  I HI  dance,  fyc.]  As  there  is  no  such  name  us  Hob  in  the  dramatis  persona i, 
wd  as  he  is  cull’d,  and  calls  himself  here  and  through  the  scene,  by  the  name  of  Bomby; 
methinks  we  ought  to  displace  this  nonsensical  Hob , and  insert  Bomby  in  its  place.  Sympson. 

11  The  sons  of,  4*c.]  Corrected  by  Theobald. 

19  in  your  fits  again , 

Your  zeal  sweats. J For  the  want  only  of  a single  hyphen,  how  difficult  is  it  to  under- 
stand the  humour  of  the  Farmer  here  ? Sure  we  should  write  thus, 

your  fits  again, 

Y our  zeal-sweats  ? Sympson . 

The  old  reading  is  most  easy  and  natural. 

10  The  hobby-horse.]  Amongst  the  country  May-games  there  was  an  hobby-horse,  which, 
«hen  the  puritanical  humour  of  those  times  opposed,  and  discredited  these  games,  was 
brought  by  the  poets  and  bnllad-mukers  as  an  distance  of  the  ridiculous  zeal  of  the 
sectaries:  from  these  ballads  Hamlet  quotes  a line  or  two.  Warburton. 

In  the  last  edition  of  Shakespeare,  Mr.  Stecvens  produces  some  quotations  (among  the 
hm  our  present  test)  which  prove  the  truth  of  Warburton’s  explanation. 

3!  His  yugcl.]  Corrected  by  Sympson, 

II  2 Against 
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A gainst  this  beast,  that  signified  destruction  3 1,  I 
Foro-shew’d  falls  of  monarchies. 

Soto.  I’  th*  face  of  him? 

Spit  such  another  spit,  by  this  hand,  cobler,  j 
I’ll  make  ye  set  h new  piece  o’ your  nose  there.  ; 
Take’t  up,  I say,  and  dance  without  more 
bidding,  [excellent, 

And  dance  as  you  w-ere  wont;  you  have  been 
And  art  still,  but  for  this  new  nicety, 

And  your  wife’s  learned  lectures:  take  up 
th’  hobby-horse ! [heart,  Boinby, 

Come,  ’tis  a thing  th’hast  lov’d  with  all  thy 
And  wouldst  do  still  but  for  the  round- 
breech’d  brothers:  [I  say; 

You  were  not  thus  i’tb’  morning.  Take’t  up. 
Do  not  delay,  but  do’t ! You  know  I’m  officer; 
And  1 know  ’tis  unfit  all  these  good  fellows 
Should  wait  the  cooling  of  your  zealous 
porridge.  [execute : 

Chuse  whether  you  will  dance,  or  have  me 
I'll  clap  your  neck  J*th’  stocks,  und  there  L’ll 
make  ye  [night  too. 

Dance  a whole  day,  and  dance  with  these  at 
You  mend  old  shoes  well,  mend  your  old 
manners  better ; [ness, 

And  suddenly  see  you  leave  off  this  sincere- 
This  new  hot  batch,  borrow’d  from  some 
brown  baker,  [for’t  n — 

Some  learned  brother,  or  I’ll  so  bait  you 
Take ’t  quickly  up. 

Boinby.  I take  my  persecution,  [thren. 
And  thus  I'm  forc’d,  a bye-word  to  my  bre- 
Soto.  Strike  up,  strike  up,  strike  merrily ! 
Farmer.  To’fc  roundly. 

Now  to  the  harvest-feast;  then  sport  again, 
boys!  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Silvio,  arm'd. 

Stl.  What  shall  I do?  Live  thus  unknown, 
and  base  still, 

Or  thrust  myself  into  the  head  o’th*  battle? 
And  there,  like  that  I am,  a gentleman. 

And  one  that  never  fear’d  the  face  of  danger, 
(J'o  in  her  angry  eyes  she  carried  honour) 
Fight  nobly,  and  (to  end  my  cures)  die 
nobly  ? 

SONG  [aulAm]. 

Silvio,  go  on,  and  raise  thy  noble  mind 
To  noble  ends;  fling  coarse  base  thoughts 
behind ! 


[Act  4.  Scene  2. 

Silvio,  thou  son  of  ever-living  fame, 

Now  aim  at  virtue,  and  a noble  name. 

Silvio,  consider,  honour  is  not  won,  [done. 
Nor  virtue  reach’d,  ’till  some  brave  thing  be 
Thy  country  calls  thee  now,  she  burns  and 
bleeds, 

Now  raise  thyself,  young  man,  to  noble  deeds ! 
Into  the  battle,  Silvio!  there  seek  forth 
Danger,  and  blood ; by  them  stands  sacred 
worth.  [lows  me  ? 

SiL  What  heav’nly  voice  is  this  that  fol- 
This  is  the  second  time ’t  has  waited  on  me, 
Since  I wns  arm’d,  and  ready  for  the  battle: 
It  names  me  often,  steels  my  heart  with 
courage. 

Enter  Bclvidere,  deformed. 

And  in  a thousand  sweet  notes  comforts  me. 
What  beldam’s  this  ? How  old  she  is,  and 
W hy  does  she  follow  me  ? [ugly  • 

Bel.  Be  not  dismay’d,  son  ; 

I wait  upon  thee  for  thy  good  and  honour: 
Twas  I that  now  sung  to  thee,  stirr’d  thy 
mind  up, 

And  rais’d  thy  spirits  to  the  pitch  of  nobleness. 
Sit.  Tho*  she  be  old,  and  of  a crooked 
carcase, 

Her  voice  is  like  the  harmony  of  angels. 

Bel.  Thou  art  my  darling;  all  my  love 
dwells  on  thee. 

The  son  of  virtue!  therefore  I attend  thee. 
Enquire  notwliat  I am;  1 come  to  serve  thee; 
For  if  thou  be’st  inquisitive,  th’hnst  lost  me. 
A thousand  long  miles  hence  my  dwelling  is, 
Deep  in  a cave,  where,  but  mine  own,  no 
foot  treads ; [Silvio, 

There,  by  mine  art,  I found  what  danger, 
And  deep  distress  of  heart,  thouwert  grown 
into ; 

A thousand  leagues  I’ve  cut  thro’  emuty  air, 
Far  swifter  than  the  sailing  rack3*,  that 
gallops 

Upon  the  wings  of  angry  winds,  to  seek  thee. 
Sometimes  o’er  a swelling  tide, 

On  a dolphin’s  back  I ride; 

Sometimes  pass  the  earth  below, 

And  thro’  th’  unmov’d  center  go; 
Sometimes  in  a flume  of  fire, 

Like  a meteor  I aspire  ; 

Sometimes  in  mine  own  shape,  thus. 

When  I help  the  virtuous: 


31  tigniffd  destruction , 

Fore-shem'd  i’th’  falls  of  monarchies. 

Soto.  l'th%  face  of  him.]  The  iyth*  in  the  second  line  is  evidently  crept  in  from 
the  third,  and  spoils  both  sense  and  measure,  for  the  third  line  completes  the  second  verse. 
Hudibras  took  several  hints  from  this  passage.  Seward. 

33  This  new  hot  batch , borrowed  from  some  brown  baker , '*  _ 

Or  I'll  so  bait  ye  fort ] I don’t  discard  the  word  bait , but  to  preserve  that 

playing  upon  the  words  here,  which  the  poet  seems  to  have  design’d,  I suspect  we  ought  to 
read, 

— - - or  I’ll  so  bake  you  for’t. 

Tis  scarce  worth  observing,  that  the  Brownists  are  the  people,  against  whom  the  satire  here 
was  principally  level  I’d.  Sympson. 

bee  note  78  on  the  Faithful  Shepherdess. 

Men 
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Act  4.  Scene  3.] 
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Hen  of  honourable  minds. 

Command  my  art  in  all  his  kinds : 

Pursue  the  noble  thought  of  war ; 

From  thy  guard  I’ll  not  be  far. 

Get  thee  worship  on  thy  foe ; 
lasting  tame  is  gotten  so. 

Single  Sienna's  auke  alone ; 

Hrar  thy  friends,  thy  country  groan, 

And  with  thy  manly  arm  strike  sure ; . 

Then  th’hast  wrought  thine  own  free  cure. 
SiL  Some  sibil  sure,  some  soul  Heav’n 
loves,  and  favours,  [wonders ! 

And  lends  her  their  free  powers  to  work  their 
How  she  incites  my  courage  ! 

BeL  Silvio, 

I knew  thee  many  days  ago ; 

Foresaw  thy  love  to  Belviderc, 

Tbe  due* less*  daughter,  and  her  heir; 

Knew  she  lov'd  thee,  and  know  what  past. 
When  you  were  found  ¥ th’  castle  fast 
In  one  another’s  arms ; foresaw 
The  taking  of  you,  and  the  law ; 

And  so  thy  innocence  I lov'd. 

The  deepest  of  my  skill  I prov’d : 

Be  rul’d  by  me  ; for,  to  this  hour, 

I've  dwelt  about  thee  with  my  power,  [thee ; 

SiL  I will,  and  in  the  course  of  all  observe 
For  thou  art  sure  an  angel  good  sent  to  me. 

Bel.  Get  thee  gone  then  to  the  fight ! 
Longer  stay  but  robs  thy  right: 

When  thou  grow’st  weary,  I’ll  be  near ; 

Then  think  on  beauteous  Belvidere! 

For  every  precious  thought  of  her 
Will  lend  thine  honour  a new  spur55 ; 

When  all  is  done,  meet  here  at  night; 

Go,  and  be  happy  in  the  fight!  [.ELrif, 

SiL  I certainly  believe  I shall  do  nobly  ; 
And  that  I'll  bravely  reach  at  too,  or  die. 

[ Exeunt . 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Claudio  and  Penurio . 

Clau.  Is  she  so  loving  still  ? 

Pen.  She's  mad  with  love, 

As  mad  as  ever  un worm'd  dog  was,  signor; 
And  does  so  weep,  and  curse,  for  your  pre- 
vention, 

Your  crosses  in  your  love — It  frets  roe  too; 
I’m  fall'n  away  to  nothing,  to  a spindle, 
Grown  a mere  man  of  mat,  no  soul  within 
me : 

Pox  o’  my  master ! Sir,  will  that  content  you  ? 
Clau.  This  rogue  but  cozens  me,  and  she 
neglects  me ; [sters, 

Upon  my  life,  there  are  some  othejr  garoe- 
Nearer  the  wind  than  I,  and  that  prevents 
me. — [her  ? 

Is  there  no  other  holds  acquaintance  with 
(Prithee  be  true,  be  honest;  do  not  mock  me; 
Thou  know’st  her  heart)  no  former  interest 
Sh’  has  vow’d  a favour  to,  and  cannot  hand- 
somely 

Go  off,  but  by  regaining  such  a friendship  ? 


There  are  a thousand  handsome  men,  young, 
wealthy, 

That  will  not  stick  at  any  rate,  nor  danger. 
To  gain  so  sweet  a prize;  nor  can  I blame  her. 
If,  where  she  finds  a comfort,  she  deal  cun- 
I ain  a stranger  yet.  [ningly : 

Pen.  You're  all  she  looks  for; 

And,  if  there  be  any  other,  she  neglects  all. 
And  all  for  you:  I would  you  saw  bow  griev- 
ously 

And  with  what  hourly  lamentations— • 

Clau.  I know  thou  ilattcr’st  me;  tell  me 
but  truth — [dukedom. 

Look  here,  look  well;  the  best  meat  in  the 
The  rarest,  and  the  choicest  of  all  diets ! 
This  will  I give  thee,  but  to  satisfy  me 
(That  is,  not  to  dissemble),  this  rare  lobster, 
This  pheasant  of  the  sea,  this  dish  for  princes. 
And  ;U1  this  thou  shalt  enjoy,  eat  all  thyself; 
Have  good  Greek  wine,  or  any  thing  belongs 
A wench,  if  it  desire  one.  [to't, 

Pen.  All  this,  signor? 

Clau.  All,  and  a greater  far  than  this— 
Pen.  A greater  ? 

Clau.  If  thou  deserve  by  telling  truth. 
Pen.  A wench  too?  [knave  now, 

Clau.  Or  any  thing;  but  if  you  play  the 
The  cozening  knave,  besides  the  loss  of  this 
(In  which  th’  hast  parted  with  a paradise), 

I ne’er  will  give  thee  meat  more,  not  a morsel ; 
No  smell  of  meat,  by  uiy  means,  shall  come 
near  thee, 

Nor  name  of  any  thing  that’s  nourishing; 
But  to  thy  old  part,  Tantulns,  again 
Thou  shalt  return,  and  there  snap  at  a shadow* 
Pen.  Upon  this  point,  had  I intended 
.reason, 

Or  any  thing  might  call  my  life  in  question. 
Follow’d  with  all  the  tortures  time  could 
think  on 

(Give  me  but  time  to  eat  this  lovely  lobster. 
This  alderman  o’  th'  sea,  and  give  me  wine 
to  him), 

I'd  reveal  all;  and  if  that  all  were  too  little, 
More  than  I know.  Bartello  holds  in  with  her, 
The  captain  of  the  citadel;  but  you  need 
not  fear  him,  [ries. 

His  tongue’s  the  stiffest  weapon  that  lie  car- 
He’s  old  and  out  of  use : there  are  some  other, 
Men  young  enough,  handsome,  and  bold 
enough,  [but  tliey  want,  sir, 

Could  they  come  but  to  make  theirgameonce; 
They  want  the  unde  quure , they’re  laid  by 
then. 

Enter  Bartello. 

You  only  arc  the  man  shall  knock  the  nail 
Bart.  How  now,  Penurio?  [in — 

Pen.  Your  worship's  fairly  met,  sir. — 
You  shall  hear  further  from  ine:  steal  aside, 
sir. 

Clau.  Remember  your  master  for  those 
chains.  ♦ [Exit. 


I’ll  lend  thine  honour .]  The  variation  proposed  by  Sympson, 


Pen. 
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[Act  4.  Scene  5. 


Pen.  They're  ready,  sir. 

Bart.  What  young  thing's  this?  By  his 
habit  he’s  a merchant ; ^ [fish, 

I fear  he  trades  my  way  too. — You  dried  dog- 
What  bait  was  that? 

Pen.  Who,  sir?  the  thing  went  hence  now? 

A notable  young  whelp — 

Bart.  To  what  end,  sirrah?  [be  married; 

Pen.  Came  to  buy  chains  and  rings,  is  to 
An  ass,  a coxcomb!  li'has  nothing  in  his 
house,  sir.  [tress? 

I warrant,  you  think  he  came  to  sec  my  mis- 
Burt.  I doubt  it  shrewdly. 

Pen.  Away,  away,  ’tis  foolish!  [man; 

IT  has  not  the  face  to  look  upon  a gcntlewo- 
A poor  skitnm’d  thing!  bis  mother’s  maids 

are  fain,  sir,  [married, 

To  teach  him  how  to  kiss;  and,  ’gainst  he’s 
To  shew  him  on  which  side  the  stirrop  stands. 

Burt.  That  is  a fine  youth. 

Pen.  Thou  wouldst  hang  thyself, 

That  thou  hadst  half  his  power,  thou  empty 
potgun. 

Burt.  Am  I come  fit,  Pcnurio? 

Pen.  As  fit  as  a fiddle; 

My  master’s  now  abroad  ab(4it  his  business. 

Bart.  When  thou 

Cam’st  to  me  home  to-day,  I half  suspected 
My  wife  was  jealous,  that  she  whisper’d  to 
thee.  [no  such  matter; 

Pen.  You  deserve  well  the  whilst.  There’s 
She  talk’d  about  some  toys  my  master  must 
You  must  not  know  of.  [bring  to  her, 

Bart.  I’ll  take  no  note,  Pcnurio. 

Pen.  No,  nor  you  shall  not,  ’till  you  have  it 
soundly. 

This  is  the  bravest  capitano  pompo! 

Enter  Isabella. 

But  I shall  pump  you  anon,  sir. 

hub.  Oh,  my  Bartello ! [you  sweet  rogue ! 

Burt.  You  pretty  rogue,  you  little  rogue, 

Away,  Penurio;  go  and  walk  i’  th’Horse-fair. 

Isab.  You  don’t  love  me. 

Burt.  Thou  licst,  thou  little  rascal ! 

There,  sirrah;  to  your  centry ! 

Pen.  How  the  colt  itches! 

Til  help  you  to  a curry-comb  shall  claw  you. 

[Exit. 

Isab.  And  bow  much  dost  thou  love  me? 

Burt.  Let’s  go  in  quickly ; 

I’ll  tell  thee  presently,  I’ll  inensurc’t  to  thee. 
hub.  No  busses  first?  Sit  o’  my  knee,  my 
brave  boy,  me ; 

My  valiant  boy!  Don’t  look  so  fiercely  on 
Thou’lt  fright  me  with  thy  face.  Come,  buss 
again,  chick! 

Smile  in  my  face,  you  mad  thing  ! 

Bart.  I’m  mad  indeed,  wench ! 

Precious!  I’m  all  o*  fire. 

Jsab.  I’ll  warm  thee  better.  [bellows: 

Bart.  I’ll  warm  thee  too,  or  I’ll  blow  out  ray 

36  Bar.  Go  let  fcm  in , &c.]  The  change  of  the  speakers  here  is  from  Mr.  'I  hcobald  s mar- 
gin. The  reader  will  easily  see  the  necessity  of  it.  Sympson.  ^ f 


Ila,  you  sweet  rogue,  you  loving  rogue!  a 
boy  now, 

A soldier  1 will  get,  shall  prove  a fellow. 
Enter  Jaquenct  and  Penurio . 

Jaq.  Mistress,  look  to  yourself,  my  mas- 
ter’s coming ! 

Burt.  The  devil  come  and  go  with  him ! 
Pen.  The  devil’s  come  indeed;  lie  brings 
your  wife,  sir. 

Isab.  We  are  undone,  undone  then  ! 

Burt.  My  wile  witli  him? 

Why,  this  is  a dismal  day. 

Pen.  They’re  bard  by  too,  sir. 

Bart.  I must  not,  dare  not  see  her* 

Isab.  Nor  my  husband, 

For  twenty  thousand  pound. 

Bart.  That  I were  a cat  now, 

Or  any  thing  could  run  into  a bench-hole! 
Saint  Anthony’s  lire  upon  the  rogue  has 
brought  her ! [matter ! 

Where  shall  I be? — Just  in  the  nick  o’  thf 
When  I had  her  at  my  mercy ! — Think,  for 
Heav'n’s  sake  ! 

My  wife?  All  the  wild  furies  hell  has — 

Pen.  Up  the  chimney  ! [sently. 

Bart.  They’ll  smoke  me  out  there  pre- 
Isab.  There,  there,  it  must  be  there, 
We’re  all  undone  else;  it  must  be  up  the 
Bart.  Give  me  a ladder.  [chimney. 

halt.  You  must  use  your  art,  sir; 

Alas,  we  have  no  ladders. 

Bart.  Pox-o’  thy  husband  ! 

Does  lie  ne’er  mend  his  house  ? 

Pen.  No,  nor  himself  neither. 

Up  nimbly,  sir,  up  nimbly ! 

Bart.  Thou  know’st  I am  fat. 

Thou  merciless  lean  rogue. 

Pen.  Will  you  be  kill’d? 

For  if  he  take  you — 

Burt.  Lend  me  thy  shoulder. 

Pen.  bolt,  sir!  [else. 

You’ll  tread  my  shoulder-bones  into  my  sides 
Have  you  fast,  hold  o’  th’  hare  ? 

Bart.  A vengeance  bar  ’em ! 

Isab.  Patience,  good  captain,  patience; 
quickly,  quickly ! 

Bart.  D’yotrthink  I’m  made  of  smoke? 
Pen,  Now  he  ta^ks  of  smoke, 

What  if  my  master  should  call  for  fire? 

Bart.  Will  you  martyr  me  ? 

Isab.  He  must  needs  have  it. 

Bart.  Will  you  make  me  bacon  ? 
hab.  We’ll  do  the  best  wc  can.  Are  all 
things  ready? 

Pen.  AH,  all;  I have  ’em  all. 

Isub.  Go  let  'em  in  then16.  [Exit  Pen. 
Not  a word  now*  on  your  life! 

Bart.  I hang  like  a meteor. 

Enter  Lopez  and  Rodope. 

Lopez.  You’re  welcome,  lady. 
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Rod.  You  arc  too,  too  courteous ; 

But  I shall  make  amend*.  Fair  Isabella — 

I fab.  Welcome,  my  worthy  friend,  most 
kindly  welcome ! [foolery. 

Had.  I hear  on’t,  and  1*11  lit  him  for  his 
Lope;.  Some  sweetmeats,  wife;  some 
sweet-meats  presently ! 

B«rt.  Oh,  my  sour  sauce ! 

Lopez.  Away  quick,  Isabella.  [Exit  hub. 
Did  y'hear  him  ? 

Rod.  Yes,  yes,  perfectly;  proceed,  sir. 
Lopez.  Speak  loud  enough. — Dare  you  at 
length  but  pity  me?  [sons  to  me, 

Rod.  ’Faith,  sir,  you’ve  us’d  so  many  reu- 
And  those  so  powerfully — 

Lopez.  Keep  this  kiss  for  me. 

Bart.  And  do  I stand  and  hear  this? 

Rod.  This  for  me,  sir.  [band — 

This  is  some  comfort  now:  alas,  my  hus* 
But  why  do  I think  of  so  poor  a fellow, 

So  wretched,  so  debauch’d  ? 

Bart.  That’s  I : I’m  bound 
To  hear  it. 

Rod.  I dare  n’t  lie  with  him,  he  is 
So  rank  a whore-master— 

Lopez.  And  that’s 
A dangerous  point. 

Ro<l.  Upon  my  conscience,  sir, 

He’d  stick  a thousand  base  diseases  on  me. 
Bart.  And  now’  must  I say  nothing! 

Lopez.  I’m  sound,  lady. 

Rod.  That’s  it  that  make6  me  love  you. 
Ijope;,  Let’s  kiss  again  then! 

Rod.  Do,  do! 

B<irt.  Do?  the  devil 
Au«i  the  grand  pox  do  with  yon  ! 

Lopez.  Do  you  hear  him?  well — 


Enter  Pcnurio  and  Isabella . 

Now,  what’s  the  news  with  you? 

Pen.  The  sound  of  war,  sir,  feity; 

Foines  still  along:  the  duke  will  charge  the 
We’ve  lost,  they  say. 

Ij>pez.  What  shall  become  of  me  then* 
And  iny  poor  wealth  ? 

Bart.  Even  liang’d,  I hope.  [what 

Rod.  Remove  your  jewels  presently,  and 
You  have  of  wealth,  into  the  citadel; 

Tliere  all’s  secure. 

Ijopez.  I humbly  thank  you,  lady. 

Fcnorio,  get  me  some  can  climb  the  chimney, 
For  there  my  jewels  arc,  my  best,  my  richest; 
I hid  ’em,  fearing  such  a blow. 

Fen.  Most  happily  [nios; 

I have  two  boys,  that  nsc  to  sweep  foul  ehiin- 
Truly,  I brought  ’em,  sir,  to  mock  your  wor- 
ibip, 

lor  the  great  fires  you  keep,  and  the  frill  diet. 
Jjpez.  I forgive  thee,  knave.  Where  are 
P m.  Here,  sir,  here.  [they ? 

Monsieur  Black,  will  your  small  worship 
mount? 


Enter  two  Boys. 

1 Boy.  Madam,  b be  com  to  creep  up  into 
jour  chimney,  and  make  you  [Boy  sings. 


Cleane,  as  any  lady  in  de  world:  ma  litla, 
Chanta,  frere,  clmnta.  [litla  front,  and  b. 
Pen.  Come,  monsieur,  mounte,  mounte ! 
mount,  monsieur  Mustard-pot ! [Boy  sings. 
1 Boy.  Monsieur,  e have  cl  is  for  votra 
burba,  pie  ta  von,  monsieur. 

Pen.  Mounte,  monsieur,  mounts ; dere  be 
some  line  tings—  [sieur. 

1 Boy.  Me  will  creep  like  de  ferret,  mon- 
Pen.  Dere  in  de  chimney. 

. [The  Boy  above  singing. 

1 Boy.  Here  be  de  sheildoduc  slmson,  ma- 
dam. [Boy  goes  in  behind  the  Arras. 
Pen.  There’s  a bird’s  nest;  I would  have 
you  climb  it,  monsieur:  [monsieur! 

Up,  tny  fine  singing  monsieur.  That's  a fine 
Lopez . Watch  him,  he  do  not  steal. 

Pen.  i warrant' you,  sir. 

I/)pez.  These  boys  are  knavish. 

Pen.  I’ll  look  to  him  tightly. 

Boy  [wRAinj.  Madam,  here  bede  rat,de  rat, 
madam! 

Enter  Bartcllo , with  the  Boy  singing  on  his 
shoulder. 

Ijopcz.  Lord!  w bat  comes  here? 

A walking  apparition  ? 
hub.  Saint  Christopher ! 

Rod.  Mercy  o’  me,  what  is  it? 

How  like  my  husband  it  looks ! 

Bart.  Get  you  down,  devil;  [chimnied? 
I’ll  break  your  neck  else.  Was  e’er  man  thus 
Lopez.  Go,  pay  the  boys  well ; see  them 
satisfied.  [blackberries ! 

Pen.  Come,  monsieur  Devils;  come,  my 
I’ll  butter  you  o’  both  sides. 

Boy.  Adieu,  muduuie ! adieu,  roadame  ! 

[Exit. 

Jsab.  Nay,  even  look,  sir.  Are  you  cool’d 
now,  captain?  [too! 

Bart.  I am  cuckolded,  and  fool’d  to  boot 
Fool’d  fearfully,  fool’d  shamefully. 

Lopez.  You’re  welcome,  sir. 

I’m  glad  I’ve  any  thing  within  these  doors,  sir. 
To  make  you  merry.  You  love  my  wife,  I 
You’ve  skew’d  your  love.  [thank  yon; 

Bart.  Wife,  am  I this?  this  odd  matter, 
This  monstrous  thing? 

Rod.  You  ought,  but  yet  you  arc  not : 

I've  been  bold  with  you,  sir,  hut  yet  not 
As  I have  faith,  I have  not.  [basely; 

Lopez.  Sir,  believe  it.  [trespass : 

Twas  all  meant  but  to  make  you  fifcel  your 
We  knew  your  hour,  and  all  this  fashion'd 
Bart.  Were  you  o’  tli* plot  too?  [for  it. 
Jsab.  Yes,  by  my  troth,  sweet  captain. 
Bart.  You  will  forgive  me,  wife? 

Rod.  You  will  deserve  it  ? 

Bart.  But  that  to  ill’  venture. 

Rod.  Tims  am  I friends  qgaiu  then;  [you. 
And,  as  you  ne'er  had  gone  astray,  thus  kiss 
Bert.  And  I’ll  kiss  you ; and  you  too  ask 
forgiveness.  [l>er. 

Kiss  my  wife,  Lopez;  ’tis  but  in  jest,  rcniern- 
And  now,  all  friends  together  to  my  castle, 

\Y  here 
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Where  we’ll  all  dine,  and  there  discourse 
these  stories ; 

And  let  him  be  chimney-swept,  in’s  lust  that 
glories!  [fircunL 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Silvio  and  Belvldere , severally. 

Sit.  Hail,  reverend  dame ! Heav’n  wait 
upon  thy  studies ! [battle  ended  ? 

Bel.  You  are  well  met,  son.  What,  is  the 
Sit.  Mother,  ’tis  done. 

Bel.  How  has  thy  honour  prosper'd  ? 

Sit.  The  duchess  has  the  day;  Sienna’s 
prisoner ; [mounted  him, 

Arm’d  with  thy  powerful  art,  this  arm  dis- 
Kecciv’d  him  then  on  foot,  and  in  fair  valour 
Forc’d  him  mine  ow  n : this  jewel  I took  from 
him 

(It  hung  upon  his  casque),  the  victor’s  tri- 
umph ; 

And  to  the  duchess  now  a prisoner  [mother. 
I’ve  render’d  him;  come  off  again  unknown, 
Bel.  Tis  well  done : let  me  see  the  jewel, 
son ! 

*Tis  a rich  one,  curious  set, 

Fit  a prince’s  burgonet*7. 

This  rich  token  late  was  sent 
By  the  duchess,  with  intent 
The  marriage  next  day  to  begin. 

Dost  thou  know  what’s  hid  within  ? 

Wipe  thine  eyes,  and  then  come  near; 

See  the  beauteous  Belvidere ! 

Now  behold  it. 

Sit.  Oh,  my  saint ! 

JBel.  Wear  it  nobly ; do  not  faint. 

Sit.  How  blest  am  I in  this  rich  spoil,  this 
picture ! 

For  ever  will  I keep  it  here,  here,  mother, 


[Act  5.  Scene  1< 

For  ever  honour  it:  how  oft,  how  chastly 
Have  I embrac’d  the  life  of  this,  and  kiss’d  it? 
Bel.  The  day  draws  on  that  thou  must 
home  return,  [tion ; 

And  make  thy  answer  to  the  duchess’  ques- 
I know  it  troubles  thee;  for  if  thou  fail  in’t — 
Sil.  Oh,  I must  die ! 

Bel.  Fear  uot,  fear  not;  Fll  be  nigh ! 

Cast  thy  trouble  on  my  back ! 

Art  nor  cunning  shall  not  lack. 

To  preserve  thee,  still  to  keep 
What  thy  edvious  foemen  seelc. 

Go  boldly  home,  and  lei  thy  mind 
No  distrustful  crosses  find  ! 

All  sludl  happen  for  the  best; 

Souls  walk  thro’  sorrows  that  are  blest* 

Sil.  Then  I go  confident. 

Bel.  But  first,  my  son, 

A thankful  service  must  be  done : 

The  good  old  woman  for  her  pain. 

When  every  thing  stands  fair  again, 

Must  ask  a poor  boon,  and  that  granting, 
There's  nothing  to  thy  journey  wanting. 

Sif.  Except  the  trial  of  my  soul  to  mis- 
chief, [nour. 

And,  as  I am  a knight,  and  love  mine  ho- 
I grant  it,  whatsoever — 

Bel.  Thy  pure  soul 
Shall  never  sink  for  me,  nor  bowl. 

Sil.  Then  any  thing. 

Bel.  When  1 shall  ask,  remember!  [me! 
Sil.  If  I forget,  Heaven’s  goodness  forget 
Bel.  On  thy  journey  then  awliile  ! 

To  the  next  cross-way  and  stile 
I’ll  conduct  thee ; keep  thee  true. 

To  thy  mistress  and  thy  vow. 

And,  let  all  their  envies  fall ! 

I’ll  be  with  thee,  and  quench  all.  [Exeunt . 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Duchess , Duke  of  Sienna,  and  Lords. 

Duke.  T ADY,  the  stubborn  war’s  more 
mild  than  you  are, 

Thatallows  ransom,  and  the  prisoner  taken — 
Duck.  We  must  not  be  too  hasty:  remem- 
ber, sir. 

The  wrong  and  violence  you’ve  offer’d  us; 

Burnt  up  our  frontier  towns,  made  prey  be- 
fore you  [subjects ; 

Both  of  our  beasts  and  corn  ; slain  our  dear 
n’d  the  fountain  eyes  of  thousand  widows, 
t daily  fling  their  curses  on  your  fury: 

What  ord’nary  satisfaction  can  salve  this? 

What  liasty-thought-on  ransom  give  a re- 
medy ? [counsel : 

You  must  excuse  us  yet;  we’ll  take  more 

*7  A piincesse  burgonet."] 


In  the  mean  time,  not  as  a prisoner, 

But  as  a noble  prince,  we  entertain  yon. 

Duke.  I’m  at  your  mercy,  lady;  ’tis  ray 
fortune,  [have  me; 

My  stubborn  fate!  the  day  is  yours,  you 
The  valour  of  one  single  man  has  cross’d  me. 
Cross'd  me  and  all  my  hope ; for  when  the 
battles 

Were  at  the  hottest  game  of  all  their  furies 
(And  conquest  ready  then  to  crown  ine  vic- 
tor), [virtue. 

One  single  man  broke  in,  one  sword,  one  / 
(A ud  by  his  great  example  thousands  fol- 
low’d) [me ! 

Oh,  how  I shame  to  think  on’t ! how  it  shakes 
Nor  could  our  strongest  head  then  stop  his 
fury. 

But,  like  a tempest,  bore  the  field  before  him. 
Corrected  by  Sympson. 
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Act  5.  Scene  1.] 

Till  he  arriv’d  at  me;  with  me  he  buckled ; 
Awhile  I held  him  plaj;  at  length  his  vio- 
lence [su'd  me ; 

Beat  me  from  my  saddle,  then  on  foot  pur- 
There  triumph'd  once  again,  then  took  me 
prisoner: 

When  I was  gone,  a fear  possess'd  my  people. 
Duch.  One  single  arm,  in  a just  cause, 
Heat’n  prospers.— 

Is  not  this  stranger-knight  as  yet  discover'd, 
That  we  may  give  his  virtue  a due  honour  ? 
Lord.  Not  yet,  that  we  hear,  madam;  but 
to  tlat  purpose 

Two  days  ago  we  publish'd  proclamations. 

Enter  Soto  with  a Trumpet , and  Silvio. 

Soto.  Oh,  dainty  duchess,  here  I bring 
that  knight 

Before  thy  fragrant  face,  that  warlike  wight, 
lie  that  Sienna's  duke,  and  all  his  louts, 

Beat  (os  the  proverb  seemly  says)  to  clouts ; 
He  that  unhors’d  the  man  o’  fame  to  boot, 
And  bootless  taught  Isis  grace  to  walk  afoot; 
He  that  your  writings,  pack’d  to  every  pillar, 
Promis’d  promotion  to,  and  store  of  siller ; 
That  very  man  I set  before  thy  grace, 

And  once  again  pronounce,  this  man  it  was. 
Duch.  A pretty  foolish  squire  ! what  must 
the  knight  be? 

Duke.  Some  juggler,  or  some  mnd-man. 
Sil.  I was  not  so,  [ine  ; 

When  thy  faint  troops  in  flocks  1 beat  before 
When,  thro*  the  thickest  of  thy  wurlike  horse, 

I shot  myself  e’en  to  thy  standard,  duke, 

And  there  found  tliee,  there  singled  thee, 
there  sliew’d  thee  [stood'st  me. 

The  temper  of  my  sword.  'Tis  true,  thou 
Ami  like  a noble  soldier  bidst  me  welcome ; 
And  this  I'll  say,  more  honour11  in  that  arm 
I found  and  tried,  than  all  thy  army  carried ; 
W hat  follows,  thy  imprisonment  can  tell  tliee. 
Duke.  His  fair  relation  curries  truth  and 
virtue ; 

And  by  those  arms  I see  (for  such  were  his, 
$o  old,  so  rutty),  this  may  be  he  that  forc’d 
roe.  [casque  I rent  it, 

Sit.  D'you  know  this  jewel?  from  your 
K’en  as  I clos'd,  and  forc’d  you  from  your 
IP you  now  remember  me?  [saddle  : 

Duke.  This  is  the  valour. 

Madam;  for  certain,  he;  it  must  be  he; 

That  day  I wore  this  jewel : you  remember  it. 
Duch.  Yea,  very  well : not  loug  before,  I 
sent  it. 

Duke.  That  day  I Jost  this  jewel,  in  fight  f 
lost  it ; 


I felt  his  strokes,  and  felt  him  take  it  from 
me ; 

I wore  it  in  my  casque.  Take  it  again,  sir ; 
You  won  it  nobly,  ’tis  the  prize  of  honour. 
Soto.  My  father  and  myself  are  made  for 
ever!  [knight  first  I raise  you; 

Duch.  Kneel  down,  brave  sir.  Thus,  my 
(Gird  on  a sword);  next,  gen’ral  of  my  army 
(Give  him  a staff );  last,  one  in  counsel  near 
me. 

Now,  make  us  happy  with  your  sight. — How ! 

Silvio  ? [ Discovers  himself. 

Have  I on  thee  bestow’d  this  love,  this  ho- 
nour? [favours? 

The  treasons  thou  hast  wrought  set  off  vvith 
Unarm  him  presently ! — Oh,  thou  foul  traitor. 
Traitor  tome,  mine  honour,  and  my  country, 
Thou  kiudler  of  these  wars — 

Sil.  Mistake  not,  madam! 

Duch.  Away  with  him  to  prison,  [sirrah. 
See  him  safe  kept. — The  law  shall  shortly. 
Find  fitter  titles  for  you  than  I gave  you. 
Soto.  This  is  the  youth  that  kill'd  me ; 1*11 
he  quit  with  him.  [him  ! 

What  a blind  rogue  was  I,  I could  ne'er  know 
A n’t  please  your  grace,  I claim  the  benefit 
O’  tli  proclamation  tliat  proclaim'd  liim  trai- 
I brought  him  in.  [tor; 

Duch.  Thou  shalt  liave  thy  reward  for*t. 
Soto.  Let  him  be  bang’d,  or  drown'd  then. 
Duch.  Away  with  him  ! [you're  tied  to  it, 
Sil.  Madam,  I crave  your  promise  first; 
You've  pass’d  your  princely  word. 

Duch.  Prove  it,  and  take  it. 

Sil.  This  is  the  day  appointed, 

Appointed  by  your  grace,  for  my  appearance, 
To  aussver  to  the  question. 

Duch.  I remember  it. 

Sit.  I claim  it  then. 

Duch.  If  you  perform  it  not. 

The  penalty  you  claim  too. 

Sit.  I not  repent  it. 

Ifl  absolve  the  words — 

Duch.  Your  life  is  free  then.  [wishes, 
You've  drawn  a speedy  course  above  my 
To  my  revenge : be  sure  you  hit  it  right. 

Or  I'll  be  sure  you  shall  not  scape  the  danger. 
Sil.  My  rest  is  up  now,  madam19. 

Duch.  Then  play’t  cunningly. 

Sil.  Now,  where's  the  hag?  where  noware 
all  her  promises  [me? 

She  would  be  with  me,  strengthen  me,  inform 
My  death  will  now  be  double  death,  ridicu- 
lous. 

She  was  wont  still  to  be  near,  to  feel  my 
miseries, 


51  Afore  honour  in  that  arm. ] Sympson  (thinking  the  arm  an  improper  situation  for  ho- 
nour) would  substitute  valour  tor  honour , wrhich  we  think  quite  unnecessary. 

19  Afy  resist  up.]  From  the  duchess’s  answer,  this  appears  to  be  a phrase  used  at  some 
kind  of  game.  So  in  Churchyard's  Challenge,  p.  C2,  ‘On  which  resolution  the  souldier  sets 
1 UP  his  rest , and  commonly  hazards  the  winning  or  loosing  of  as  great  a thing  as  life  inay 
‘ he  worth,  Ac.'  Again,  p.  115, 

‘ Spoyle  bringp  home  plagues  to  wife  and  children  both, 

* \\  hen  husband  hath  at  play  set  up  his  rest.'  D. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  1. 


And  with  her  art — I see  her  no  where  now  ! 
What  have  I undertaken?  Now  she  fails  ine; 
No  comfort  now  I find ; how  my  soul  stag* 
gere ! [me: 

Till  this  hour  never  fear  nor  doubt  possess’d 
She  cannot  come,  she  will  not  come,  sh’  has 
fool’d  me,  [ruin, 

(Sure  she’s  the  devil)  has  drawn  me  on  to 
And  now  to  death  bequeaths  me  in  ray  dan- 
ger. [changes. 

Duke.  He  stands  distracted,  and  his  colour 
Duch.  I’ve  given  him  that  will  make  his 
Shortly  his  life.  [blood  forsake  him, 

Duke.  His  hands  and  contemplation 
Have  motion  still ; the  rest  is  earth  already. 
Duch.  Come,  will  you  speak,  or  pray? 
Your  time  grows  out,  sir. 

How  ev’ry  where  he  looks ! He’s  at  last  cast. 
Enter  Bclvidcre,  who  secretly  gives  him  a pa- 
per, and  exit . 

Duke.  His  colour  comes  again  fresh. 
Duch.  Tis  a flash,  sir,  [answer  ? 

Before  the  flame  burns  out.  Can  you  yet 
Sil.  Yes,  madam,  now  1 can. 

Duch.  1 fear  you’ll  fail  in’t. 

Sil.  And  do  not  think  my  silence  a presage, 
Or  omen  to  my  end  ; you  shall  not  find  it; 
I’m  bred  a soldier,  not  an  orator,  [for  me, 
Madam,  peruse  this  scrawl ; let  that  speak 
And,  as  you’re  royal,  wrong  not  the  construc- 
tion ! 

Duch.  By  Heav’n,  you  shall  have  fair  play ! 
Sil.  I shall  look  fort. 

QUESTION. 

Tell  me  what  is  that  only  tiling. 

For  which  all  women  long ; 

Yet  having  what  they  most  desire, 

To  have  it  docs  them  wrong? 
ANSWER. 

Tis  not  to  be  chaste,  nor  fair, 

(Such  gifts  malice  may  impuir) 

Richly  trimm’U40,  to  walk  or  ride, 

Or  to  wanton  unespied ; 

To  preserve  an  honest  name, 

And  so  to  give  it  up  to  fame; 

These  are  toys.  In  good  or  ill, 

They  desire  to  have  their  will : 

Yet,  when  they  have  it,  they  abuse  it. 
For  they  know  not  how  to  use  it. 

Duch.  You’ve  answer’d  right,  and  gain’d 
your  life  ; I give  it.  [madam, 

Sil.  Oh,  happy  hag! — But  my  most  gracious 
Your  promise  tied  a nobler  favour  to  me. 
Duch.  Tis  true;  my  daughter  too. 

Sil.  I hope  you’ll  keep  it. 

Duch.  Tis  not  in  my  power  now : she’s 
long  since  wander’d,  [have  not 

Stol’nVrom  the  court  and  me;  and  what  I 
I cannot  give.  No  man  can  tell  me  of  her, 
Nor  no  search  find  her  out ; aud  if  not  Silvio, 
Which  strongly  I believe — 


Sil.  M ock  me  not,  lady ! 

For,  as  I am  a servant  to  her  virtue, 

Since  my  first  hour  of  exile,  I ne’er  saw  her! 
Lord.  That  she  is  gone,  ’tis  too,  too  true, 
and  lamentable : 

Our  last  hope  was  in  you. 

SiL  What  do  I here  then,  [honour? 
And  wherefore  have  I life  bestow’d  and 
To  what  end  do  I walk?  for  men  to  wonder 
at  ? [honours  from  me, 

And  fight,  and  fool?  Pray  you  take  your 
(My  sorrows  are  not  fit  companions  for ’em) 
And,  when  you  please,  my  life. — Art  thou 
gone,  mistress?  [vow  I make  thee, 

And  wander'st  Heav’n  knows  where — This 
That  ’till  I find  thee  out,  and  see  those  fair 
eyes,  [into  me, 

Those  eyes  that  shed  their  lights  and  life 
Never  to  know  a friend,  to  seek  a kindred; 
To  rest  where  pleasure  dwells,  and  painted 
glory ; [wander. 

But  thro’  the  world,  the  wide  world,  thus  to 
The  wretched  world,  alone,  no  comfort  with 
me ; 

But  the  mere  meditations  of  thy  goodness  ! 
Honour  and  greatness,  thus  adieu  ! 

Enter  Belvidcre . 

Bel.  Stay,  Silvio ! 

And,  lady,  sit  again  ! I come  for  justice. 

Sil.  VV’hat  would  she  now  ? 

Bel.  To  claim  thy  promise,  Silvio; 

Tlie  boon  thou  swor’st  to  give  me. 

Duke.  What  may  this  be? 

A woman  or  a devil? 

Duch.  Tis  a witch  sure;  [riddle. 

And  by  her  means  he  came  t’ untwist  this. 
Sil.  That  I’m  bound  to  her  for  my  life, 
mine  honour, 

And  many  other  thousand  ways  for  comfort, 

I here  confess;  confess  a promise  too,  [vours, 
That  what  she’d  ask  me  to  requite  these  fa- 
Within  th’ endeavour  of  my  life  to  grant, 

I would ; and  here  I stand,  my  word’s  full 
master  [with  me: 

Bel.  1 wish  nd  more ! Great  lady,  witness 
The  boon  I crave  for  all  my  service  to  thee, 
Is  now  to  he  thy  wife,  to  grant  me  marriage. 

Sil.  IIow!  for  to  marry  thee?  Ask  again, 
Thou  wilful  woman,  ask  again  ! [woman; 
Bel.  No  more,  sir. 

Sil.  Ask  land,  and  life ! 

Bel.  I ask  thee,  for  a husband,  [powder; 
Soto.  Marry  her,  and  beat  her  into  gun- 
She’d  make  rare  crackers. 

Sil.  Ask  a better  fortune; 

Thou  art  too  old  to  marry ; I a soldier. 

And  always  married  to  uiy  sword. 

Bel.  Thy  word,  fool ! [yet ! 

Break  that,  and  I'll  break  ull  thy  fortunes 
Duch.  He  shall  not; 

I’m  witness  to  his  faith,  and  FU  compel  it. 
Duke.  Tis  fit  you  hold  your  word,  sir. 


Richly  trimm'd.]  i.  e.  Richly  dress'd.  See  note  20,  p.  46  of  this  vol. 
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Act  5.  Scene  2.] 

Sil.  Oh,  most  wretched ! [wishes ; 

Duch.  This  was  a fortune  now  beyond  my 
For  now  my  daughter’s  free,  if  e’er  I find  her. 
Duke.  But  not  from  me. 

Duch.  You’re  sharer  in  this  happiness. 
Myself  will  wait  upon  this  marriage, 

And  doth'  old  woman  all  the  honour  possible. 
Duke.  I'll  lead  the  knight;  and  what 
there  wants  in  dalliance, 

Well  take  it  out  in  drink. 

Sil.  Oh,  wretched  Silvio!  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Lopez  and  liuhelln. 

Lopez.  Hast  thou  sent  for  him? 
hob.  Yes. 

Lopez.  A young  man,  sayst  thou  ? 

Jsab.  Yes,  very  young,  and  very  amorous. 
Lopez.  A nd  handsome  ? 
lsab.  As  the  town  affords. 

Lopez.  And  dar’st  thou 
Be  so  far  good,  and  mistress  of  thine  honour, 
To  slight  these  ? 

Jsab.  For  my  husband’s  sake,  to  curse  'em: 
And,  since  you've  made  me  mistress  of  my 
fortune, 

Never  to  point  at  any  joy,  but  husband. 

I could  have  cozen’d  you ; but  so  much  1 
love  you, 

And  now  so  much  I weigh  the  estimation 
Of  an  unspotted  wife — 

Lopez.  1 dare  believe  thee;  [spirit. 

And  never  more  shall  doubt  torment  my 

Enter  Penurio. 

lush.  How  now,  Penurio  ? 

Pen.  The  thing's  coming,  mistress. 

Lopez.  I'll  take  my  standing.  [Exit. 

Pen.  Do,  and  I'll  take  mine. 

Isab.  Where  didst  tliou  leave  him? 

Pen.  I left  him  in  a cellar,  [mistress ; 
Where  he  has  paid  me  tightly,  paid  me  home, 
We'd  an  hundred  and  fifty  healths  to  you, 
sweet  mistress,  [master. 

And  threescore  and  ten  damnations  to  ray 
Mistress,  shall  l speak  a foolish  word  to  you? 
Isab.  What’s  that,  Penurio?  The  fellow's 
drunk. 

Pen.  I would  feign  know  your  body. 

Isab.  How's  that?  how's  that,  prithee? 
Pen.  I would  know  it  carnally;  I would 
congl  urinate. 
hub.  The  reason,  sirrah  ? 

Pen.  Lobster,  sweet  mistress,  lobster ! 
Isab.  Thy  master  hears. 

Pen.  Lobster,  sweet  master,  lobster ! 

Isab.  Thou  art  the  most  precious  rogue. 

Enter  CLmdio. 

Pen.  Most  precious  lobster ! 

Isab.  D'vou  see  who's  here?  Go  sleep, 
you  drunken  rascal ! * 

Pen.  Remember  you  refuse  me,  arm’d  in 
lobster!  [£rif. 


Isab.  Oh,  my  lost  Rugio!  welcome,  wel- 
come, welcome  1 

A thousand  welcomes  here  I'll  seal. 

Clau.  Pray  you  stay,  lady : [fit  now, 

D'  you  love  me  ever  at  this  rate  ? or  is  tl»e 
By  reason  of  some  wrong  done  by  your 
More  fervent  on  you  ? [husband, 

Isab.  Can  I chuse  but  love  thee?  [me. 
Thou  art  my  martyr ; tliou  hast  suffer’d  for 
My  sweet,  sweet  Rugio! 

Clan.  Do  you  do  this  seriously? 

Tis  true,  I would  be  entertain’d  thus. 

Isab.  These  are  nothing. 

No  kisses,  no  embraces,  no  endearments, 

To  those — 

Clau.  Do  what  you  will. 

Isab.  Those  that  shall  follow,  [ you  ? 
Those  I will  crown  our  love  withal.  Why  sigh 
Why  look  you  sad,  my  dear  one? 

Clau.  Nay,  faith,  nothing;  [to  me, 

But  methinks  so  sweet  a beauty  as  yoursshews 
And  such  an  innocence  as  you  may  make  it, 
Should  hold  a longer  siege. 

Isab.  Ila ! you  speak  truth,  sir. 

Clau . I would  not  have  it  so. 

Isab.  And  now  methinks, 

Now  I consider  truly  wlmt  becomes  me, 

I have  been  cozen'd,  fearfully  abus'd. 

My  reason  blinded 

Clau.  Nay,  I did  but  jest  with  you. 

Isab.  I’ll  take  you  at  your  word,  and  thank 
you  for’t,  sir ; 

And  now,  I see  no  sweetness  in  that  person, 
Nothing  to  stir  me  to  abuse  a husband, 

To  ruin  my  fair  fame 

Clau.  Good  Isabella ! [dote  on; 

Isab . No  handsome  man,  no  any  thing  to 
No  face,  no  tongue  to  catch  me;  poor  at  all 
Aud  I an  ass ! [points, 

Clau.  Why  do  you  wrong  me,  lady? 

If  I were  thus,  and  had  no  youth  upon  me; 
My  service  of  so  mean  a way  to  win  you ; 
(Winch  you  yourself  are  conscious  must 
deserve  you,  [reach  you) 

If  y’luid  thrice  the  beauty  you  possess,  must 
If  m my  tongue  your  fame  lay  wreck’d,  aud 
ruin’d 

With  every  cup  I drink ; if  in  opinion 
I were  a lost,  defam’d  man — Bur  t is  common. 
Where  wc  love  most,  where  most  we  stake 
our  fortunes,  [you  well  ! 

There  least  and  basest  we’re  rewarded ! Fare 
Know  now,  I hate  you  too  as  much,  coutcmu 
you, . 

And  weigh  my  credit  at  as  high  a value— 
Jsab.  May  be  I did  but  jest. 

Clau.  You  are  a woman;  [follies, 

And  now  I see  your  wants,  and  mine  own 
And  task  myself  with  indiscretion, 

For  doting  on  a face  so  poor ! 

Isab.  Say  you  30,  sir?  [you, 

I must  not  lose  my  end. — I did  but  jest  with 
Only  fool'd  thus  to  try  your  faith;  my  Rugio, 
D’vou  think  1 could  forget ? 

Clau.  Nay,  'tis  no  matter. 

I 2 Isab. 
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Isab.  Is’t  possible  I should  forsake  a con- 
So  strong,  so  good,  so  sw^et  ? [stancy, 
Clou.  A subtle  woman!  [try  you: 

Jsab.  You  shall  forgive  me;  ’twas  a trick  to 
And,  were  I sure  you  lov'd  me — 

' Clan.  Do  you  doubt  now?  [profess  this, 
Isab.  1 do  not  doubt;  but  lie  that  would 
And  bear  that  full  affection  you  make  show 
Slmuld  do — [of, 

Clou.  What  should  I do? 

Isab.  I cannot  shew  you.  [ve,  lady  ! 
C/au.  I’ll  try  thee, damned'st  devil ! — Hark 
No  man  shall  dare  do  more,  no  service  top 
I'll  mnrrv  you.  [me ; 

Isab.  flow,  sir? 

C/au.  Your  husband's  sentenc'd, 

And  he  shall  dio—  — 

Isab.  Die? 

Clau . Die  for  ever  to  you ; 

The  danger  is  mine  own. 

Isab.  Die,  did  you  tell  me? 

C/au.  He  shall  die ; I have  cast  the  way. 
Isab.  Oh,  foul  man, 

Malicious,  bloody  man ! 

Enter  Lopes . 

Lopex.  When  shall  he  die,  sir? 

By  whom,  and  how? 

Clau.  liast  thou  betray’d  me,  woman? 
Isab.  Base  roan,  thou  wouldst  have  ruin'd 
me,  my  name  too,  [inory ! 

And,  like  a toad,  poison’d  my  virtuous  mc- 
Further  than  all  this,  dost  thou  see  this 
friend  here,  [thee, 

This  only  friend?  (Shame  take  thy  lust  and 
And  shake  thy  soul !)  his  life,  the  life  1 love 
thus, 

My  life  in  him,  my  only  life,  thou  aim'st  at ! 
Clau.  Ami  catch’d  thus ? 

Lopex.  The  law  shall  catch  you  better. 
I%ab.  You  make  a trade  of  betraying 
womens  honours. 

And  think  it  noble  in  you  to  be  lustful ! 
Report  of  me  hereafter — 

Clau.  Fool’d  thus  finely?  [justice ; 

Lopex.  I must  entreat  you  walk,  sir,  to  the 
Where,  if  lie’ll  bid  you  kill  me — 

Clan.  Pray  stay  a while,  sir; 

I must  use  a player's  shift.  Do  you  know 
me  now,  lady? 

Lopex.  Your  brother  Claudio,  sure  ! 

Isab.  Oh  me,  'tis  he,  sir  1 
Oh,  my  best  brother! 

Clau.  My  best  sister  now  too ! [you, 
I've  tried  you,  found  you  so;  and  now  I love 
Love  you  so  truly,  nobly— 

Lopex.  Sir,  I thank  you; 

You’ve  made  ine*  a most  happy  man. 

Clau.  Thank  her,  sir; 

And  from  this  hour  preserve  that  happiness; 
Be  no  more  fool'd  with  jealousy ! 

Lopex.  I've  lost  it ; 

And  take  me  now,  new-born  again,  new- 
n mur’d ! 


[Act  5.  Scene  3. 

Isab.  I do;  and  to  tliat  promise  tie  this 
faith,  [virtue. 

Never  to  have  a false  thought  tempt  my 
Lopex.  Enough,  enough ! I must  desire 
your  presence ; [us: 

My  cousin  Rodope  lias  sent  in  all  haste  for 
I'm  sure  vou  will  be  welcome. 

Clau.  I'll  wait  on  you. 

Lopex.  What  the  project  is — 

Jsab.  We  shall  know  when  we’re  there, 
sir.  • [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Duchess,  Sienna,  Lords,  and  Silvio. 
Duch.  Joy  to  you,  Silvio,  and  vour  young 
fair  bride!  [wooe,  sir! 

You’ve  stol'u  a day  upon’s;  you  cannot 
Sif.  The  joys  of  bell  hang  over  me : oh, 
mischief! 

To  what  a fortune  has  the  devil  driv'n  me  ! 
Am  I reserv’d  for  this  ? 

Duke.  Beshrew  me,  sir,  [fellow; 

But  you  have  gotten  you  a right  fair  bed- 
Let  you  alone  to  chuse  ! 

• Sic.  f beseech  your  grace — 

'Tis  misery  enough  t’iiave  met  the  devil, 

Not  men’s  reproaches  too. 

Duke.  How  old  is  she? 

Duch . A very  girj;  her  eye  delivers  it. 
Duke.  Her  teeth  arc  scarce  come  yet. 
Lord.  What  goodly  children 
Will  they  two  have  now ! She’s  rarely  nnide 
to  breed  on ; 

What  a sweet-timber’d  body! 

Duck.  Knotty  i'll/  back;  [nose! 

But  will  hold  out  the  stronger.  What  a 
Duke.  Ay,  marry,  such  a nose,  so  rarely 
mounted!  • -»  [on. 

Upon  ray  conscience,  'twns  the  part  he  doted 
Duch.  And  that  fine  little  eye  to’t,  like 
an  elephant’s  ! [her  ears  sachels — 

Lord.  Yes,  if  her  feet  were  round,  and 
Duke.  For  any  thing  we  know — 

Sil.  Have  ye  no  mercy  ? 

No  pity  in  your  bloods,  to  use  a wretch  thus? 
You  princes,  in  whose  hearts  the  best  com- 
passions, ^ [places, 

Nearest  to  those  in  Heav’n,  should  find  fit 
Why  d’you  mock  at  misery?  fling  scorns  and 
baseness  * [rows? 

Upon  his  broken  neck,  that  sinks  with  sor- 
Ileav'n  may  reward  you  too ; and  an  hour 
come,  ’ [culous, 

When  all  your  great  designs  shall  shew  ridh 
And  your  hearts  pinch’d  like  mine — 

[Music  in  divers  places. 
Duch.  Fy,  sir!  so  angry 
Upon  your  wedding-day?  go  smug  yourself; 
The  maid  will  come  anon.  What  music’s 
this?  [tion. 

Duke.  I warrant  you  some  noble  prepura- 
Duch.  Let's  take  our  places  tlicn. 

Sil.  More  of  these  devil’s  dumps? 

Must  I be  ever  haunted  with  these  witch- 
crafts? 

Enter 
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Act  5.  Scene  3.} 

Enter  a Masquerade  of  several  shapes , and 
dances ; after  uhick.  Enter  Bclzidere  and 
disperses  them.  Enter  two  Presenters ; 
then  the  Musker a41,  untong  which  are 
Bartello , Lopez , Claudio , Isabella , Rodope , 
Soto,  Pcnurio , and  Jaquenct . 
i/Vc.  Room,  room  tor  merry  spirits,  room! 
Hither  on  command  we  come ; 
from  the  good  old  beldam  sent, 
fares  and  sorrows  to  prevent. 

5 Pre.  Look  up,  Silvio,  smile,  and  sing ! 
After  winter  comes  a spring. 

1 Pre.  Fear  not,  faint  fool,  what  may  follow; 
Eves,  that  now  are  sunk  and  hollow, 

Hy  her  art  inay  quick  return 
To  their  flames  again,  and  burn. 

2 Pre.  Art  commands  all  youth  and  blood ; 
Strength  and  beauty  it  makes  good. 

1 Pre.  Fear  not  then,  despair  not,  sing, 
Hound  about  as  we  do  spring 
Lares  and  sorrows  cast  away  I 
This  is  th’  old  wives  holiday. 

[ Dance  here,  then  enter  Belvidere . 
Duch.  Who’s  this? 

Duke.~ The  shape  of  Belvidere ! 

Bel.  Now,  Silvio, 

How  dost  thou  like  me  now  ? 

SU.  Thus  I kneel  to  thee,  [me  well  too; 
Bel.  Stand  up,  and  come  no  nearer;  mark 
For  if  thou  troublest  me,  I vanish  instantly : 
Now  chuse  wisely,  or  chuse  never, 

One  thou  must  enjoy  for  ever! 

Dost  thou  love  me  thus  ? 

SU.  Most  dearly.  [nearly. 

Bel.  Take  heed,  fool!  it  concerns  thee 
If  thou  It  have  me  young  and  bright. 

Pleasing  to  thine  eye  and  sight, 

Courtly,  and  admir’d  of  all, 

Take  heed,  lest  thy  fame  do  fall ! 

I shall  then  be  full  of  scorn. 

Wanton,  proud,  (beware  the  horn!) 

Hating  what  1 lov’d  before, 

Flattery  apt  to  fell  before. 

All  consuming,  nothing  getting ; 

Thus  thy  feir  name  comes  to  setting  !— 

But  if  old,  and  free  from  these, 

Thou  shall  chuse  me,  I shall  please; 

I shall  then  maintain  thee  still, 

With  my  virtue  and  my  skill, 

Still  encrcase  and  build  thy  name  ; 

Chuse  me  now,  Silvio ! here  I am. 

Sit.  I know  not  what  to  say,  which  way  to 
turn  me ; 

Into  thy  sovereign  will  X put  my  answer. 

Bel.  I thank  you,  sir,  arid  my  will  thus 
rewards  you ; [Silvio  ! 

Take  your  old  love,  your  best,  your  dearest, 

41  Before  the  mar/ten,  enter  two  presenters , 


No  more  spells  now,  nor  further  shapes  to 
alter  me ; 

I am  thy  Belvidere  indeed.  Dear  mother, 
There  is  no  altering  this,  HeavVs  hand  is 
with  it ; [won  me. 

And  now  you  ought  to  give  me;  he  has  feirly 
SU.  But  why  that  hag  ? 

Bel.  In  that  shape  most  secure  still, 

I follow’d  all  your  fortunes,  serv’d,  and 
counseled  you.  [wench; 

I met  you  at  the  farmer’s  first,  a country- 
Whcrc  fearing  to  be  known,  I took  that  habit, 
And,  to  make  you  laughing-sport  at  this 
mad  marriage, 

By  secret  aid  of  my  friend  Rodope, 

We  got  this  masque. 

Sil.  And  I am  sure  I have  you  ? 

Bel.  For  ever  now,  for  ever. 

Duch.  You  see  it  must  be; 

The  wheel  of  destiny  hath  turn’d  it  round  so> 
Duke.  It  must,  it  is ; and  curs’d  be  he  that 
breaks  it!  [my  prisoner— 

Jhich.  Fll  put  a choice  L you,  sir:  you  are 
Duke.  I am  so,  and  I must  be  so,  tilTt 
please  you — . / [ransom 

Duch.  Chuse  one  of  these;  cither  to  pay  a 
At  what  rate  I shall  set  it,  (which  shall  be 
high  enough) 

And  so  return  a free  man,  and  a bachelor; 
Or  give  me  leave  to  give  you  a fit  wife. 

In  honour  evVy  way  your  grace’s  equal. 

And  so  your  ransom’s  paid. 

Duke.  You  say  most  nobly  1 [me. 

Silvio’s  example’s  mine ; pray  chuse  you  for 
Duch.  I thank  you,  sir!  I’ve  got  the 
mast’ry  too ; [freedom : 

And  here  I give  your  grace  a husband’s 
Give  me  your  hand,  my  husband! 

Duke.  You  much  honour  roe ; 

And  I shall  ever  serve  you  for  this  favour. 
Bart.  Come,  Lopez,  let’s  give  our  wives 
the  breeches  too ! 

For  they  will  have  ’em. 

Lopes.  Whilst  they  rule  with  virtue, 

111  give  ’em,  skin  and  all. 

Isub.  We’ll  scratch  it  off  else. 

Sil.  [turning  to  Claudio].  I’m  glad  you 
live ; more  glad  you  live  to  honour ; 

And  from  this  hour  a stronger  love  dwell  w ith 
Pray  you  take  your  man  ngaiu.  [us ! 

Clau.  He  knows  my  house,  sir.  [loves: 
Duch.  Tis  sin  to  keep  you  longer  from  your 
We’ll  lead  the  way.  And  you,  young  men, 
that  know  not 

How  to  preserve  a wife,  and  keep  her  fair. 
Give  ’em  their  sovereign  wills,  and  pleas’d 
they  are.  [Errant. 

among  which , <$c.]  So  the  former  editions. 


THE 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  NIGHT-WALKER; 

OR, 

THE  LITTLE  THIEF. 

A COMEDY. 


The  first  edition  of  this  Piny,  in  1640,  has  the  name  of  Fletcher  alone  to  it,  and  it  was  pro- 
bably therefore  his  production,  without  any  assistance  from  his  partner  Beaumont.  It 
used  to  be  acted  frequently  in  the  last  century ; but  we  have  not  heard  of  any  alteration 
or  representation  of  it  these  many  years. 


rEHSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Me*. 

Tom  Lurcher,  a wild  young  Man , Brother 
to  Alathe . 

Jack  Wilder  a in,  Nephew  to  the  Lady. 
Justice  A lg ripe,  married  to  Maria. 

Frank  IIeartlovk,  enamour'd  of  Maria. 
Toby,  Coachman  to  the  Lady. 

Gentlemen. 

Servants. 

Sexton. 

Bell-Ringers. 


Women. 

Lady,  Mother  to  Maria. 

Maria,  in  love  with  Heart  love. 

Ai.atiie,  contracted  to  Al gripe,  disguised  as 
a Boy. 

Nurse. 

Mistress  New  love. 

Women, 

Mistress,  a Courtezan  to  Lurcher. 


ACT  I. 


Enter  Lurcher  and  Wildbrain. 
lure.  TACK!  [hither? 

Wildb.  What  wind  brought  thee 
In  what  old  hollow  tree,  or  rotten  wall, 

Hast  thou  been,  like  a swallow,  all  this  win- 
Whcre  hast  thou  been,  man?  [ter? 

Lure.  Following  the  plough. 

Wildb.  What  plottghr  Thou  hast  no  land; 
stealing  is  thy  own  purchase. 

Lure.  The  best  inheritance. 

Wildb.  Not  in  ray  opinion ; 

Thou  hadst  five  hundred  pound  a year. 

Lure.  Tis  gone : 

Prithee,  no  more  on’t ! Have  T not  told  thee, 
And  oftentimes,  Nature  made  all  men  equal, 
Her  distribution  to  each  child  alike ; 

*T>U  labour  came  and  thrust  a new  will  iu, 

^ hich  I allow  not:  ’till  men  won  a privilege 
By  that  they  call  endeavour , which  indeed 


Is  nothing  but  a law  ful  cozeuage, [neighbour, 
An  allow’d  way  to  cheat?  Why  should  my 
That  hath  no  more  soul  than  his  horsekeeper. 
Nor  bounteous  faculties  above  a broom-man. 
Have  forty  thou&iuid  pounds,  and  I four 
Why  should  he  keep  it?  [groats? 

Wildb.  Thy  old  opinion  still. 

Lure.  Why  should  that  scriv’nrr,  [thing 
That  ne'er  writ  reason  in  his  life,  nor  any 
That  time  e'er  gloried  iu  ; tliat  never  knew 
How  to  keep  any  courtesy  conceal’d, 

But  noverint  umversi  must  proclaim  it, 
Purchase  perpetually,  and  I a rascal ? [ler 
Consider  this;  why  should  tliat  mouldy  cob- 
Marry  his  daughter  to  a wealthy  merchant, 
And  give  five  thousand  pounds:  is  this  good 
justice  ? 

Because  he  has  a tougher  constitution, 

Can  feed  upon  old  songs,  and  save  his  money, 
Therefore  must  I go  beg  ? 

Wildb. 
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Wildb.  What**  this  to  thee  ? [min’d 

Thou  const  not  mend  it:  if  thou  be’st  deter- 
To  rob  all,  like  a tyrant,  yet  tuke  hoed 
A keener  justice  do  not  overtake  thee, 

And  catch  you  in  a noose. 

Lure.  I am  no  woodcock  ; [foolery, 
lie  that  shall  sit  down  frighted  with  that 
Is  not  worth  pity;  let  me  alone  to  shullle! 
Thou  art  for  wenching. 

Wildb.  For  beauty  I,  a safe  course  : 

No  halter  hangs  in  iny  way;  I defy  it. 

Lure.  But  a worse  fate,  a wilful  poverty ; 
For  where  thou  gain’st  by  one  that  indeed 
loves  thee,  [destiny ! 

A thousand  will  draw  from  thee ; ’tis  thy 
One  is  a kind  of  weeping  cross,  Jack, 

A gentle  purgatory:  do  not  fling  at  all ; 
You’ll  pay  the  box  so  often,  'till  you  perish. 
Wildb.  Take  you  no  care  for  that,  sir,  ’tis 
my  pleasure : 

I will  employ  iny  wits  a great  deal  faster 
Than  you  shuJl  do  your  fingers;  and  my  loves, 
If  I mistake  not,  shall  prove  riper  harvest 
And  handsomer,  and  coine  within  less  dan- 
Where’s  thy  young  sister  ? [ger. 

Lure.  I know  not  where  she  is;  she’s  not 
worth  caring  for,  [her  ! 

She  luis  no  wit.  Oh,  you'd  he  nibbling  with 
She’s  far  enough,  I hope;  I know  not  where; 
She’s  not  wortn  caring  for,  a sullen  thing, 
She  would  not  take  my  counsel,  Jack ; and  so 
I parted  from  her. 

Wildb.  Leave  her  to  her  wants  ? 

Lure.  I gave  her  a little  money,  what  I 
could  spare ; 

She  had  amiud  to  th'  country;  she  is  turn’d, 
By  this,  some  farmer’s  dairy-maid1 ; I may 
meet  her  [sersa ; 

Riding  from  market  one  day,  ’twixt  her  dor- 
If  [ do,  by  this  linnd  I wo*  not  spare 
Her  butter-pence. 

Wildb,  Thou  wilt  not  rob  thy  sister  ? 
Lure.  She  shall  account  me  for  her  eggs 
and  cheeses.  f love  her  ? 

Wildb.  A pretty  girl. — Did  not  old  Algripe 
A very  pretty  girl  she  was. 

Lure.  Some  such  thing ; 

But  he  was  too  wise  to  fasten.  Let  her  pass. 
Wildb.  Then  where’s  thy  mistress? 

Lure.  Where  you  sha*  not  find  her, 

Nor  know  what  stuff  she  is  made  on;  no,  in- 
deed, sir, 

I chose  her  not  for  your  use. 

With.  Sure  she’s  handsome,  [handsome ; 
Lure.  Yes,  indeed  is  she ; she  is  very 
But  that’s  all  one. 

Wildb.  You’ll  come  to  th*  marriage? 

Lure.  Is  it 

To-day  ? [church  now. 

Wildb.  Now,  now,  they  are  come  from 


Lure.  Any  great  preparation  ? 

Does  justice  Algripe  shew  his  power? 

Wildb.  Very  glorious, 

And  glorious  people  there. 

Lure.  I may  meet  with  him 
Yet  ere  I die,  ascuuning  as  he  is.  [marriage; 

Wildb.  You  may  do  good,  Torn,  at  the 
We've  pi  Ate  and  dainty  tilings. 

Lure.  Do  you  no  harm,  sir;  [he  niarr’d 
For  yet  meliiinks  the  marriage  should  be 
If  thou  uiav'at  have  thy  will:  farewell!  say 
nothing ! [Exit. 

Enter  Gentlemen. 

Wildb.  You’re  welcome,  noble  friends. 

1 Gent.  I thank  you,  sir. — [bruin, 

Nephew  to  the  old  lady;  his  name’s  Wild* 
And  wild  his  best  condition. 

2 Gent.  I have  heard  of  him. — 

I prav  yon  tell  me,  sir,  is  young  Maria  merry 
After  her  marriage-rites?  Dues  she  look  lively? 
How  does  she  like  her  man? 

Wildb.  Very  scurvily; 

And  as  untowardly  she  prepares  herself: 

But  it  is  mine  aunt's  will,  that  this  dull  me- 
tal [someness. 

Must  lie  mix'd  with  her,  to  allay  her  hand- 
1 Gent.  Had  lleartlove  no  fast  friends? 
Wildb.  Ilis  means  are  little; 

And  where  those  littlcs  are,  as  little  comforts 
Ever  keep  company:  I know  she  loves  him, 
His  memory  beyond  the  hopes  of — 

Beyond  the  Indies  in  his  mouldy  cabinets ; 
But  'tis  her  unliandsome  fate — 

Enter  Heart  love. 

1 Gent.  I’m  sorry  for’t.  [start  not,  sir! 
Here  comes  poor  Frank. — Nay,  we’re  friend*; 
We  see  your  willow, and  are  sorry  for’t; 

And,  tho’  it  be  a wedding,  w e’re  half  mourn- 
ers. [my  fortunes : 

Heartl.  Good  gentlemen,  remember  not 
They  arc  not  to  he  help’d  with  words, 

Wildb.  Look  up,  man ! [a  wench  r 

A proper  sensible  fellow,  and  shrink  for  a 
Are  there  no  more?  or  is  she  all  the  hand- 
Heartl.  Prithee, leave  fooling,  [someness? 
Wildb.  Prithee,  leave  thou  whining  ! 

Have  maids  forgot  to  love  ? 

Heart l . Yon  are  injurious.  [low  thee. 
Wildb.  Let  ’em  alone  a while,  they’ll  fol- 

1 Gent.  Come,  good  Frank, 

Forget  now,  since  there  is  no  remedy,  [do. 
And  shew  a merry  face,  as  wise  men  would 

2 Gent.  Be  a free  guest,  and  think  not  of 
those  passages. 

Wildb.  Think  how  to  nick  him  home;  thou 
know’st  she  dotes  on  thee ; 

Graft  me  a dainty  medlar  on  hiftcrabstock  * 
Pay  me  the  dreaming  puppy. 


* .Some  farrier's  dairy  maid .]  That  this  is  sense,  and  may  be  true,  f won’t  dispute;  but  I 
can’t  yet  help  thinking  that  the  better  reading  is, 

A farmer* s dairy  maid.  Sympson. 

* Dorters.]  i.  c.  Panniers.  See  Johnson’s  Dictionary. 

Heartl. 
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Heart!.  Well,  make  your  mirth,  the  whilst 

1 bear  my  misery : 

Honest  minds  would  have  better  thoughts. 

Wildb.  I am  her  kinsman, 

And  love  her  well,  am  tender  of  her  youth; 
Yet,  honest  Frank,  before  I’d  have  that  stink- 
ard, [head — 

That  walking  rotten  tomb,  enjoy  her  maiden- 
Heart!.  Prithee,  leave  mocking! 

Wildb.  Prithee,  Frank,  believe  me ; 

Go  to,  consider.  Hark,  they  knock  to  dinner ! 

[ Knock  within. 

Come,  wo’t  thou  go  ? 

2 Gent.  I prithee,  Frank,  go  with  us. 

And  laugh  and  dance  as  we  do. 

Heart!.  You’re  light,  gentlemen,  [leave ! 
Nothing  to  weigh  your  hearts;  pray  give  ine 
I’ll  come  and  see,  and  take  my  leave. 

Wildb.  We’ll  look  for  you. 

Do  not  despair ; I have  a trick  yet. 

[Exit. 

Heart!.  Yes,  [jects. 

When  I’m  mischievous  I’ll  believe  your  pro- 
She’s  gone,  for  ever  gone,  (I  cannot  help  it) 
My  hopes  and  all  my  happiness  gone  with 
her,  (jollity 

Gone  like  n pleasing  dream  ! What  mirth  and 
Reigns  round  about  this  house ! how  every 
office 

Sweats  with  new  joys ! Can  she  be  merry  too  ? 
Is  ail  this  pleasure  set  by  her  appointment? 
Sure  sh’hasa  false  heart  then.  Still  they  grow 
louder.  [her, 

The  old  man's  god,  liis  gold,  has  won  upon 
(Light-hearted,  cordial  gold !)  and  all  my  ser- 
vices, 

That  offer’d  naked  truth,  are  clean  forgotten : 
Yet  if  she  were  coinpell’d — but  it  can  t be — 
If  I could  but  imagine  her  will  mine, 

Altho’  he  had  her  body — 

Enter  Lady  and  Wildbruin. 

Jjtdy.  He  shall  come  in ! [enemy, 

Walk  without  doors  o’ this  day?  Tho’  an 
It  must  not  be. 

Wildb.  You  must  compel  him,  madam. 
Lady.  No,  she  sliall  fetch  him  in,  nephew ; 
it  shall  he  so. 

Wildb.  It  will  be  fittest.  [Exit  with  Lady. 
Heartl.  Can  fair  Maria  look  again  upon 
me  ? [ness  ? 

Can  there  be  so  much  impudence  in  sweet- 

Entcr  Maria. 

Or  has  she  got  a strong  heart  to  defy  me? 

Site  comes  herself:  how  rich  she  is  in  jewels! 
Methinks  they  shew  like  frozen  isicles, 

Cold  winter  had  hung  on  lier.  How  the  roses. 
That  kept  continual  spring  within  her  cheeks, 
Are  wither'd  w ith  the  old  man’s  dull  embraces ! 
She  would  speak  to  me. — 1 can  sigli  too  lady ; 
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But  from  a sounder  heart : yes,  and  can  weep 
But  ’tis  for  you,  that  ever  I believ’d  you,  [too ; 
Tears  of  more  pious  value  than  your  marriage! 
You  would  eucasc  yourself3,  and  I must  cre- 
dit you, 

So  much  iny  old  obedience  compels  from  me  ! 
Go,  and  forget  me,  and  my  poverty — 

I need  not  bid  you,  you’re  too  perfect  that  way : 
But  still  remember  that  I lovd,  Maria,  [me  ! 
Lov’d  with  3 loyal  love.  Nay,  turn  not  from 
I will  not  ask  a tear  more,  you  arc  bountiful ; 
Go,  and  rejoice,  and  I will  wait  upon  you 
That  little  of  my  life  left! 

Maria.  Good  sir,  hear  me ! [obedience 
What  has  been  done,  was  th’  act  of  my 
And  not  my  will,  forc’d  from  me  by  my  pa- 
rents : 

Now  ’tis  done,  do  as  I do,  bear  it  handsomely; 
And  if  there  can  be  more  society, 

Without  dishonour  to  my  tie  of  marriage. 

Or  place  for  noble  love,  I shall  love  you  still. 
You  had  the  first;  the  last,  had  my  will  pros- 
per’d. 

You  talk  of  little  time  of  life,  dear  Frank ; 
Certain,  I am  not  married  for  eternity : 

The  joy  my  marriage  brings,  tells  me  I’m 
mortal,  [scrable ; 

And  shorter-liv’d  than  you,  else  I were  nii- 
Nor  can  the  gold  and  ease  his  age  hath 
brought  me 

Add  what  I coveted,  content.  Go  with  me; 
They  seek  a day  of  joy;  prithee  let’s  shew  it, 
Tho’  it  be  forc’d  ; and,  by  this  kiss  believe  me, 
However  I must  live  at  his  command  now, 
I’ll  die  at  yours. 

Heartl.  I have  enough;  I’ll  honour  you! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Lurcher. 

Lure.  Here  are  my  trinkets,  and  this  lusty 
marriage 

I mean  to  visit;  I have  shifts  of  all  sorts, 
And  here  are  thousand  wheels  to  set  ’em 
working. 

I’m  very  merry,  for  I know  this  wedding 
Will  yield  me  lusty  pillage : if  mad  Wildgoose, 
Tliat  debauch’d  rogue,  keep  but  his  aucieiit 
revels, 

And  breed  a hubbub  in  the  house,  I’m  happy. 

Enter  Alathe. 

Now,  what  are  you? 

Alathe.  A poor  distressed  boy,  sir,  [treat 
Friendless  and  comfortless,  that  would  en- 
Somc charity  and  kindness  from  your  worship. 

I would  fain  serve,  sir,  and  as  fain  endeavour 
With  dui.  ous  labour  to  deserve  the  love 
Of  tlint  good  gentleman  shall  entertain  me. 
Lure.  A pretty  boy,  but  of  too  mild  a 
breeding, 

Too  tender,  and  too  bnshful  a behaviour. 
What  canst  thou  do? 


1 You  would  encase  yourself.]  Sympson  supposes  encase  a corruption,  and  would  suh-titu'e 
excuse.  We  think  encase  may  be  geuuiuc,  and  used  in  the  sense  of  defend,  arm  your  elf 
with  an  excuse. 

VOL.  III.  K Alathe. 
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Alathe.  I can  learn  any  thing  [master. 
That’s  good  and  honest,  and  shall  please  a 
Lure.  He  blushes  as  he  speaks,  and  that 
I like  not; 

I love  a bold  and  secure  confidence,  [now, 
An  impudence  that  one  may  trust:  this  boy 
Had  I instructed  him,  had  been  a jewel, 

A treasure  for  my  use.  Thou  canst  not  lie  ? 
Alathe.  I would  not  willingly. 

Lure.  Nor  thou  hast  no  wit 
To  dissemble  neatlv  ? 

Alathe.  Do  you  love  such  boys,  sir  ? 

Lure.  Oh,  mainly,  mainly;  I'd  have  my 
boy  impudent, 

Out-far  e all  truth,  vet  do  it  piously ; 

Like  Proteus,  cast  himself  into  all  forms, 

As  sudden  and  as  nimble  as  his  thoughts; 
Blench  at  no  danger,  tho*  it  be  the  gallows. 
Nor  make  no  conscience  of  a cozenage, 
Thou'h’t  he  i’  tli’  church.  YoUr  soft,  demure, 
still  children 

Are  good  for  nothing,  but  to  get  long  graces, 
And  sing.songs  to  dull  tunes:  I would  keep 
lhc*e,  [lity, 

And  cherish  thee,  hadst  thou  any  active  qua- 
And  he  a tender  master  to  thy  knavery ; 

But  thou  art  not  for  my  use. 

A lathe.  Do  you  speak  this  seriously? 
J.urc.  Yes,  indeed  do  I. 

A lathe.  Would  you  have  your  boy,  sir, 
Jteml  in  these  moral  mischiefs? 

Lure.  Now  thou  inov’st  me.  [activities? 
Alathe.  And  be  a well-tram ’d  \uuth  in  all 
Lute.  By  any  means. 

Alathe.  Or  do  you  this  to  try  me, 

Fearing  a proneness? 

Lure.  I speak  this  to  make  thee. 

Alathe.  'J  hen  take  uie,  sir,  and  cherish  me, 
and  love  me ; [sir, 

You  have  111c  what  you  would:  believe  me, 
I can  do  any  thing  for  your  advantage. 

I guess  at  what  you  menu ; I can  lie  naturally, 
As  easily  as  I can  sleep,  sir,  and  securely ; 
As  naturally  I can  steal  too — 

Lure.  That  I’m  glad  on,  [thou’it  excellent. 
Right  heartily  glad  on;  hold  thee  there, 
Aluthe.  Steal  any  thing  from  any  body  liv- 
Lureh.  Not  from  thy  master?  [ing. 

Alathe . That  is  mine  own  body, 

And  must  not  be. 

Lure.  The  boy  mends  mightily. 

Alathe.  A rich  man,  that  like  snow  heaps 
up  his  monies, 

I have  a kind  of  pious  zeal  to  meet  still ; 

A fool,  that  not  deserves  ’em,  I take  pity  on, 
For  fear  he  should  run  mad,  and  *o  I ease 
him.  [me ! 

J.urc.  Excellent  boy,  and  able  to  instruct 
Of  mine  own  nature  just ! 

Atuthe.  I scorn  all  hazard. 


And  on  the  edge  of  danger  I do  best,  sir. 

I have  a thousand  faces  to  deceive,  [ter: 
And,  to  those,  twice  so  many  tongues  to  flat* 
An  impudence,  no  brass  was  ever  tougher ; 
And  for  mv  conscience — 

Lure.  Peace!  I’ve  found  a jewel, 

A jew  el  all  the  Indies  cannot  match ! 

And  thou  shalt  feel — 

Alathe.  This  tittle,  and  I’ve  done,  sir: 

I never  can  confers,  I’ve  that  spell  on  me; 
And  such  rare  modesties  before  a magistrate, 
•Such  innocence  to  catch  a judge,  such  igno- 
rance— [Come,  boy ! 

Lure.  I’ll  learn  of  thee;  thou  art  mine  own. 
I’ll  give  thee  action  presently. 

Alathe.  Have  at  you! 

Jjurc.  What  must  I call  thee? 

Alathe.  Snap,  sir. 

Lure.  Tis  most  natural ; 

A name  born  to  thee:  sure  thou  art  a fairy ! 
Shew  hut  thy  skill,  and  I slmil  make  thee 
happy.  [j£rettnf. 

Enter  Lady,  Nurse,  Mrs.  Neu  love,  and  Toby. 
Lady.  Where  be  these  knaves  ? who  straws 
up  all  the  liveries? 

Is  the  bride’s  bed  made? 

Toby.  Yes,  madam,  and  a bell 
Hung  under  it  artificially. 

J ady.  Out,  knave,  out! 

Must  we  have  larums  now  ? 

Toby.  A little  warning,  [healths,  madam. 
That  we  may  know  when  to  begin  our 
The  justice  is  a kind  of  old  jade,  madam, 
That  will  go  merriest  with  a bell. 

Iuady.  All  the  house  drunk? 

Toby.  This  is  a day  of  jubilee. 

Lady.  Are  the  best  hangings  up?  and  the 
plate  set  out? 

Who  makes  the  posset,  Nurse? 

Nurse.  The  dairy-maid,  [per. — 

And  she  will  put  that  in  will  make  hun  ca- 
Well,  madam,  well;  you  might  lm’  chose  ano- 
A handsomer,  for  her  years4.  [ther, 

Jjidy.  Peace!  he  is  rich,  Nurse; 

He’s  rich,  and  that  is  beauty. 

Nurse.  1 um  sure  he’s  rotten;  [saw  her5 ! 
’Would  b’  had  been  bang’d  when  he  first 
Lady.  Termagant!  [looks  to  him? 

What  an  angry  quean  is  this!  Where,  who 
Tabu.  He's  very  merry,  madam;  master 
Wildbrain 

lias  him  in  hand,  i’th’  bottom  o’ the  cellar: 
He  sighs  and  tipples — 

Nurse.  Alas, i^ood gentleman! 

My  heart’s  sore  for  thee.  [rah, 

ljidy.  Sorrow  must  have  his  course.  Sir- 
Give  him  some  sack  to  dry  up  his  remem- 
brance. [him. 

How  does  the  bridegroom  ? I arn  afraid  of 


4 A handsomer  for  your  years.]  The  amendment  proposed  by  Sympsrfn. 

5 When  he  first  saw  her.  Termagant.]  The  wort!  termayunt  has  hitherto  been  m-‘de  a 

part  of The  Nurse's  speech.  It  undoubtedly  (as  Syrapson  supposes)  belongs  to  the  Ixidy ; 
though  he  would  omit  the  words  angry  quean  in  tho  nv&t  line,  aud  put  termagant  in  their 
place.  Nurse, 
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Nurse.  He’s  a trim  youth  to  be  tender  of, 
Hemp  take  him  ! [winter 

Must  my  sweet  new-blown  rose  find  such  a 
Before  her  spring  be  near? 

lady.  Peace,  peace ! thou’rt  foolish. 

Toby.  And  dances  like  a town-top6,  and 
reels  and  hobbles.  [wine. 

Alas,  good  gentlemen ! give  him  not  much 
Toby.  He  shall  ha’  none  by  iny  consent. 
Lady.  Are  the  women  comforting  my  daugh- 
Mrs.  Neve/.  Yes,  yes,  madam,  [ter? 

And  reading  to  her  a pattern  of  true  patience; 
They  read,  and  prav  for  her  too. 

Nurse.  They  had  need  ! [deal ; 

You  had  better  marry  her  to  her  grave  a great 
There  will  be  peace  and  rest.  Alas,  poor 
gentlewoman  ! [ness  ? 

Must  she  hecome  a nurse,  now  in  hertender- 
Weii,  madam,  well!  my  heart  bleeds! 
Lady.  Thou’rt  a fool  still — 

Nurse.  Pray  Iieav’n  I be! 

Lady.  And  an  old  fool,  to  be  vex’d  thus! 
Tis  late  ; she  must  to  bed.  Go  knave ; be 
merrv; 

Diink  for  a boy  : away  to  all  your  charges ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Wildbrain  and  Heart  lave. 

Wiidb.  Do  as  thou  wo't;  but,  if  thou  dost 
refuse  it,  [arguing ; 

Thou  art  the  stupid'st  ass — There’s  no  long 
Time  is  too  precious,  Frank. 

Heart/.  I’m  hot  with  wine. 

And  apt  now  to  believe ; but  if  thou  dost  this 
Out  ot  a villainy,  to  make  me  wrong  her, 

As  thou  art  prone  enough — 

Wiidb.  Does  she  not  love  thee?  [with  thee? 
Did  she  not  cry  down-right,  e’en  now,  to  part 


Had  she  not  swooned  if  I had  not  caught  her  ? 
(Janst  thou  have  more  ? 

Heart/.  I must  confess  nil  this. 

Wiidb.  Do  not  stand  prating,  and  mis- 
doubting, casting! 

If  she  go  from  thee  now,  she’s  lost  for  ever; 
Now,  now  she’s  going,  she  that  loves  thee. 
She  wlmm  thou  lov’st—  [going ! 

Hem  tl.  Pray  let  me  think  a little. 

Wiidb.  There  is  no  leisure;  think  when 
th’  hast  embrac’d  her. 

Can  she  imagine  thou  didst  ever  honour  her? 
Ever  believe  thy  oaths,  that,  uuncly  su  tier’s  t 
An  old  dry  hain  of  horse-flesh  to  enjoy  her, 
Enjoy  her  maidenhead?  Take  hut  that  from  her. 
That  we  may  tell  posterity  a man  had  it, 

A handsome  man,  a gentleman,  a young  man. 
To  save  the  honour  of  our  house,  the  credit! 
Tis  no  great  matter  1 desire. 

Heart/.  I hear  you. 

Wiidb.  Free  us  both  from  the  fear  of 
breeding  fools  [long. 

And  oafs,  got  by  this  shadow:  we  talk  too 
Heart/.  She’s  going  now  to-bed,  among  tlie 
women ; 

What  opportunity  can  I have  to  meet  her? 
Wiidb.  Let  me  alone  ! Hast  thou  a will? 
speak  soundly,  [soinely ; 

Speak  discretely,  speak  home  and  hand- 
Is’t  not  pity,  nay  misery,  nay  infamy,  to  leave 
So  rare  a pie  to  be  cut  up  by  a rascal  ? 
Heart/.  I will  go  presently ; now,  now,  I 
stay  thee7. 

Wiidb.  Such  a dainty  doe  to  be  taken 
By  one  that  knows  not  neck-beef  from  a 
pheasant. 

Nor  cannot  relish  braggat  from  ambrosia8? 
Is  it  not  conscience  ? 


6 Nurse.  And  dunces  like  a town-top.]  The  putting  this  line  in  the  Nurse*  mouth  is 

against  all  sense  and  reason,  and  confounds  the  discourse : I suspect  these  words  belong  to 
Tubyr  whose  speech  at  sighs  and  tipples  being  interrupted  by  the  Lady  and  the  Nurse,  is 
here  resumed  and  finished.  Sympsnn. 

7 Frank.  I will  go,  &c.]  Sympson  supposes  we  should  both  alter  and  divide  this  speec  h, 
making  Wildbrain  say, 

Now,  now,  I say. 

9 Nor  cannot  relish  braggat  from  ambrosia.]  Braggnf , i.  e.  mead  and  ale  sweetened  with 
honey.  Our  authors  in  this  place  have  receded  from  the  common  acceptation  of  ambrosia, 
making  that  the  liquor  here,  which  the  gcncr.il  run  of  the  classic  s call  the  meat  of  the  gods. 
But  they  are  not  destitute  of  good  authority  for  so  doing.  Thus  iti  Atheiueus,  b.  ii.  c.  U. 
A nax ami  rides  introduces  one  saying,  that  he  eats  nectar  and  drinks  ambrosia,  &c.  And 
Sappho  too  to  the  same  purpose,  a little  lower,  says  in  one  of  her  poeuis, 

A bowl  ambrosial  was  mixed. 

Apuleius,  b.  vi.  among  the  Latins,  takes  the  same  liberty,  when  Psyche  is  to  be  made  im- 
mortal, Mercury  holds  out  a cup  of  ambrosia  to  her,  aiid  bids  her  drink  of  it,  &c. 

After  I hud  wrote  this,  I found  the  same  observation  had  been  made  by  Lc  Clerc,  in  his 
notes  upon  Hesiod’s  Theogony,  verst:  640.  Neither  arc  our  authors  the  only  English  poe  ts 
wd»o  make  ambrosia  the  gods'  drink : Taylor,  the  Water-poet,  has  done  the  same  in  his 
Pennyless  Pilgrimage, 

And  l intreat  you  take  these  words  for  no-lies; 

2 had  good  aquu-vilt r,  rosa  so-lies. 

With  sweet  ambrosia  (the  gods’  own  drink) 

Most  excellent  geere  for  mortals  as  I think. 

B»t  how  this  person  came  by  the  knowledge  of  such  a thing,  I have  neither  will  nor  leisure 
to  examine  at  present.  Sympson. 

K 2 Heart. 
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Hearth  Yes,  yes;  now  I feel  it. 

Wildb.  A meritorious  thing? 

Heart l.  Good  father  Wildgoose, 

I do  confess  it. 

Wildb.  Come  then,  follow  me,  [privately, 
And  pluck  a man's  heart  up;  I’ll  lock  thee 
Where  she  alone  shall  presently  pass  by, 
None  near  to  interrupt  thee : but  be  sure — 
Heart l.  I shall  be  sure  enough ; lead  on, 
and  crown  me. 

Wildb.  No  wringings  in  your  mind  now, 
as  you  love  me  ! [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Lodi/,  Maria , Al gripe,  Gentlewomen, 
Nurse,  and  Mrs.  Newluve. 

Lady.  Tis  time  you  were  a-bed. 

Alg.  I prithee,  sweetheart, 

Consider  my  necessity  ! — Why  art  sad? 

T .st  tell  you  a tale  in  your  ear  anon— 
Nurse.  Of  Torn  Thumb ; 

I believe  that  will  prove  your  stillest  story. 
Mrs.  Navi.  1 pity  the  young  wench ! 

1 Gent  lew.  And  so  do  I too. 

2 Gent  lew.  Come,  old  sticks  take  fire. 

1 Gent  Inc.  But  the  plague  is,  lie’ll  burn  out 

Give  him  another  cup.  [instantly. 

2 G entleic.  Those  are  but  Aashes ; 

A ton  of  sack  won’t  set  him  high  enough. — 
Will  you  to  bed  ? 

Maria.  I must. 

1 Gentlest.  Come,  have  a good  heart, 
And  win  him  like  a bowl  to  lie  close  to  you9; 
Make  your  best  use! 

Alg.  Nay,  prithee,  duck,  go  instantly: 
I’ll  dance  a jig  or  two  to  warm  my  body. 

Enter  Wildbrain . 

Wildb.  Tis  almost  midnight. 

Lady.  Prithee  to  bed,  Maria.  [follow, 
Wildb.  Go  you  afore,  and  let  the  ladies 
And  leave  her  to  her  thoughts  awhile;  there 
must  be 

A time  of  taking  leave  of  these  same  fooleries, 
Bewailing  o'  their  maidenheads10. 

Lady.  Come  then, 

We’ll  wait  i*  th’  next  room. 

Alg.  Do  not  tarry  ; for  if 
Thou  dost,  by  my  troth  I shall  fall  asleep, 
Mall.  [Exeunt. 

Wildb.  Do,  do,  and  dream  of  dottrels ! — 
Get  yon  to-bed  quickly, 

Aud  lets  ha'  no  more  stir;  come,  no  crying! 
Tis  too  late  now;  carry  yourself  discretely: 
The  old  thief  loves  thee  dearly,  that’s  the  be- 
nefit; [Nay,  not  that  way ! 

For  the  rest,  you  must  moke  your  own  play. 
T hey'll  pull  you  all  to-pieces  for  your  whim- 
whams, 

Your  garters  and  your  gloves;  go  modestly, 
And  privately  steal  to  bed;  'tisvery  late,  Mail; 
For  if  you  go  by  them,  such  a new  laruin — 


OR,  THE  LITTLE  THIEF.  [A«  \. 

Maria.  I know  not  which  way  to  avoid  ’em. 

Wildb.  This  way, 

This  thro’  the  cloisters,  and  so  steal  to-bed  ! 
When  you  are  there  once,  all  will  separate, 
And  give  you  rest : I came  out  of  my  pity 
To  shew  you  this. 

Maria.  I thank  you. 

Wildb.  Here’s  the  keys ; [you, 

Go  presently,  and  lock  the  doors  fast  alter 
That  none  s^iall  follow. 

Maria.  Good  night! 

Wildb.  Good  night,  sweet  cousin  ! 

A good  and  sweet  night — or  1*11  curse  thee, 
Frank.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Heart  lore. 

Heartl.  She  stays  long:  sure  young  Wild- 
goose  has  nbus’d  me,  [again, 

11’  bus  made  sport  wi*  me.  I may  yet  get  out 
And  I may  see  his  face  once  more:  I ha’ foul 
intentions; 

But  they  are  drawn  on  by  a fouler  dealing. 
Enter  Maria. 

Hark,  hark  ! it  was  the  door  ! [stealing! 
Something  comes  this  way,  wondrous  still  aud 
May  be,  some  walking  spirit  to  affright  me. 
Maria.  Oh,  Henv’n,  my  fortune  ! 

Heart l.  Tis  her  voice ! stay. 

Maria.  Save  me, 

Bless  me,  you  better  powers ! 

Heartl.  I’m  no  devil.  [now. 

Marin.  You’re  little  better*  to  disturb  me 
Heartl.  My  name  is  llcartiove. 

Maria.  Fy,  fy,  worthy  friend ! 

Fy,  noble  sir ! 

Heartl.  I must  talk  further  with  you  r 
You  know  my  fair  affection — 

Maria.  So  preserve  it ; [civiler ! 

YTou  know  I’m  married  now.  For  shame,  be 
Not  all  the  earth  shall  make  me — 

Heartl.  Pray  walk  this  way ; 

Aud  if  you  ever  lov'd  me — 

Marta.  Take  heed,  Frank,  [prithee. 

How  you  divert  that  love  to  hate : go  home, 
Heartl.  Shall  he  enjoy  that  sweet — 
Maria.  Nay,  pray  unhand  me. 

Heartl.  lie  that  never  felt  what  love  was? 
Muria.  Then  I charge  you 
Stand  further  off! 

Heartl.  I’m  tame;  but  let  me  walk  w'  yog; 
Talk  but  a minute. 

AJaria.  So  your  talk  be  honest. 

And  mv  untainted  honour  suffer  not, 

I’ll  walk  a turn  or  two. 

Heartl.  Give  me  your  hand  then.  [£xeanf. 

Enter  Wildbrain , Algripe , Lady , Nurse , 
Gentlewomen , and  Sirs.  New  love . 

Alg.  She  is  not  in  her  chamber. 

Lady.  She’s  not  here. 


9 

to 


And  win  him  like  a bowl.]  A single  letter  seems  wanting  here, 

And  wind  him  like  a bowl.  Syrnpson . 

Bewailing  others  maiden  heads.]  Corrected  in  1750, 


Wildb. 
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Wildb.  And  Fll  tell  you  what  I dream'd — 
Ale.  Give  me  a torch ! 

1 Gentle*.  Be  not  too  hasty,  sir. 

Wildb.  Nay,  let  him  go; 

For  if  my  dream  be  true  he  must  be  speedy; 
tie  will  be  trickt,  and  blaz'd  else11. 

Nurse.  As  I am  a woman, 

I cannot  blame  her  if  she  take  her  liberty ! 
'Would  she  would  make  thee  cuckold,  thou 
old  bully, 

A notorious  cuckold,  for  tormenting  her ! 
Lady.  I'll  hang  her  then. 

Nurse.  Fll  bless  her  then ! she  does  justice : 
Is  this  old  stinking  dogs-flesh  for  her  diet  ? 
Wildb.  Prithee,  honest  Nurse,  do  not  fret 
too  much ; 

For  fear  I dream  you’ll  hane  yourself  too. 

Ah r.  The  cloister?  [Wildb.  whispers Alg. 
Wildb.  Such  was  my  fancy ; I don't  say 
'tis  true, 

Nor  do  I bid  you  be  too  confident. 

Ale.  Where  are  the  keys?  the  keys,  Isay! 
Wildb.  I d ream'd  she 
Had  ’em  to  lock  herself  in. 

Nurse.  What  a devil 
Do  you  mean  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Wildb.  No  harm;  good  nurse,  be  patient! 
Sem.  They  are  not  in  the  window,  where 
they  use  to  be. 

Wildb.  What  foolish  dreams  are  these ! 
Ale.  I'm  nmd.  , 

Wildb.  I hope  so;  [jou. 

If  you  ben’t  road,  I'll  do  my  best  to  make 

1 Gentlew.  This  is  some  trick. 

2 Gentlew.  I smell  the  Wildgoose. 

Alg.  Come,  gentlemen ; come  quickly,  I 
beseech  you,  [gentlemen. 

Quick  as  you  can ! this  may  be  your  case. 
And  bring  some  lights,  some  lights ! [Efit. 
Wildb.  Move  faster,  faster!  you’ll  come 
too  late  else. 

Hi  stay  belli  nd  and  pray  for  you.  I had  rather 
She  were  dishonest  than  thou  shouldst  have 
her.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Maria  and  Heartlove. 

Maria.  You're  most  unmanly!  Yeti  have 
some  breath  left,  [me ! 

And  this  steel  to  defend  me : come  not  near 
For  if  you  offer  but  another  violence, 

As  I have  life  Fll  kill  you ! if  I miss  that, 

11  Trickt,  and  blaz’d.]  Tricking  is 
inf  them  is  to  set  them  forth  in  their 


Upon  my  own  heart  will  I execute, 

And  let  that  fair  belief  out,  I had  of  yon. 
Heart l.  Most  virtuous  maid,  I*ve  done: 
forgive  ray  follies;  [ness. 

Pardon,  oh,  pardon ! I now  see  my  wicked- 
And  what  a monstrous  shape  it  puts  upon  me. 
On  vour  fair  hand  I seal. 

Alg.  [ within ] Down  with  the  door  ! 
Maria.  We  are  betray’d!  Oh,  Frank, 

Heart L I’ll  die  for  you ; [Frank ! 

Rather  than  you  shall  suffer,  Fll — 

Enter  Algript , Lady,  fyc. 

Alg.  Now  enter,  [eyes ! 

Enter,  sweet  gentlemen.  Mine  eyes,  mine 
Oh,  how  my  head  aches  ! 

1 Gentlew.  Is  it  possible? 

2 Gentlew.  Hold  her;  she  sinks. 

Maria.  A plot  upon  my  honour! 

To  poison  my  fair  name,  a studied  villainy ! 
Farewell ! As  I liave  hope  of  peace,  I'm  ho- 
nest. [brains,  they  bud  sure. 

Alg.  My  brains,  ray  brains,  my  monstrous 
Nurse.  She's  gone,  she’s  gone  ! 

Alg.  A handsome  riddance  of  her. 

'Would  I could  as  easily  lose  her  memory ! 

Nurse.  Is  this  the  sweet  of  marriage  ? have 
For  this  reward  ? [I  bred  thee 

1 Gentlew.  Hold,  hold!  He's  desperate  too. 
, Alg.  Be  sure  you  hold  him  last ! we'll 
bind  him  over  [him. 

To  the  next  sessions,  and,  if  I can,  I’ll  bang 
Heart/.  Nay  then,  I’ll  live  to  be  a terror 
to  thee. — [beauty. 

Sweet  virgin  rose,  farewell ! Heav’n  has  thy 
That’s  only  fit  for  Heav’n.  I’ll  live  a little, 
To  find  the  villain  out  llmt  wrought  this  in* 
jury,  [tliee. 

And  then,  most  blessed  soul,  I'll  climb  up  to 
Farewell ! I feel  myself  another  creature. 

[Exit. 

Lady.  Oh,  misery  of  miseries ! 

Nurse.  I told  you,  madam.  [portion? 
Lady.  Carry  her  in.  You  will  pay  back  her 
Alg.  No,  not  a penny:  pay  me  back  my 
And  I’ll  condition  wi'  ye.  [credit. 

Lady.  A sad  wedding ! 

Iler  grave  must  he  her  bridal-bed.  Oh,  Mall, 
'Would  1 had  wed  thee  to  thy  own  content! 
Then  I had  had  thee  still. 

Alg.  I'm  mad ! Farewell ! 

Another  wanton  wife  will  prove  a hell. 

[Emnt. 


drawing  any  person’s  arms,  with  pen  and  ink ; blazon - 
proper  colours,  Sympson , 
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[Act  *. 


ACT  II. 


Enter  Lurcher  and  Alathe. 

Lure.  TX7UAT  hast  thou  done  ? 

’ ^ Alathe.  I’ve  walk’d  thro*  til  the 
lodgings : 

A silence,  ns  if  death  dwelt  there,  inhabits. 
Lure.  What  hast  thou  seen? 

Alathe.  Nought  but  a sad  confusion; 
Every  thing  left  in  such  a loose  disorder. 
That,  were  there  twenty  thieves,  they  would 
be  laden.  [’tis  strange 

Lure.  Tis  very  well ; I like  thv  care : but 
A wedding-night  should  be  so  solitary. 
Alathe.  Certainly  tliere’s  some  cause; 
some  death  or  sickness 
Is  fallen  suddenly  upon  some  friend, 

Or  some  strange  news  is  come. 

Lure.  Are  they  all  a-bed?  [it  be 

Alathe.  I think  so, and  sound  asleep,  unless 
Some  women  that  keep  watch  in  a low  parlour, 
And  drink,  and  weep,  I know  not  to  what  end. 
Lure.  W lie  re’s  all  the  plate? 

Alathe.  Why,  lock'd  up  in  that  room  : 

I saw  th’  old  lady,  ere  she  went  to  bed, 
l'ut  up  her  plate,  and  some  of  the  rich 
hangings,  fare  there  too: 

In  a small  long  cl>est ; her  chains  and  rings 
It  stands  close  by  the  table,  on  a form. 

Lure.  Twas  a good  notice;  didst  thou 
see  the  men  ? [their  leaves ; 

Alathe.  I saw  them  sad  too,  and  all  take 
But  what  they  said  I was  too  far  to  henr,  sir. 
Lure,  Tis  daintily  discover’d;  we  shall 
certainly 

Have  a most  prosp’rons  night.  Which  way? 
Alathe.  A close  one, 

A back-door,  that  the  women  have  left  open, 
To  go  in  and  out  to  fetch  necessaries, 

Close  on  tl»e  garden  side. 

Lure.  I love  thy  diligence: 

Wert  thou  not  fearful  ? 

Alathe.  Fearful  ? I’ll  be  bang’d  first. 

Lure.  Say  they  had  spied  thee  ? 

Alathe.  I was  then  detennin’d 
T have  cried  downright  too,  and  have  kept 
’em  company, 

As  one  that  had  an  interest  in  their  sadness; 
Or  made  an  errand  to  I know  not  w hom,  sir. 
Lure.  My  dainty  boy ! Let  us  discharge ; 
that  plate 

Makes  a peroettml  motion  in  my  fingers 
Till  I have  fast  hold  of  it.  [ben’t  greedy; 

Alathe.  Pray  he  wise,  sir;  doc  handsomely, 
Let’s  handle  it  with  such  an  excellence 
As  if  we  would  bring  thieving  into  honour: 
We  must  disguise,  to  fright  these  reverend 
Lure.  Still  my  blest  boy!  f watches — 

Alathe . And  clear  the  room  of  drunken 
jealousies.  [make 

The  chest  is  of  some  weight,  and  we  may 


Such  noise  i’th’  carriage  we  may  be 
snap’d. 

lMrc.  Come,  open : here’s  a devil's  face. 
Alathe.  No,  no,  sir,  we’ll  have  no  shape 
so  terrible; 

We  will  not  do  the  devil  so  much  pleasure 
To  have  him  face  our  plot. 

Lure.  A winding-sheet  then  ! 

Alathe.  That’s  too  cold  a shift, 

I would  not  wear  the  reward  of  my  wickedness: 

I wonder  you  ’re  an  old  thief,andnocunningcr. 
Where’s  the  long  cloak? 

Lure.  Here,  here. 

Alathe.  Give  me  the  turbant  [this wav! 
And  the  false  beard.  I hear  some  coming 
Stoop,  stoop,  and  let  ine  sit  upon  your 
shoulders, 

And  now  as  I direct — Stav,  let  them  enter, 
And  when  I touch  move  forward ; make  no 
noise! 

Enter  Nurse  and  Toby. 

Nurse.  Oh,  ’tis  a sad  time ! All  the  burnt 
wine’s  drunk,  Nick. 

Toby.  We  may  thank  vour  dry  chaps  fort. 
The  canary’s  gone  too ; [upon ; 

No  substance  for  a sorrowful  mind  to  work 
I cannot  mourn  in  beer : if  she  should  walk 
now, 

As  discontented  spirits  are  wont  to  do— 
Nurse.  And  meet  us  in  the  cellar? 

Toby.  What  fence  have  we  with  single 
beer  against  her? 

What  heart  can  we  defy  the  devil  with  ? 
Nurse.  The  March  beer’s  open.  [well; 
Toby.  A fortification  of  March  beer  will  da 
I must  confess  'tis  a most  mighty  armour, 

For  1 presume  I cannot  pray. 

Nurse.  W'hy,  Nicholas? 

Toby.  We  coachmen  have  such  tumbling 
faiths,  no  prayers 
Can  go  an  even  pace. 

Nurse.  Hold  up  your  candle. 

Toby.  Verily,  Nurse,  I have  cried  so  much 
For  my  young  mistress  that  is  mortified, 
That  if  I have  not  more  sack  to  support  me, 
I shall  e’en  sleep : hey  ho,  for  nnother 
flnggon  ! [ful’st  matters, 

These  burials  and  christnings  are  the  mourn- 
And  they  ask  more  drink — 

Nurse.  Drink  to  a sad  heart’s  needful. 
Toby.  Mine's  ever  sad,  for  I am  ever  dry, 
Nurse.  [prithee  snuff  it! 

Nurse.  Methinks  the  light  burns  blue ; I 
There’s  a thief  in 't,  I think. 

Toby.  There  may  be  one  near  it. 

Nurse.  What’s  that  that  moves  there, 
i’th*  name  of — Nicholas? 

That  thing  that  walks  ? 

Toly.  'Would  1 had  a ladder  to  behold  it ! 

Mercy 
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Mercy  upon  me,  the  ghost  of  one  of  the 
guard  sure ; [brimstone ; 

Tis  die  devil  by  his  claws,  he  smells  of 
Sure  he  farts  fire,  what  an  earthquake  I have 
in  me ! 

Out  with  thy  prayer-book,  Nurse!  [eat  it. 
Nurse,  It  fell  iW  frying-pan,  and  the  cats 
Toby,  i have  no  power  to  pray!  It  grows 
sull  longer,  [N  urse. 

Tis  steeple-high  now;  and  it  sails  away, 
Let’s  call  the  butler  up,  for  he  speaks  Latin **, 
And  that  will  daunt  the  devil.  I am  blasted; 
My  belly’s  grown  to  nothing. 

Nurse.  Fly,  fly,  Toby!  [I&rif  with  Toby. 
Aial he.  So,  let  them  go  ! And  whilst  they 
are  astonish’d. 

Let’s  presently  upon  the  rest  now’,  suddenly. 
Lure.  Off,  off,  and  up  'again  when  were 
near  the  parlour ! 

Art  sure  thou  know’st  the  chest  ? 

A lathe.  Tho’  it  were  i’th’  dark,  sir, 

1 can  go  to  it. 

Lure.  On  then,  and  be  happy.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Toby. 

Toby.  How  my  haunches  quake ! Is  the 
thiug  here  still  ? [own  trade; 

Now  can  I out-do  any  button-maker  at  his 
1 have  fifteen  fits  of  an  ague.  Nurse!  Tis 
{One,  I hope : [N urse  ! 

The  hard-hearted  w oman  lias  left  me  alone. 
Aud  she  knows  too  I ha’  but  a lean  con- 
science to  keep  me  company. 

[Noise  within. 

The  devil’s  among  ’em  in  the  parlour  sure, 
The  ghost  three  stories  high,  he  has  the 
Nurse  sure,  [she  w histles  ! 

He's  boiling  of  her  bones  now;  hark,  how 
There’s  gentlewomen  within  too;  how  will 
they  do? 

I’ll  to  the  cook,  for  he  was  drunk  last  night. 
And  now  he’s  valiant ; he’s  a-kiu  to  th*  devil 
And  fears  no  fire.  [too, 

Enter  Lurcher  and  Alathe , with  a Coffin. 
Lure.  No  light  ? 

AUtke.  None  left,  sir;  [’em. 

Tbev’re  gone,  ahd  carried  all  the  candles  with 
Their  fright  is  infinite;  let’s  moke  good  use 
ou’t:  [rise  else. 

We  must  be  quick,  sir,  quick,  or  tli’  house  will 
Lure.  Was  this  the  chest? 

Alathe.  Yea,  yes. 

Lure.  There  were  two  of  ’em, 

Hr  I mistake. 

Alathe.  I know  the  right.  No  stay,  sir, 
Nor  no  discourse,  but  to  our  labour  lustily! 
Put-tovour  strength,  and  make  as  little  noise— 
Then  presently  out  at  the  back  door. 

Lure.  Come,  boy; 


Come,  happy  child,  and  let  me  hug  thy 
excellence ! [Exeunt. 

Enter  Wildbrain . 

Wildb.  What  thousand  noises  pass  thro* 
all  the  rooms ! [druuk. 

What  cries  and  hurries!  Sure  the  devil’s 
And  tumbles  thro’  the  house.  My  villainies, 
That  never  made  me  apprehend  before 
Danger  or  fear,  a little  now  molest  me : 

My  cousin’s  death  sits  heavy  o*  ray  con- 
science ; [mer*d  it ! 

’Would  I ’d  been  half-hang’d  when  I 1mm- 
I aim’d  at  a living  divorce,  not  a burial, 
That  Frank  might  have  had  some  hope. 
Ilark ! still 

In  every  room  confusion;  they’re  all  mad. 
Most  certain  all  stnrk-inad  within  the  house; 
A punishment  inflicted  for  my  lewdness. 
That  I might  have  the  more  sense  of  my 
mischief,  [bung’d  sure. 

And  run  the  more  mad  too.  My  aunt  is 
Sure  bang’d  herself,  or  else  the  fiend  ha* 
fetch’d  her. 

I heard  a hundred  cries, f the  devil,  the  devil !' 
Then  roaring,  and  then  tumbling;  all  the 
chambers 

Are  a mere  Babel,  or  another  Bedlam. 

What  should  I think?  I shake  myself  too: 
can  the 

Devil  find  no  time,  but  when  we  are  merry? 
Here’s  something  comes. 

Enter  Mrs.  New  love. 

Newl.  Oh,  that  I luid  some  company, 

(I  care  not  what  they  were)  to  ease  my 
To  comfort  me  ! [misery, 

Wildb.  Who’s  that? 

Newl.  Again?  Nay  then,  receive — 

Uildb.  Hold,  hold  ! 1 am  no  fury. — 

The  merchant’s  wife ! [be  ! 

Newl.  Are  yo <S  a man  ? Fray  Heav’n  you 
Wildb.  I am. 

Newl.  Alas,  I have  met,  sir. 

The  strangest  things  to-night. 

Wildb.  Why  do  you  stare?  [candle  out; 
Newl.  Pray  coinfort  me,  and  put  your 
For  if  I see  the  spirit  again  I die  for’t. 

And  hold  me  fast,  for  I shall  shake  to  pieces 
else. 

Wildb.  I’ll  warrant  you.  I’ll  hold  you, 
Hold  you  as  tenderly — I’ve  put  the  light  out; 
Retire  into  my  chamlier,  there  I’ll  watch  w i’ye, 
I’ll  keep  you  from  all  frights. 

Newt.  And  will  you  keep  ine? 

Wildb.  Keep  you  as  secure,  lady — 

Newl.  You  must  not  wrong  me;  then  the 
devil  will  have  us.  [will  fear  us; 

Wildb.  N o,  no.  I’ll  love  you ; thou  the  devil 


11  He  speaks  Latin.]  The  wonderful  effect  of  speaking  Latin  to  ghosts,  and  other  super* 
»*tnral  heiugs,  hath  at  all  times  uniformly  been  the  prevailing  uotiou  of  the  common 
1*0 pie.  In  like  manner,  the  honest  Butler,  ill  Mr.  Addison’s  Drummer,  recommends  tlwt 
bit  steward  shall  speak  Latin  to  the  ghost  hi  that  play.  H. 
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For  he  fear*  all  that  love.  Pray  come  in 
quickly! 

For  this  is  the  malicious  house  he  walks  in 1 J, 
The  hour  he  blasts  sweet  faces,  lames  the 
limbs  in,  [hour, 

Depraves  the  senses;  now  within  this  half* 
He  will  have  power  to  turn  all  citizens’ wives 
Into  strange  creatures,  owls,  and  long-tail’d 
monkies,  [brimstone. 

Jays,  pies,  and  parrots:  quickly!  I smell  his 
A 'eul.  It  comes  again!  I’m  gone;  shift  for 
yourself,  sir ! [Lri/. 

Wildb . Sure  this  whole  night  is  nothing 
but  iliusion.  [damn’d  devil, 

Here's  nothing  comes ; all  they  are  mad  ! 
To  drive  her  back  again!  It  had  been  thy 
policy  [some  line  thing 

To  have  let  us  alone;  we  might  have  done 
To  have  made  thy  hell-hood  laugh:  ’tis  a 
dainty  wench; 

If  I *d  her  again,  not  all  your  fellow  goblins, 
Nor  all  their  claws,  should  scratch  her  hence. 
I'll  stay  still; 

May  be  her  fright  will  bring  her  back  again; 
Yet  I will  hope. 

Enter  Toby. 

Toby.  I can  find  no  bed,  no  body,  nor  no 
chamber;  [that  neither. 

Sure  they  are  all  i'th’ cellar!  ana  I cannot  find 
I am  led  up  and  down  like  a tame  ass;  my 
light's  out,  [bull, 

Ana  I grope  up  and  down  like  blind-man 
And  break  my  lace,  and  break  my  pate. 

Wildb.  It  comes  again  sure  ! 

I see  die  slmdow;  I’ll  have  faster  hold  now. 
Sure  she’s  mad;  I long  to  lie  with  a mad  wo* 
She  must  needs  have  rare  new’  tricks,  [man, 
Toby.  I hear  one  whisper:  [clutches, 

If  it  be  the  devil  now  to  allure  me  into  his 
For  devils  have  a kind  of  tone  like  crickets — 
Wildb.  I*ve  a glimpse  of  her  guise  14 : ’tis 
she ; she  would  steal  by  me. 

But  111  stand  sure. 

Toby.  I’ve  but  a dram  of  wit  left,  [now  ! 
And  that’s  even  ready  to  run:  oh,  for  my  bed 
Wildb.  She  nam'd  a bed;  I like  that,  she 
Where  is  she  now?  [repents  sure; 

'Toby.  Who’s  that? 

Wildb.  Are  you  there?  In,  in, 

In  presently ! 


Toby.  I feci  his  talons  thro’  me; 

*Tis  an  old  haggard  devil;  what  will  he  do 
with  me  ? 

Wildb.  Let  me  kiss  thee  first,  quick,  quick! 
Toby.  A lech’rous  devil!  [has  a muffler. 
Wildb.  What  a hairy  whore  'tis;  sure  she 
Toby.  If  I should  have  a young  Satan  by 
him,  (for  I dare  not  deny  him) 

In  what  case  were  I ! W’ho  durst  deliver  me? 

Wildb.  Tis  but  my  fancy ; she’s  the  same. 
Gently,  my  sweet  girl ! [In  quickly, 

Toby.  Sweet  devil,  be  good  to  me ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Lurcher  and  Alathe. 

Lurch.  W'herc’smy  love,  boy? 

Alathe.  She’s  coming  with  a candle. 

To  see  our  happy  prize. 

Lure.  I'm  cruel  weary.  [heavy, 

Alathe.  I cannot  blame  ye;  plate  is  very 
To  carry  without  light  or  help. 

Lure.  The  fear  too 

At  every  stumble  to  be  discover’d,  boy, 

At  every  cough  to  raise  a constable  ! 

Well,  we’ll  be  merry  now. 

Alathe.  We  have  some  reason : 

Things  compass'd  without  fear  or  eminent 
danger, 

Are  too  luxurious15,  sir,  to  live  upon: 
Money  and  wealth  got  thus  are  as  full  venture, 
And  carry  in  their  natures  as  much  merit, 
As  his  that  digs  'em  out  o’ th' mine;  they 
taste  too16,  [liciously ; 

Season'd  with  doubts  and  dangers,  most  de- 
Riches  that  tall  upon  us  are  too  ripe. 

And  dull  our  appetites. 

Lure.  Most  learned  child  ! 

Enter  Mistress. 

Mistress.  You’re  w elcome  ! where  have  you 
left  it? 

" Lure.  In  the  next  room,  hard  by. 

Mistress.  Is  it  plate  all?  [weary; 

Lure.  AH,  all,  and  jewels.  I am  monstrous 
Prithee  let's  go  to  bed. 

Mistress.  Prithee  let’s  see’t  first. 

Lure.  To-morrow’s  a new  day,  sweet. 
Mistress.  Yes,  to  melt  it;  [died. 

But  let’s  agree  to-night,  how't  shall  be  han- 
Pll  have  a new  gown — 

Lure.  'Sha’t  have  any  thing. 


13  The  malicious  house.]  I am  inclinable  to  think  that  house  is  a corruption  for  hour , and 
if  the  reader  considers  the  passage  coolly,  1 make  no  doubt  but  he  will  be  of  my  opinion. 

Sympson, 

House  is  here  used  in  its  astrological  sense , as  it  is  frequently  in  Rollo. 

**  1 have  a glimpse  of  her.]  The  dropping  of  speakers,  as  well  as  the  wrong  naming  of 
them,  is  a fault  very  common  among  the  editors  of  our  authors’  works.  The  former,  1 sup- 
pose, with  Mr.  Theobald,  is  the  case  here,  as  the  latter  is  afterwards  in  this  very  play,  Ac. 
Wild  brain  ought  to  be  fixed  before, 

I have  a glimpse  of  her,  Ac.  Sympson. 

15  Are  too  luxurious  to  live  upon.]  The  meaning  of  luxurious  seems  here  to  be  that  of 
street,  cloying , Ac.  a sense  I never  remember  to  have  found  it  used  in:  if  the  line  is  to  be 
alter'd,  I would  do  it  thus. 

Are  too  luscious , sir , to  live  upon.  Sympson. 

16  They  last  too.]  Corrected  by  Sympson.  Mistress , 
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Mi stress.  And  such  a riding  suit  as  Mis- 
tress Newloves: 

What  tho'  I be  no  gentlewoman  bom, 

I hope  I may  ntchieve  it  by  mv  carriage. 

Lure.  Thou  say'st  right.  fund  a lacquey.  ! 
Mistress.  You  promis’d  me  a horse  too, 
Lure.  Thou  shall  have  horses  si*,  and  a 
postilion.  [a  postilion? 

Mistress.  That  will  be  stately,  sweetheart : 
Lure.  Nay,  we'll  be  in  fashion;  he  shall 
ride  before  us  [musquet; 

la  winter,  with  as  much  dirt  would  damp  a 
The  inside  of  our  coach  shall  be  of  scarlet. 
Mistress.  That  will  be  dear. 
fare.  There  is  a dye  projecting 
Will  make  it  cheap,  wench.  Come,  thou 
shait  have  any  thing.  [to  behold 

Mistress.  Where  is  tliis chest?  I long,  sweet. 
Our  Indies.  [then  ’tis  lit 

Alai  he.  Mistress,  let’s  melt  it  first,  and 
You  should  dispose  it;  then  'tis  sate  from 
danger.  [boy  too. 

Mistress.  I’ll  be  a loving  mistress  to  my 
Now  fetch  it  in,  and  let's  rejoice  upon’t. 
Alathe.  Hold  your  light,  mistress,  we  may 
see  to  enter. 

[Lurcher  and  Alathe  drag  in  the  coffin. 
Mistress.  Ha ! what’s  here?  Call  you  this 
Alathe.  We  ha'  miss’d,  sir;  [a  chest? 
Our  haste  ami  want  of  light  made  us  mistake. 
Mistress.  A very  cotfin  ! [one. 

Lure.  How!  a codin?  Boy,  ’tis  very  like 
Alathe.  The*  devil  ow'd  us  a shame,  and 
now  h’has  paid  us. 

Mistress  Is  this  your  treasure? 

Alathe.  Bury  ine  alive  in’t. 
fare.  It  may  be  there’s  no  room. 

Mistress.  N ay,  I will  search  it:  [face, 

I’ll  see  what  wealth’s  within. — A woman's 
And  a fair  woman’s? 

Alathe.  I cannot  tell,  sir;  [’em. 

Belike  this  was  the  sadness  that  possess’d 
The  plate  stood  next,  I’m  sure. 

fare.  I shake,  1 shake,  bov; 

What  a cold  sweat!  Jcome  on’s,  sir? 

Alathe.  This  may  work.  What  will  be- 
Mutress.  She’s  cold,  dead-cold;  d’ye  find 
vour  conscience?  [punish’d, 

Bye  bring  your  Gillians  hither? — IN  ay,  she’s 
Your  conceal’d  love’s  cas’d  up. 
fare.  It  is  Maria; 

The  very  same,  the  bride:  new  horror I 
Mistress.  These  arc  fine  tricks;  you  hope 
she’s  in  a swoon, 

But  I’ll  take  order  she  shall  ue’er  recover 
To  bore  my  nose:  come,  take  her  up  and 
bury  her 

Quickly,  or  I’ll  cry  our : take  her  up  instantly. 
Lure.  Be  not  so  hasty,  fool;  Umtiuay  undo 
US: 


We  may  he  in  for  murder  so:  be  patient; 
Tholi  seest  she’s  dead,  and  Cannot  injure  thee. 
Mistress.  I’m  sure  she  shall  not. 

Aluthe.  Be  not,  sir,  dejected  [been  else; 
Too  much:  a strange  mistake;  this  had  not 
It  makes  me  almost  weep  to  think  upon  it. 
Lure.  What  an  unlucky  thief  nrn  I ? 
Mistress.  I’ll  no  cousid’ring;  either  bestir 
yourself,  or — 

Lure.  Hold  ! [will  not 

Mistress.  I.ct  it  not  stay  to  smell  then;  l 
Emlure  the  stink  of  a rival. 

Lure.  ’Would  ’twerc  there  again ! 

A /at hr.  We  must  bury  her. 

Lure.  But  where  o*th*  sudden,  or  with 
what  providence, 

That  no  eyes  watch  us? 

Mistress.  Take  a spade  and  follow  me ; 
The  next  fair  ground  wc  meet  make  the 
church-yard: 

As  T live  I’ll  see  her  lodg’d. 

Lure.  It  must  be  so: 

IIow  heavy  my  heart  is  ! I ha’  no  life  left. 
Aluthe.  T am  past  thinking  too,  no  under- 
standing: 

That  l should  miss  the  right  chest! 

Lure.  The  happy  chest ! 

Alathe.  That  which  I saw  and  mark’d  too! 
Lure.  Well,  passion  wo*  not  help  us. 

Had  I twenty  falls  for  this — 

Alathe.  *Ywas  my  fault,  sir17. 

Lure.  And  twenty  thousand  fears  for  this? 
Oh,  the  devil! 

Now  could  I curse!  Well,  we  have  her  now 
And  must  dispose  her. 

Rater  Mistress. 

Mistress.  Unrig  both  for  two  blind  buz- 
zards! Here’s  a spade; 

Quickly,  or  I’ll  call  the  neighbours. 

Lure.  There’s  no  remedy 18 ; [pasty! 
’Would  the  poor  hungry  prisoners  bad  this 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Algripe , and  a Servant  with  a light. 

Serv.  ’Tw-ns  a strange  mischance,  sir. 

Alg.  Mischance,  say’st?  No,  'twas  happi- 
ness to  me ; [portion  ! 

There  is  so  much  charge  sav’d;  I have  l»cr 
I’ll  marry  twenty  more  on  such  conditions. 
Scrv.  Did  it  uot  trouble  you,  sir,  to  see 
her  dead  ? 

Alg.  Not  much,  I thank  my  conscience: 

I was  tormented  Till  that  happen'd;  furies 
Were  in  my  brain  to  think  myself  a cuckold 
At  that  time  of  the  night.  [doors! 

When  I coinc  home,  I charge  you  shut  my 
Licks,  bolts,  and  bars,  are  little  enough  to 
secure  me. 

Scrv.  Why,  an  it  please  you? 


17  ’Treat  my  fault,  sir. 

And  twenty  thousand  fears,  &c.]  These  two  speeches  were  printed  as  one,  'till  separated 
by  Synipson. 

There's  no  remedy.']  This  «peech  also,  which  had  always  been- given  to  the  Mistress, 
kjuipson  judiciously  advises  giving  to  Lurcher. 

vol.  in.  l At,. 
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Afg.  Fool,  to  ask  that  question! 

To  keep  out  women.  I expect  her  mother 
Will  visit  me  with  her  clamours:  Oh,  1 hate 
Their  noise,  and  do  abhor  the  whole  sex 
heartily ! [study 

They  are  all  walking  devils,  harpies:  I will 
A week  together  how  to  rail  sufficiently 
Upon  ’em  nil:  and,  that  I may  be  furnish’d, 
Thou  sha.lt  buy  all  the  railing  books  and  bal- 
lads 

That  malice  hath  invented  against  women ; 

J n ill  read  nothing  else,  ami  practise  'em, 

'Fill  1 grow  fat  with  curses. 

Serv.  If  you’ll  go  [books  ! — 

To  th’  charge,  let  me  alone  to  find  you 
What’s  that ? They  come  near  us19. 

Afg.  Where?  hold  up  the  torch,  knave! 
Serv.  Did  you  hear  nothing?  ’tisa— 

Afg.  Why  dost  make  a stand? 

Sci'V.  What’s  that? 

Afg.  Where,  where?  dost  sec  any  thing? 
\Ve  are  hard  by  th’  church-yard,  and  1 was 
never 

Valiant  at  midnightin  such  irksome  places10; 
T1  icy  say  ghosts  walk  sometimes.  Hark!  d’ye  ! 
hear  nothing? 

Enter  Lurch cry  Alaihef  and  Mistress. 

Mistress.  No  further;  dig  here,  and  lay  her 
iu  quickly.  f be  discover’d ! 

Lure.  What  light  is  that,  boy?  vve  shall 
Set  the  coffin  up  an  end,  and  get  behind  me; 
There’s  no  avoiding. 

A fat  he.  Oh! 

Afg.  Where  is  that  groan? 

I begin  to  be  afraid. 

Serv.  What  shall  wc  do,  sir? 

Afg.  We  are  almost  at  home  now;  thou 
must  go  forward ; 

Perhaps  'twas  my  imagination. 

Lure.  Tis  he ! 

Afuthe.  I know  him  too;  let  me  alone  ! 
Serv.  OIj,  sir, 

A gho9t,  the  very  ghost  of  mistress  bride ! 

1 have  no  power  to  run  away.  [me  ! 

Afg.  Curst  ghost!  bless  me!  preserve 
I do  command  thee,  whatsoe’er  thou  art, 

I do  conjure  thee,  leave  me;  do  not  fright  me. 
If  thou  best  a devil,  vex  me  not  so  soon, 

If  thou  be’st — the  spirit  of  my  wife — 

A fat  he.  Thy  wife.  i 

Afg.  I shall  be  tormented! 

Afuthe.  Thy  abused  wife, 


[Act  2. 

That  cannot  peaceably  enjoy  her  death. 

Thou  hast  an  evil  conscience. 

Afg.  I know  it.  [thy  soul, 

A la  the.  Among  thy  other  sins  which  black 
Call  to  thy  mind  thy  vow  made  to  another. 
Whom  thou  hast  wrong’d,  und  make  her  sa- 
tisfaction 

Now  I am  dead,  thou  perjur’d  man  ! or  else 
A thousand  black  tormcntorsshall  pursue  thee, 
Until  thou  leap  into  eternal  flames; 

Where  gold,  which  thou  adorest  here  on  earth, 
Melred, the  fiends  shall  pour  into  thy  throat! 
For  this  time,  pass;  go  home  and  tliiuk  upon 
Lure.  Away  ! [me  l 

Serv.  There  are  more  Spirits! 

Afg.  Thank  you,  dear  wife  ! 

I’ll  bestow  twenty  nobles  on  a tomb  for  thee; 
Thou  shalt  not  walk  and  catch  cold  after 
death.  [They  go  backward  in. 

Lure.  So,  so ; they’re  gone ; ’twas  my  in- 
genious rascal ! 

But  how  dost  know  he  made  vows  to  another? 

A fat  he.  I overheard  the  women  talk  to- 
night on’t ; [bury 

But  now  let’s  lose  no  time,  sir ! pray  let  s 
This  gentlewoman.  Where’s  my  mistress? 
Enter  Mistress. 

Mistress.  Here;  I durst  not  tarry. 

Lure.  We  ha’  so  cozen’d  the  old  forty  i’th' 
hundred  [grim  age; 

An  the  devil  hinder  him  not,  he’ll  go  a pil- 
But  come,  about  our  business!  set  her  down 
Maria.  Oh!  [again. 

Lure.  She  groans!  ha! 

Maria.  Oh  ! 

Lure.  Again!  she  stirs!  [in  pieces. 

Mistress.  Let’s  fly,  or  else  we  shall  be  torn 
Lure.  An  you  be  good  at  that,  bury  your- 
Or  let  the  sexton  take  you  for  his  fee.  [self, 
Away,  boy!  [ Eseunt. 

Maria.  I am  very  cold,  dead-cola  ! 

Where  am  I?  what's  this?  a coffin?  where 
have  I been? 

Mercy  defend  me  ! Ila!  I do  remember 
I was  betray’d,  aud  swooned.  My  heart  aches ; 
I’m  wond’fous  hungry  too : dead  bodies  eat 
not: 

Sure  I was  meant  for  burial;  I am  frozen; 
Death,  like  a cake  of icc,  dwells  round  about 
me;  [what  path? 

Darkness  spreads  o’er  the  world  too.  W here  ? 
Best  Providence,  direct  me11 ! [Exit. 
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19  Just.  They  come  near  us. 

Serv.  W ’ItuVs  that  Y]  So  the  former  editions. 
ac  Irksome  p/ticex.}  Probably  we  should  read,  darksome. 
Lest.]  Perhaps  the  original  exhibited  blest. 
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ACT  III. 


Enter  Lady , Wildbrain , Women , and  Toby, 
Lady.'TKOV  art  the  most  unfortunate  fel- 
A Wildb.  Why,  aunt,  [low — 
What  have  I done? 

Lady.  The  most  malicious  varlet — [ing 
Thy  wicked  head  never  at  rest,  but  hammer- 
And  hatching  hellish  tilings,  and  to  no  pur- 
So  thou  mayst  have  thy  base  will.  [pose, 
Wildb.  Why  do  you  rail  thus  ? 

Cannot  a scurvy  accident  fall  out, 

But  I must  be  at  one  end  on’t? 

Lady.  Thou  art  at  both  ends.  the  fools, 
Wildb.  Cannot  young  sullen  wenches  play 
And  marry,  and  die,  hut  I must  be  the  agent? 
All  that  I did  (and  if  that  be  an  injury,  [her, 
Let  the  world  judge  it)  was  but  to  persuade 
(And,  as  I take  it,  I was  bound  to’t  too) 

To  make  the  reverend  coxcomb  her  husband 
cuckold : [harm  i’this? 

What  eke  could  I advise  her?  was  there 
You  are  of  years,  and  have  run  thro’  experi- 
ence; [again, 

Would  you  be  content,  if  you  were  young 
To  have  a continual  cough  grow  to  your  pil- 
low ?| 

A rottenness,  that  vaults  are  perfumes  to, 
Hang  in  vour  roof,  and  like  a fog  infect  you? 
Anointed  hams,  to  keep  his  hinges  turning, 
Reek  ever  in  your  nose,  and  twenty  night- 
W ith  twenty  several  sweats?  [caps, 

Toby.  Some  Jew,  some  justice,  [madam; 

A thousand  heathen-smells,  to  say  truth, 

And  would  you  mellow  my  young  pretty  inis- 
If  such  a nus-ken?  [tress 

Lady.  Sirrah, 

W here  is  the  body  of  my  girl  ? 

Wildb.  I know  not; 

I am  no  conjurer:  you  may  look  the  bodv! 

I waslike  to  be  stol’n  away  myself ; the  spirit 
Had  like  to  ha*  surpriz’d  me  in  the  shape  of 
a woman,  [dangerous. 

Of  a young  woman,  and  you  know  those  are 
Toby.  So  had  I,  madam,  simply  tho’ I stand 
here, 

I had  been  ravish’d  too:  I bad  twenty  spirits; 
In  every  corner  of  the  house  a fiend  met  me. 
1/idy.  You  lie  like  rascals!  Was  mistress 
Newlove  such 

A spirit,  sir,  to  fright  your  worship?  Well, 

I discharge  you,  sir;  you  are  now  at  liberty; 
Live  where  you  please,  and  do  what  pranks 
you  fancy  ; [tny  nephew, 

You  know  your  substance:  tin/  you  are 
I am  no  way  bound,  sir,  to  protect  your  mis- 
So,  fare  you  well!  [chief: 

Wildb.  Farewell,  good  aunt ! I thank  you ! 


Adieu,  honest  Nick!  The  devil,  if  If  have 
power,  [riage. 

Will  persecute  your  old  bones  for  this  mar* 
Farewell,  mistress  Win! 

Toby.  And  shall  we  part  with  dry  lips? 
Shall  we,  that  have  been  fellow-devils  together, 
Flinch  for  an  old  woman’s  fart? 

Wildb.  *Tis  a fine  time  o’ night  too;  but 
we  must  part,  Nick.  [the  tenor, 

Toby.  Shall  we  never  ring  again?  ne’er  toss 
And  roll  the  changes  in  a cup  of  claret?  [on 
You  shall  not  want ; whate'er  I lay  my  hands 
(As  I am  sure  Autoinedon  the  coachman11) 
Shall  be  distributed:  bear  up,  I say,  hang;  sor- 
row ! [sure. 

Give  me  that  bird,  abroad  that  lives  at  plen- 
Siun  the  butler’s  true,  the  cook  a reverend 
Trojan  ; [they  werg  rotten ; 

The  falkner  shall  sell  his  haw  ks,  and  swear 
There  be  some  wandring  spoons,  they  may 
be  met  with;  [sentences! 

I’ll  pawn  a coach-horse.  Peace,  utter  no 
The  harness  shall  be  us’d  in  our  wars  also; 
Or  shall  I drive  her  (tell  me  but  your  will  now; 
Say  but  the  word)  over  some  rotten  bridge, 
Or  by  a marl-pit  side?  she  may  slip  in  dain- 
Let  me  alone  for  myself!  [tily; 

Wildb.  No,  no;  farewell,  Toby ! 

Farewell,  spiny  Nicholas!  no  such  thing; 
There  be  ways  i’tb’  w orld — If  you  see  me 
A day  or  two  hence,  may  be  we’ll  crack  a 
quart  yet,  [hold ! 

And  pull  a bell.  Commend  me  to  the  bous- 
Nay,  cry  not,  Toby;  ’twill  make  thy  head 
Toby.  Sweet  master  Wildbrain ! [giddy. 
Wildb.  No  more,  Toby;  go, 

The  times  may  alter. — 

But  where’s  the  corse  of  my  dead  cousin, 

(If  she  be  dead ;?  I hop’d  ’thud  but  dissembled: 
That  sits  henvy  here.  .Toby,  honest  Toby, 
Lend  me  thy  lanthom;  I forgot  'twas  daijk; 

I had  need  look  to  my  ways  now. 

Toby.  Take  a lodging  with  me  to-night  in 
the  stable,  [bor  es, 

And  ride  away  to-morrow  with  one  of  the 
Next  your  heart,  pray  do! 

Wildb.  No.  [wander; 

Good  night,  good  neighbour  Toby!  I will 
I scorn  to  submit  myself,  ere  I have  ram- 
bled—- [terial ; 

But  whither,  or  with  what  ? that’s  more  ma- 
No  matter;  and,  the  worst  come,  ’tis  but 
stealing,  [credit; 

A nd  my  aunt  won’t  see  me  hang’d,  for  her  ow  n 
And  farewell  in  a halter  costs  me  nothing. 

[Exeunt. 


11  Autoinedon.]  Autvmedon  was  the  charioteer  of  Achilles,  and  i6  now  a name  applied  to 
tKry  one  of  that  calling. 
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Enter  Heart  lore. 

Hearth  The  night,  and  all  the  evils  the 
night  covers,  • [darkness. 

The  goblins,  hags,  and  the  black  spawn  of 
Cannot  fright  me.  No,  Death,  1 dare  thy 
cruelty ! 

For  I am  weary  both  of  life  and  light  too. 
Keep  my  wits,*  Heav’u ! They  say  spirits  ap- 
pear 

To  melancholy  minds,  and  the  graves  open : 

I would  fain  see  the  fair  Maria's  shadow, 

But  speak  unto  her  spirit,  ere  I died. 

But  ask  upon  inv  knees  a mercy  from  her. 

I was  a villain;  but  her  wretched  kinsman. 
That  set.  this  plot,  shall  with  his  heart-blood 
satisfy  [this? 

Her  injur’d  life  and  honour. — What  fight’s 

Euler  Wildbrain  with  a Lanthom . 
XVildb.  It  is  but  melancholy  walking  thus; 
The  tavern-doors  tire  barricado’d  too,  [tion ; 
Where  I might  drink  ’till  morn,  in  expecta- 
I cannot  meet  the  watch  neither;  nothing  in 
Tlie  likeness  of  a constable,  whom  1 might, 
In  my  distress,  abuse,  nnd  so  be  carried. 
For  want  of  other  lodging,  to  the  Counter. 
Hearth  Tis  his  voice  ; Fate,  1 thank  thee! 
1 Yildh.  11a ! who  is  that?  An  thou  l>e’st 
a man,  speak: 

Frank  Ileartlove?  then  I hear  mv  destinies! 
Thou  art  the  man  of  all  the  world  I wish’d 
for: 

My  aunt  has  turn’d  me  out  n-doors;  she  has, 
At  tins  unchristian  hour;  and  I do  walk 
IVJctiiinks  like  Guido  Vaux,  with  my  dark 
lanthom. 

Stealing  to  set  the  town  o’  fire ; i’th’ country 
1 should  be  ta’en  for  William  o’  th*  Wisp, 
Or  Robin  Good-Fellow.  And  how  dost. 
Hearth  The  worse  for  you  ! [Frank? 
1 Yildh.  Come,  thou’rt  a fool.  Art  going  to 
rhy  lodging? 

HI  he  with  thee  to-night,  and  tell  thee  stories, 
How  many  devils  wc  ha’  met  withal ; 

Our  house  is  haunted.  Frank,  whole  legions — 
I saw  fifty  for  my  share. 

Hearth  Didst  not  fright  ’em  ? 

M'ildb.  Ilow  ! fright ’em?  No,  they  frighted 
me  sufficiently.  [make  them  stare, 

Hearth  Thou  liadxt  wickedness  enough  to 
And  be  afraid  o’thee,  malicious  devil  ! 

And  draw  thy  sword  ; for,  by  Maria’s  soul, 

I will  not  let  thee  scape,  to  do  more  mischief. 
IVildb.  Thou  art  mad;  what  dost  mean? 
Hearth  To  kill  thee;  nothing  else  will 
ease  iny  anger; 

The  injury  is  fresh  I bleed  withal ; [in’t, 
Nor  can  that  word  express  it,  there's  no  peace 


Nor  must  it  he  forgiven,  but  in  death: 
Therefore  call  up  thy  valour,  if  th’  hast  any. 
And  summon  up  thv  spirits  to  defend  thee! 
Thy  heart  must  suffer  for  thy  damned  prac- 
tices 

Against  thy  noble  cousin,  nnd  my  innocence. 
tVildb.  Ilold  ! hear  a word  ! did  I do  any 
thing  [her? 

But  for  your  good?  That  you  might  nave 
That  in  that  desp’rate  time  I might  redeem 
Altho*  with  show  of  loss?  [her, 

Hearth  Out,  ugly  villain ! 

Fling  on  her  the  most  haterl  name  of  whore 
To  the  world’s  eye,  and  face  it  out  in  cour- 
tesy? [tempt  it? 

Bring  him  to  sce’t,  and  make  me  drunk  t’at- 
Enter  Maria. 

Maria.  I hear  some  voices  this  way. 
Heart/.  No  more  ! if  you  can  pray, 

Do’t  as  you  fight. 

Maria.  What  new  frights  oppose  me? 

I have  heard  that  tongue. 

Wildb.  Tis  my  fortune: 

You  could  not  take  me  in  abetter  time,  sir; 

I have  nothing  to  lose, but  the  love  1 lent  thee. 
My  life  my  sword  protect ! [their  ruins, 
Maria.  T know  ’em  both;  but,  to  prevent 
Must  not  discover — Stay,  men  most  desp’- 
rate ! 

The  mischief  you  are  forward  to  commit 
Will  keep  me  from  my  grave ; and  tie  my 
To  endless  troubles  else.  [spirit 

IVildb.  Ha!  ’tis  her  ghost ! 

Hearth  Maria?  [make 

Maria.  Hear  me  both!  Each  wound  you 
Runs  thro’  my  soul,  and  is  a new  death  to 
me; 

Each  threatnine  danger  w ill  affright  my  rest. 
Look  on  me,  Ileartlove,  and,  my  kinsman, 
view  me ! 

Was  1 not  late,  in  my  unhappy  marriage. 
Sufficient  miserable,  full  of  all  misfortunes. 
But  you  must  add,  with  your  most  impious 
angers, 

Unto  my  sleeping  dust  this  insolence*? 

Would  vou  teach  Time  to  speak  eternally 
Of  my  disgraces?  make  records  to  keep  ’em. 
Keep  them  in  brass?  Fight  then,,  and  kill  my 
honour!  [swords, 

Fight  deadly  both;  and  let  your  bloody 
Thro*  my  reviv’d  and  reeking  infamy,  [ruins! 
(That  never  shall  be  purg’d)  find  your  own 
Ileaitlove,  I lov’d  thee  once ; and  hop’d  again 
In  a more  blessed  love  to  meet  thy  spirit: 

If  thou  kill’st  him,  thou  art  a murderer; 
And  murder  never  shall  inherit  Heav’n15 : 

[ My  time  is  come,  my  conceal’d  grave  expects 
me : 


21  And  murder  shall  never  inherit  Heaven. ] 

Theobald  reads,  And  murderers  slutll  ne’er  inherit  Heaven; 

And  Sympson,  And  a murderer  shall  ne’er  inherit  Heaven. 

For  the  ease  ot  the  ve  rse,  we  have  umde  a small  transposition  ; though  it  is  not  improbable 
that  the  old  line  is  geuuiuc.  * 

Farewell, 
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farewell,  and  follow  npt!  your  feet  are 
bloody,  [melted : 

And  will  pollute  my  peace. —I  hope  they  are 
This  is  ray  way  sure.  [Exit. 

Heart l.  Stay,  bless’ d soul ! 

Wiidb.  'Would  she  had 
Come  sooner,  and  ha’  sav'd  some  blood ! 
Heartl.  Dost  bleed  ? [feel  it. 

Wiidb.  Yes,  certainly ; I can  both  see  and 
Heart L Now  I well  hope  it  is  not  dan- 
gerous. [me, 

Give  me  thy  hand  ; ns  far  as  honour  guides 

I will  know  thee  again.  [i£rif. 

Wiidb.  I thank  thee  heartily ! 

I know  not  where  to  get  a surgeon. 

This  vision  troubles  me ; sure  she  is  living, 
And  I was  foolish  blind,  I could  not  Hud  it. 
I bleed  apace  still,  and  my  heart  grows 
heavy; 

Jfl  go  far  I faint;  I’ll  knock  at  this  house, 
They  may  be  charitable.  'Would  'twere  per- 
fect day  I 

Enter  Mistress. 

Mistress.  *Tis  not  he. — What  would  you, 
sir? 

Wiidb.  I would  crave  a little  rest,  lady, 
And  for  my  hurts  some  surgery ; I am 
A gentleman  that  fortune  of  a fight — 
Mistress.  A handsome  gentleman  ! 

Alas,  he  bleeds;  a very  handsome  gentleman! 
Wiidb.  A sweet  young  wench!  beshrew 
my  heart,  a fair  one  ! 

Fortune  has  made  me  some  recompense. 
Mistress.  Pray,  come  in;  the  air  is  hurt- 
ful for  you ; [presently  ; 

Pray,  let  me  lead  you ; I'll  have  a bed  for  you 
111  be  your  surgeon  too.  Ajas,  sweet  gentle- 
man * [too  fast  now. 

Wiidb.  I feel  no  hurts;  the  moruing  conies 
Mistress.  Softly,  I beseech  you ! [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lady  and  Toby. 

Toby.  Ue  is  not  up  yet,  madam ; what 
To  come  forth  so  early  ? [meant  you 

Lady.  You  blockhead  ! 

Your  eves  arc  sow’d  up  still;  they  cannot  see 
When  it  is  day.  Oh,  my  poor  Maria ! 

Where  be  the  women? 

Toby.  They  said  they  would  follow  us. 
Lady.  He  shall  not  laugh  thus  at  my 
misery ; 

And  kill  my  child,  and  steal  away  her  body, 
And  keep  her  portion  too. 

Toby.  Let  him  be  liang'd  for't ; 

You  have  my  voice. 

Lady.  These  women  not  come  yet? 


A son-in-law ! I'll  keep  a conjurer. 

But  Til  find  out  his  knavery. 

Toby.  Do,  and  I'll  help  him.  [jure  him: 
And  if  he  were  here,  this  whip  should  con* 
Here’s  a capias,  an  it  catch  hold  on’s  breech, 
I’d  make  him  s on  believe  the  devil  were 
Lady.  An  old  usurer ! [there. 

Toby.  He  married  the  money;  that  is  all 
he  look’d  for; 

For  your  daughter,  let  her  sink  or  swim. 
Lady.  I’ll  swim  him ! 

This  is  his  house : I wonder  they  stay  thus. 
That  we  might  rail  him  out  on’s  wits ! 

Toby.  They’ll  come,  ['em. 

Fear  not,  madam,  and  bring  clappers  with 
Or  some  have  lost  their  old  wont : I have 
heard  [o'  their  tongues 

(No  disparagement  to  your  ladyship)  some 
Like  Tom-a-Lincoln,  three  miles  oft. 

Lady.  Oh  fy ! 

How  tedious  are  they ! 

Toby.  What  an  we  lost  no  time  ? [him. 
You  and  I shall  make  a shift  to  begin  with 
Andtuneourinstrumcnts’tillth’consort  come 
To  make  up  the  full  noise : I’ll  knock. 

Alg.  [fl/wre]  Who  is  that  raps  so  saucily? 
'Toby.  Tis  I ; [down. 

Toby : come  down,  or  else  we’ll  fetch  you 
Alas,  this  is  but  the  sance-beU2*;  here’s  a 
gentlewoman 

Will  ring  y’ another  peal:  comedown,  I say! 
Alg.  Some  new  fortifications ! look  to  my 
doors ! 

Put  double  bars!  I will  qot  have  her  enter. 
Nor  any  of  her  tribe:  they  come  to  terrify  me. 
Keep  out  her  tongue  too,  if  you  can ! 

Lady.  I hear  you,  [ship  ; 

And  I will  send  my  tongue  up  to  your  wop- 
The  echo  of  it  shall  fly  o’er  the  street. 

My  daughter,  that  thou  kill’dst  with  kind- 
ness25, Jew,  [Jew, 

That  thou  betray’dst  to  death,  thou  double 
And  after  stol’st  her  body  ! 

Toby.  Jew’s  too  good  for  him. 

Alg.  I defy  you  both ! [me, 

Thy  daughter  play’d  the  villain,  and  betray’d 
Betray’d  my  honour. 

Lady.  Honour,  rsiscal?  [thee. 

And  let  that  bear  an  action,  I’ll  try’t  with 
Honour? 

Toby.  Oh,  reprobate! 

Lady.  Thou  musty  justice, 

Buy  an  honourable  halier,  and  hang  thyself! 
Toby.  A worshipful  rope’s  end  is  too  good 
for  him.  [dog  else. 

Lady.  Get  honour  that  way;  thou  wot  die  a 
Toby.  Come,  and  be  wlupt  first! 

Lady.  Where's  her  portion? 


H Saun  cc-bell.]  Sanctus-he\\,  wont  to  be  rung  when  the  priest  said,  Sanctus,  Sonet  us , 
Banctu*,  Dorn  in  us , Deus  Sabbaoth.  Coles's  English  Dictionary,  8vo.  JG77. 

15  My  daughter  that  thou  kill’dst .]  Sympson  would  make  this  a question,  and  read, 
Where’s  my  daughter,  &c. 

But  surely  the  poet  meant  sUq  should  demand  hu*  daughter,  which  is  much  better  tlian  in - 
terragating. 

Enter 
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[Act  3. 


Enter  Nurse  und  Women. 

Alg.  Where 
IJ1  keep  it  safely. 

Nurse.  Traitor,  thou  sha’n’t  keep  it! 

\ Alg.  More  of  the  kennel  ? Put  more  bolts 
to  th*  doors  there,  * [upon  us. 
And  arm  yourselves!  Hell  is  broke  loose 
Toby.  I am  glad  ye’re  come ; we’ll  blow 
the  house  down. 

lady.  Oh,  Nurse,  I have  such  cause— 
Women.  Villain,  viper  ! — 

Alt  ho’  you  had  no  cause,  we’re  hound  to  help. 
Nurse.  Yes,  and  believe,  we  come  not 
here  t’  examine; 

And,  if  you  please,  we’ll  fire  the  house. 

Alg.  Call  the  constable ! [fortable. 

Toby.  A charitable  motion!  fire  is  com- 
J.uciy.  No,  no;  we*ll  only  let  him  know 
our  minds ; 

We  will  commit  no  outrage ; he’s  a lawyer. 
Alg.  Give  me  my  musquet ! 

Lady.  Where’s  my  daughter’s  body, 

That  1 may  bury  it? 

Women.  Speak,  or  well  bury  thee ! 

Nurse.  Alive  we’ll  bury  thee;  speak,  old 
iniquity!  [testimony. 

Toby.  Bury  him  alive  by  all  means,  for  a 
Alg.  Their  voices  make  my  house  reel ; 
oh,  for  officers ! 

Em  in  a dream  ! Thy  daughter’s  spirit  walks 
A-nights,  and  troubles  all  the  neighbours: 
Hire  a conjurer;  I’ll  say  no  more.  [go 

Lady.  The  law  shall  say  more! 

Women.  Nurse.  We  are  witnesses; 

And,  if  thou  be’st  not  bang’d — 

Enter  Lurcher  and  Alulhe. 

Lure.  Buy  a book  of  good  manners, 

A short  book  of  good  mauners. 

Alathe.  - Buy  a ballad, 

A ballad  of  the  maid  was  got  with  child  ! 

Toby.  That  might  ha’  been  my  cast?  last 
Whate’er  it  cost  me.  [night;  I’ll  ha’t, 

A /at he.  A ballad  of  the  witches  hang’d  at 
Toby.  I’ll  have  that  too ; [Ludlow  ! 

There  was  an  auntof  mine,  I think,  amongst^ 
’em ; 

1 would  be  glad  to  hear  her  testament. 

Lure.  A new  book  of  women ! [him ! 
Alg.  The  thunder’s  laid;  how  they  stare  at 
iMrc.  A new  book  of  fools,  a strange 
book, 

Very  strange  fools  ! [thou  art. 

Alg.  I’ll  owe  thee  a good  turn,  whate’er 
Lure.  A book  of  walking  spirits! 

Alg.  That  I like  not.  [morris/ 

Toby.  Nor  I;  they  walk’d  me  the  fools’ 
Lure.  A book  of  wicked  women  ! 

Alg . That’s  well  thought  on.  [women. 
Lure.  Of  rude,  malicious  w omen, of  proud 
Of  scolding  w omen ! — We  shall  ne’ci  get 
in. 

Alathe.  A ballad  of  wrong’d  maids ! 


Lady.  I’ll  buy  that. 

Lure.  A little*  very  little  book. 

Of  good  and  godly  women,  a very  little  one, 
So  little  you  may  put  it  in  a nutshell! 

Toby.  With  a small  print  that  no  body  can 
read  it. 

Nurse.  Peace,  sirrah,  or  I’ll  tear  your  books. 
Alg.  Open  the  door  and  let  him  in;  I love 
him. 

Lure.  A book  of  evil  magistrates! 

Lady.  Ay,  marry ! 

D’  ye  iiear  that,  justice? 

Lure.  And  .their  eviller  wives, 

That  wear  their  places  in  their  petticoats ! 
Alg.  D*ye  hear  that,  lady?  [dancing, 
Alathe.  A book  new  printed  against  playing, 
Masking,  May-poles;  a zealous  brother’! 
book, 

And  full  of  fables ! [w*omcn, 

Lure.  Another  book  of  women,  of  mad 
Women  that  were  born  in  March  ! 

[Lai/  u ith  Alathe. 
Jjidy.  Are  you  got  in?  [This  fellow 

W e would  ha’  pull’d  your  knave  s hide  else ! 
Was  sent  t’ abuse  us;  but  we  shall  have  time 
To  talk  more  with  this  justice. 

Alg.  Farewell,  madam ! 

As  you  like  this,  come  visit  me  again, 

You  and  your  treble-strings.  Now  scold 
your  hearts  out! 

Worn.  Shall  he  carry ’t  thus  away? 

Nurse.  Go  to  the  judge. 

And  what  you’ll  have  us  swear — 

Lady.  I thank  ye  heartily; 

I’ll  keep  that  for  the  last.  I will  go  home, 
And  leave  him  to  his  conscience  for  a 
while; 

If  it  sleep  long,  I’ll  wake  it  with  a ven- 
geance 1 [Exeunt. 

Enter  Servants. 

1 Sero.  What  book  has  he  given  thee  ? 

2 Scrr.  A dainty  book ; a book  of  the 
great  nnvy, 

Of  fifteen  hundred  ships  of  Cannon-proof, 
Built  upon  whales  to  keep  their  keels  from 
sinking. 

And  dragons  in  ’em,  that  spit  fire  ten  mile, 
And  elephants  that  carry  goodly  castles. 

1 Serv.  Dost  thou  believe  it  ? 

2 Sero.  Shall  we  not  believe  books  in  print? 

1 Serv.  I have  John  Taylor’s  book  of 
hempseed  too, 

Which,  for  two  lines  I happen’d  on  by  chance, 
I reverence. 

2 Serv.  I prithee  what  are  they  ? 

1 Serv.  They  -are  so  pat  upon  the  time, 
as  if 

He  studied  to  answer  the  late  Ilistriomastix ; 
'Iulking  of  change  and  transformations, 

1 hat  wittily  and  learnedly  he  bangs  him; 

* So  may  n Puritan’s  ruff,  tho’  starch’d,  in 

print, 

* Be  turn’d  to  paper,  and  a play  writ  in  V 

And 
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And  confute  Horace  with  a Water-Poet26: 

A play  in  the  Puritan’s  ruff?  I'll  buy  his 
works  fort. 

What  hast  there  ? a ballad  too  ? 

2 Serv.  This  ? This  is 

A piece  of  poetry  indeed ! — What  noise  is 
that  ? [ He  tings;  Algripe  cries  within. 

lSerr.  Some  cry  i’th’  streets:  prithee  sing 
on!  [3inj?  again. 

S .Sen?.  Again ! dost  not  hear  ? f f is  i’th* 
house  certainly.  [o’di*  justice. 

1 Serv.  ’ fis  a strange  noise ! and  has  a tang 

2 Serv.  Let’s  see?  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Servants,  bringing  in  their  Master 
bound  and  guggd. 

1 Sero.  Unty  his  feet";  pull  out  his  gag, 
lie  will  choak  else  ! What  desp’rate  rogues 

were  these  ! 

2 Serv.  Give  him  fresh  air. 

Alg.  I’ll  never  study  books  more ! 

I am  undone ; these  villains  have  undone  me  ! 
Hided  my  desk;  they  have  undone  me, 
learnedly ! 

A tire  lake  all  their  books ! I’ll  burn  ray  study. 
Where  were  you,  rascals,  when  the  villains 
You  could  not  tyear?  [hound  me, 

1 Serv.  He  gave  us  bo'dts,  sir,  dainty 
books  to  busy  us;  [brewhouse, 

Aud  we  were  reading,  in  that  which  was  the 
A great  way  ofi‘;  we  were  singing  ballads  too. 
And  could  not  hear. 

Alg.  This  was  a precious  thief; 

A subtle  trick  to  keep  my  servants  sale ! 

$ Serv.  What  ha’  you  lost,  sir? 

Alg.  They  ransack’d  all  before  ray  face, 
and  threaten’d 

To  kill  me  if  I cough’d;  they  have  a chain, 
My  rings,  my'  box  of  casting  gold,  my  purse 
too.  [most  grieves  me, 

They  robb’d  me  miserably;  but  that  which 
They  took  away  some  writings;  ’twas  a rogue 
That  knew  me,  and  set  ou  by  the  old  Lady; 
I will  indite  her  for’t. 


1 Serv.  Shall  we  pursue  'em? 

Alg.  Run,  run,  cursed  rascals  ! 

I am  out  of  my  wits ! Let  not  a creature  in. 
No,  not  with  necessaries  ! 

2 Serv.  We  shall  be  starv’d.  [pass  by, 
Alg.  I’ll  buy  my  meat  at  window,  as  they 

(I  wonot  trust  my  scriv’ner,he  hasbookstoo) 
And  bread  I'll  ha’  flung  up:  I charge  ye  all 
Burn  all  the  books  i’th'  house ! 

1 Sen\  Your  little  prayer  hook  ? 

Alg.  I’Unevcrprayngain!  I’ll  have  my  doors 
Made  up,  nothing  but  walls,  and  thick  ones 
too : 

No  sound  shall  tempt  meSgain ! Remember,  I 
Have  forswore  books.  [your  oath  ? 

2 Serv.  If  you  should  be  call’d  to  take 
Alg.  I will  forswear  all  oaths,  rather  than 
see 

A thing  but  in  the  likeness  of  a book ; 

An  J were  condemn'd,  I’ll  rather  chuse  to 
hang  [places ; 

Than  read  again.  Come  in,  and  search  all 
They  maybe  about  the  house:  were  the 
doors  lock'd  ? [he  gone, 

1 Sen\  But  the  keys  in  'em ; and  if  they 
They  could  not  want  wit  to  lock  us  in,  sir. 

Alg.  Never  was  man  so  miserabl  y undone ; 
I’d  lose  a limb,  to  sec  their  rogueships 
totter?  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lady  and  Nurse. 

Jjady.  Tliv  brother’s  daughter,  say'st,  and 
born  in  Wales?  [and  I hope 

Nurse.  I have  long  time  desir’d  to  see  her, 
Your  ladyship  will  not  be  offended. 

Jjady.  No,  no.  [serviceable 

Nurse.  I should  be  happy,  if  she  might  ho 
To  you,  madam.  [me  much. 

fjidy.  Beshrew  me,  but  at  first  she  took 
Is  she  not  like  Maria*7?  setting  aside 
Iler language,  very  like  her!  and  I love  her 
The  better  for’t.  I prithee  call  her  hither. 
She  speaks  feat  English,  [rnali,  Guennithl 
Nurse.  Why,Guennith,Guennith!  duhum- 


26  So  may  a Puritan's  ruff,  &c.]  Our  poets,  here,  wrote  by  memory,  without  having 
recourse  to  Taylor’s  book,  where  the  lines  run  thus, 

4 Thus  may  a BrownisL's  zealous  ruff,  in  print, 

4 Be  turn’d  to  paper,  and  a play  writ  in't.* 

But  this  is  not  the  only  fault ; the  two  lines  that  follow  seem  to  have  suffer'd  a change  of  % 
places,  as  well  as  undergone  the  loss  of  a speaker;  for  rtis  plain,  And  confute  Horace,  S^c. 
nas  no  connection  with  die  preceding  lines  of  Taylor..  To  set  the  place  right,  I suppose 
the  2d  Servant’s  speech  to  end  full  with  the  Water-Poet’s  lines,  which  strikes  the  1st  Ser- 
vant so  smartly,  that  he  cries  out,  « 

1 Serv.  A play  in  a Puritan’s  ruff?  I’ll  buy  bis  works  foPt, 

And  confute  Horace  with  a Water-Poet.  Sytnpson . 

We  think  no  change  is  necessary,  except  placing  inverted  commas  before  Taylor’s  lines* 
hf  which  the  Servant  archly  connects, 

And  confute  Horace  with  a Water-Poet; 

then  comments  on  the  passage  quoted,  A p!uy  in  a Puritan's  rufj'i — Even  were  a trans- 
position advisable,  no  additional  speaker  is  requisite. 

27  Is  she  not  like  Maria?]  I woo’d  propose  putting  the  woids  that  follow  d ose,  in  the 
Asrsc’s  mouth,  otherwise  the  Lady  will  usk  the  question,  and  give  herself  the  ai.sw.-r. 

Sytnpson, • 

Which  is  extremely  natural,  and  much  better  than  the  proposed  alteruti  -n. 

She 


Digitized  by  Google 


80 


THE  NIGHT-WALKER;  OR,  THE  LITTLE  THIEF. 


[Act  8. 


She  is  coarse,  madam,  after  her  country  guise; 
And  were  she  in  fine  cloaths — 

Lady.  1*11  have  her  handsome. 

Enter  Maria. 

What  part  of  Wales  were  you  born  in  ? 
Maria.  In  Abehundis,  madams. 

Nurse.  She  speaks  that  name  in  Welsh, 
which  we  call  Drecknock. 

Lady.  What  can  you  do?  [know  not 
Mariu.  Her  was  toe  inanv  tings  in  Walls; 
The  fashion  in  Londons,  ller  was  milk  the 
cows, 

Make  seeze  and  butters,  and  spin  very  well 
The  Welsh  freeze;  her  was  cooke  to  te 
mountain  cots,  [good  ales 

And  sing  very  fine  Prittish  tunes;  was  mage 
And  breds;  and  her  know  to  dance  on  Sun- 
Marge  you  now,  madams ! [days, 

Lady.  A pretty  innocence! 

I do  like  her  infinitely,  N ursc ; and  if  I live — 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Here’s  Mr.  Heartlove,  madam,  come 
to  see  you.  [mit  him. 

Lady.  Alas,  poor  gentleman  ! Prithee  ad- 

Entcr  Heartlove  and  Gentlemen. 

Heart l.  Madam,  I’m  come  to  take  my  last 
lady.  How,  sir ! [leave — 

Heart l.  Of  all  my  home  affections,  and  my 
friends: 

For  th’  interest  you  had  once  in  Maria, 

X would  acquaint  you  when  I leave  the  king- 
dom. [poor  power 

Lady.  ’Would  there  were  any  thing  in  my 
That  might  divert  your  will,  and  make  you 
happy ! [pardon 

I’m  sure  I’ve  wrong’d  her  too;  but  let  your 
Assure  me  you  are  charitable:  she  is  dead. 
Which  makes  us  both  sad.  What  do  you 
look  on? 

1 Gait.  The  likest  face18 — [tilman 

Maria.  Pless  us  awle ! why  doe*  that  sen- 
Make  such  under*  and  mazements  at  her? 

I know  her  not. 

Henril.  Be  not  offended,  maid ! 

Lady.  How  the  wench  blushes! 

She  represents  Maria’s  loss  to  him. 

Mariu.  Willthe  sentiiman  hurt  her?  Pray 
you  be  her  defences ! 

Was  have  mad  phisnomies;  is  her  troubled 
With  lunatics  in  her  prain-pans?  Pless  us 
awlc ! 

Heartl.  Where  had  you  this  face?  [her. 
Maria.  Her  faces  be  our  nowne,  1 warrant 


Heartl.  I wonot  hurt  you.— All  the  linea- 
ments [beauties. 

That  built  Maria  up,  all  those  springing 
Dwell  on  this  thing;  change  but  her  tongue, 

I know  her. 

Let  me  see  your  hand  ! [and  robberies; 

Maria.  Du  Gum*9!  Was  never  tliievcs 
Here  is  no  sindge  in  her  hands,  warrant  her. 

Heartl.  Trust  me,  .the  self-same  white 
And  softness ! Prithee  speak  our  English  dia- 
lect. [hard  urds  to  her, 

Maria.  I la  leggs?  what,  does  her  speage 
To  make  poor  Guennith  ridicles?  w'os  no 
Sentiiman  to  abuse  her.  [mannerly 

Heartl.  By  the  love. 

That  everlasting  love  I bear  Maria — 

Maria.  Maria?  her  name  was  Guennith; 
and  good  numes;  [fine  kanags, 

Was  poor  else,  oman  maid;  her  have  no 
To  mage  her  triesy ; yet  in  her  own  cuntrics, 
Was  held  a ftne  ense,  her  can  tell  her,  and 
honest 

Ense  too,  marg  you  dat  now:  her  can  keep 
Her  little  legs  close  enough,  warrant  her. 
Lady.  How  prettily  this  anger  shews! 

1 Gent.  She  gabbles  innocently. 

Heartl.  Madam,  farewell;  and  all  good 
fortune  dwell  wi’ ye! 

Witli  me  my  own  affections!  Farewell,  maid, 
Fair  gentle  maid! 

2 Gent.  She  sighs. 

Maria.  Du  cat  a whee3° ! [me  hack. 

Heartl.  I cannot  go;  there’s  somewhat  calls 
Maria.  Poor  Frank, 

How  gladly  would  I entertain  thy  love, 

And  meet  thy  worthy  flame,  but  shame  for- 
bids me!  [Aside. 

If  please  her  ladyships,  dwell  here  with 
Guennith,  [ncls, 

And  learn  to  spin  and  card  ull,  to  mage  flau- 
And  litiseyes-uLeis,  sal  tawrge  cood  urds 
To  her  ladyships  urships  for  her. 

[The  tears  flow  from  him , 
The  tears  of  true  afiection ! woe  is  me! 

Oh,  cursed  love,  thatglories  fn  maids’ miseries, 
Ami  true  men’s  broken  hearts! 

iMdy.  Alas,  I pity  him! 

The  wench  is  rude,  and  knows  you  not!  for- 
give her. 

Maria.  Wipe  your  nyes,  prn  v you ! tho* 
was  born  in  Walls,  [heart  is  soft: 

’Mong  craggy  rocks  and  mountains,  yet 
Look  you,  bur  can  weep  too,  when  bur  see 
men  mage 

Prinie  tears  and  -lamentations. 

Htartl.  How  hard  she  holds  me! 


*#  The  likest  face—  ] This,  as  it  here  stands,  is  the  end  of  the  Indy’s  speech;  but  sure  it 
can’t  he  so,  as  the  least  attention  will  make  evident.  I suspect  with  Mr.  Theobald,  that 
Frank  Heartlove  s name  ought  to  be  prefix’d  here,  or  else  write  with  the  oldest  quarto, 
which  Mr.  Theobald  overlook’d,  thus, 

1 Gent.  The  likest  face.  Sj/mpson. 

19  Du  Gwin.]  The  very  ingeuious  editor  of  1750  varies,  tacitly,  to  Guennith  teas  never, 
See.  The  reade  r is  requester!  to  consult  note  48  on  Monsieur  Thomas. 

Du  cat  a u See  note  4 on  Monsieur  Thomas. 

Just 
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Act  4.] 

Just  as  Maria  did ; weeps  the  same  drops, 
Now,  as  I have  a living  soul,  her  sigh  too  ! 
What  shall  I think  ? Is  not  your  name  Maria  ? 
If  it  be  not,  delude  me  with  so  much  charity 
To  say  it  is.  [deal  in  love 

Maria.  Upon  her  life,  you  was  mighty 
With  some  podies;  your  pale  seekcs  and  hol- 
low nycs, 

And  pantings  upon  her  posom,  know  very  well. 
Because,  look  you,  her  think  her  honest  sen- 
You  sail  call  her  Maria.  [tilman, 

Heart l.  Good  madam,  tliink  not  ill  I am 
thus  saucy.  [the  wench. 

j Ludjf.  Oh,  no,  sir ; be  you  not  angry  with 
Heartl.  I am  most  pleas'd. 

1 Gent.  Let's  interrupt  him;  he’ll  be  mad 
outright  else. 

2 Gent.  Observe  a little  more,  [beg  a kiss ! 
Heartl.  'Would  I could  in  your  language 
Maria.  If  her  have  necessities  of  a kiss, 

Dere  is  one  in  sarities 31 ! [look  you, 

Heartl . Let  me  suffer  death, 

If  in  my  apprehension  two  twinn'd  cherries 
Be  more  a-kin,  than  her  lips  to  Maria’s: 

And,  if  this  harsh  illusion  would  but  leave  her, 
She  were  the  same.  Good  madam,  shall  I 
Your  consent  now — [have 

Lady.  To  what  ? 

Heartl.  To  give  tliis  virgin 
To  me.  [woman, 

Lady.  She  is  not  mine;  this  is  her  kins- 
And  has  more  power  to  dispose. — Alas,  I 
pity  him ! 

Fray,  gentlemen,  prevail  with  him  to  go ; 
More  that  I wish  ins  comfort  than  his  absence. 
Heart L You  have  been  always  kind  to  me; 
will  you 

Deny  me  your  fair  cousin? 


Nurse.  'Twere  fit  you  first  obtain'd  her  own 
consent.  [departure ; 

Heartl.  He  is  no  friend  that  wishes  my 
I do  not  trouble  you ! 

1 Gent.  Tis  not  Maria.  [w’ith  that. 

Heartl.  Her  shadow  is  enough;  I'll  dwell 

Pursue  your  own  ways ! Shall  we  live  toge- 
ther ? [tauge  to  her, 

Maria.  If  her  will  come  to-morrow  and 
Her  w ill  tell  her  more  of  her  meanings;  and 
then 

If  her  be  melancholy,  her  will  sing  her 
A Welsh  song  too,  to  make  her  merries:  but 
Guennith 

Was  very  honest;  her  was  never  love 
But  one  sentilm&n,  and  he  was  bear  her 
Great  teal  of  good-ills  too.  Was  marry  one 
day : [gloves 

St.  Davy ! her  give  her  five  pair  of  white 
If  her  will  dance  at  her  weddings. 

Heartl.  All  I’m  worth,  [forsake  her. 
And  all  my  tapes,  tliis  strange  voice  would 
For  then  she  should  be — Prithee  stay  a little! 
Hark  in  thine  ear ! dissemble  not,  but  tell  me, 
And  save  my  life:  I know  you  are  Maria: 
Speak  but  as  I do,  ten  words  to  confirm  me. 
You  have  an  English  soul;  do  not  disguise  it 
From  me  with  these  strange  accents — She 
pinch’d  hard 

Again,  and  sigh’d.  [Exit  Maria, 

Lady.  W hat  ata  the  wench?  [Exit, 

Nurse.  Why,  Guennith! 

Heartl.  Sta  is  gone  too ! 

2 Gent.  Come,  leave  this  dream. 

Heartl.  A dream?  I think  so; 

But  'twas  a pleasing  one.  Now  I'll  obey, 
And  forget  oil  these  wonders;  lead  the  way! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Wildbrain  and  Toby. 

I Vildb.  TT ON EST  Toby ! [glad 

■“  Toby.  Sweet  Mr.  Wildbrain ! I'm 
I ba  met  w'ye. 

Wildb.  Why?  did  my  aunt  send  for  me? 
Toby.  Your  aunt’s  a mortal;  and  thinks 
For  aught  I can  perceive.  [not  on  you, 
Wildb.  Is  my  cousin 
Alive  again  ? 

Toby.  Neither;  and  yet  we  do  not 
Hear  that  she’s  buried. 

Wildb.  What  should  make  thee  glad  then? 
Toby.  What  should  make  me  glad?  Have 
I not  cause  ? [thus, 

To  see  vour  princely  body  well,  and  walk 
book  blithe  and  bonny,  and  your  wardrobe 
wliole  still ! [a  mine, 

Wildb.  The  case  is  clear ; and  I ha’  found 


A perfect  Indie,  since  my  aunt  cashier'd  me : 
What  think’st  of  this?  [Chinking  money. 

Toby.  Oh,  delicate  bells ! 

Wildb.  Thou  puttest  me  in  mind,  [thee: 
We  are  to  ring  anon;  I meant  to  send  for 
Meet  me  at  the  old  parish-church. 

Toby.  Say  no  more.  [conspir’d 

Wildb.  When  thy  lady  is  a-bed,  we  ha* 
A midnight  peal,  for  joy. 

Toby.  If  I fail, 

Hang  me  i’th'  bell-ropcs ! 

If  ildb.  And  how  ? and  how 
Does  iny  aunt? 

'Toby.  She’s  up  to  th'  ears  in  law: 

I do  so  whirl  tar  to  the  counsellors’  chambers, 
And  back  again,  and  bounce  her  for  more 
money,  [her, 

And  to  again — I know  not  what  they  do  with 


VOL  IH. 


31  In  sarities.]  i.e.  In  charity. 

M 


Sympson. 


But 
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But  she’s  tlit*  merriest  thing  among  these  law- 
drivers, 

And  in  their  studies  half  a day  together. 

If  thev  do  get  her  with  Masinit  Oharta , she 
By  all  th*  ability  of  her  old  body,  (swears, 
She'will  so  claw  the  justice — she  will  sell 
The  tiles  of  th’  house,  she  vows,  and  sack  out 
o’  th’  cellar,  f (him. 

(That  she  worships  to  idolatry)  but  she'll  iiang 
Witdb.  I would  she  could ! But  hark  thee, 
honest  Toby ! 

If  a man  have*  a mistress,  may  we  not, 
Without  my  aunt’s  leave,  borrow  now  and  then 
A conch  to  tumble  in,  toward  th’ Exchange, 
And  so  forth? 

Tt>by.  A mistress? 

Witdb.  She  may  be  thine  when  we  are 
married. 

Toby.  Command,  I’ll  carry  ye  both  in  pomp; 
And  let  my  lady  go  a- foot  a law-catching, 
And  exercise  her  corns.  Where  is  she,  mas- 
Witdb.  ’Sha’t  see  her.  Ller  Johu  ' 

Toby.  Shall  we  ring  for  her  ? 

Wiidb.  And  drink  her  health. 

Toby.  Drink  stifliy  for  five  hours? 

W iidb.  We’ll  drink  fifteen.  [then, 

Toby.  To-night  ? Wc  w ill  ha’  twent y torches 
And  thro’  the  streets  drive  on  triumphantly, 
Triumphantly  we’ll  drive:  by  mv  lady’s  door, 
As  I’lnaChristmn  coachman, I will  rattle  you, 
And  urine  in  her  porch,  anil  she  shall  fear  me. 
Jf  von  say  more,  1 shall  run  mad  outright! 

I will  drink  sack,  and  surfeit  instantly; 

1 know  not  where  I am  now ! 

[£*»/. 

Enter  Lurcher. 

Wiidb.  Hold,  for  thy  buttons’  sake ! The 
knave’s  transported. 

Lure.  Jack  Wild  brain  ? 

Wiidb.  Honest  Tom,  how  thrives 
The  felonious  world  with  thee  now  ? 

Lure.  You  look  and  talk  nsyuu  were  much 
exalted.  [tell  thee:  first, 

WUdb.  Thou  art  i’  th’  right,  Tom.  I will 
I ha  shook  off  ray  aunt,  and  yet  1 live  still. 
And  drink,  and  sing;  her  house  had  like  to 
ha’  spoil’d  me; 

I keep  no  hours  now ; nor  need  any  false  key 
To  the  old  woman’s  cabinets;  I hu’  money 
Upon  my  word,  and  pawn  no  oaths  to  th’ 
butler; 

No  matrimonial  protestations 
For  sack-possets,  to  the  chambermaid : I 
praise  [Tom. 

My  fate,  there  be  more  ways  to  th’  e.ood, 
Lure.  Prithee 
Release  mv  wonder. 

Wi/Jb.  i'll  cn crease  it : wipe  thiue  eyes; 
Here  is  a chain  worth  money,  an  some  man 
had  it, 

A foolish  diamond,  and  other  trifles — 

Lure.  The  very  same  ! Oh,  gipsey  ! infidel ! 

it 


[Act  4. 

All  that  I sweat,  and  ventur’d  my  neck  for, 

H’  has  got  already  : who  would  trust  a strum- 
pet ? [scss 

Wiidb.  This?  this  is  nothing  to  wlmi  I pos- 
At  home. 

Lure.  What  home? 

\\  ildb.  A bouse  that  shall  be  nameless. 

The  mistress  of  it  mine  too;  such  a piece 
Of  flesh  and  blood  ! added  to  that  so  loving! 
Lure.  Is  she  married  ? 

Wiidb.  1 know  not,  nor  I care  not : 

But  such  a prize,  so  mounting,  so  delicious! 
Thou  wilt  run  mad  : I’ll  tell  thee  more  here- 
lAire.  Nay,  prithee  a word  more,  [niter 
Wiidb.  I took 

No  pains  to  find  out  all  this  Paradise; 

My  destiny  threw  me  upon't  i'th’dark;  I 
Wanting  a lodging  too.  [found  it, 

Jaipc.  No  old  acquaintance? 

Wiidb.  Never,  never  saw  her : 

But  these  things  happen  not  in  ev’ry  age. 

I cannot  stay;  if  thou  wilt  meet  anon 
At  my  own  rendezvous,  (tliqu  know ’si  the 
tavern) 

We'U  sup  together ; after  that,  a company 
Of  merry  lads  have  made  a match  to  ring. 
Lure.  You  keep  your  exercise  i*  lb’  old 
Wiidb.  N o other  ;*  [church ? 

There  isr  no  music  to  the  bells  : we  would 
Have  bonfires,  if  we  durst.  An  thou  would 
cmne,  [htgi 

It  shall  cost  tliee  nothing,  T orn:  bang  pilfer- 
And  keep  me  company ! In  time  I may 
Shew  thee  my  wench  too.  [there? 

* Lure.  1 cannot  promise ; but  you  will  be 
Wiidb . We’ll  toss  the  bells,  anil  make  the 
steeple  roar,  boy : 

But  come  to  supper  then  ! 

Lute.  My  hand;  and  expect  me. 

[Exit  Wiidb. 

Yes,  I will  come  or  send,  and  to  some  pur- 
Art  come,  boy?  [pose. 

Enter  Alulhe,  with  Gtnvn , Beard,  aiul  CoUm 
stable's  Staff. 

Excellent  knave!  How  didst  thou  purchase 
these ? [a  sleeping  constable; 

Ala  the.  The  staff  I stole  last  night  from 
The  rest  I borrow'd  by  my  acquaintance  with 
The  players’  boys.  You  were  best  to  lose  no 
time,  sir.  [do  l not  look 

Lure.  So,  so;  help,  boy!  ’tis  very  well ; 
Like*  one  that  breaks  the  king’s  peace  with 
authority  ? [somcly, 

You  know  your  charge;  prepare  things  hand- 
Mv  diligent  boy,  and  leave  me  to  my  office. 
Atuihe.  There  want#  nothing3*;  all  ready: 
hut  l fly,  sir.  [Exit. 

Lure.  Now,  Fortune,  prove  no  slur,  and 
I’ll  adore  thee  ! [Knocks. 

Serv.  [rri/A/w]  Who’s  there?  [justice. 
i,ure . A friend  would  speak  with  master 
Serv.  Who  are  you? 

Sympson  proposes,  all’s  ready. 

Lure. 


There  wonts  nothing  already.]  So  the  former  copies. 
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Lure.  I’m  the  constable.  [business. 

Serv.  My  master’s  not  at  leisure  to  hear 
Lure,  How ! not  at  leisure  to  do  the 
king  service  ? f worship, 

Take  heed  what  you  say,  sir  ! I know  his 
If  be  knew  my  business,  would  make  no  ex- 
cuse. [assure  you 

Sere.  You  must  go  to  another  justice;  I’ll 
My  master  is  not  well  in  health. 

I Aire.  I know  not ; 

But  it* your  worshipful  be  not  at  leisure 
To  do  himself  a benefit — I am  gone,  sir — 

An  infinite  benefit,  and  the  state  shall  thank 
him  for  t;  [an  officer, 

Thank  him,  and  think  on  him  too.  I am 
And  know  mv  place ; but  I do  love  the  jus- 
I honour  any  authority  above  me : [tice ; 

Betide,  la*  is  ray  neighbour,  and  I worship 
him.  [Mr.  Constable, 

Serv.  You  have  no  books,  nor  ballads, 
About  you  ? [it  become 

Lure.  What  should  I do  with  books?  does 
A man  of  mv  plucc  to  understand  such  mat- 
ters? [me, 

Pray  rail  your  master;  if  he  please  to  follow 
I shall  discover  to  him  such  a plot,  [fort. 
Shall  get  him  everlasting  fame : I’ll  be  bang’d 
An  he  be  not  knighted  instantly,  and  for 
Reward  have  some  of  the  malefactors'  lands 
I’ll  bring  him  to  ; but  1 can’t  dally  time ! 

A/g.  [vilAtn]  Who’s  that? 

Sere.  A constable,  sir, 

Would  speak  about  some  business,  he  says 
Will  bring  you  fame,  and  mighty  profit. 

Lure.  Please  [happy  w 

Your  worship  come  dow  n,  I will  make  you 
The  notablesl  piece  of  villainy  I have  in 
hand,  sir, 

And  you  shall  find  it  out:  I ha*  made  choice 
To  bring  your  worship  to  the  first  know- 
ledge, and  [wards. 

Thank  me,  ns  you  find  the  good  ou  t after- 
Aig.  What  is  it?  treason?  [I've  lodg'd 
Lure.  Tis  little  better,  I can  tell  you  ; ^ 
A crew  of  the  most  rank  and  desperate  vil- 
lains— ['em, 

They  talk" of  robberies,  and  ways  they  did 
And  how  they  left  men  hound  in  their  studies. 
Alg.  With  books  and  ballads  ? 

Lure.  That,  sir,  that,  and  murders. 

And  thousand  knaveries  more ; they’re  very 
nch,  sir,  [more 

In  money,  jewels,  chains,  and  a hundred 
Devices. 

A/g.  Happy,  happy  constable  ! [knaves! 
I’ll  meet  you  at  the  back  door.  Get  ready, 
Lure . Not  a man,  I beseech  you  ! 

Try  privately-appointed  strength  about  me : 
They  cannot  start;  your'  men  would  breed 
suspicion : 

All  my  desire  is,  you  would  come  alone,  ' 

That  you  might  have  the  hope  o’,  th'  enter- 
prize,  [ceed,  sir. 

That  you  might  hear  'em  first,  and  then  pro- 
Alg.  I come,  I come  ! 
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Lure.  Tis  very  well.  [thing  late. 

A/g.  Keep  all  my  doors  fast.  It  is  some- 
Lure.  So,  so ! An  please  your  worship. 
I’ll  direct  you.  [Exaoit. 

V.ntcr  A/at  he. 

A/at  he.  My  master  stnys;  I doubt  his 
lime-twigs  catch  not : 

If  they  do,  all’s  provided.  But  I all 
This  while  forget  my  own  state:  fair  Maria 
Is  certainly  alive;  I met  her  in 
Another  habit,  with  her  Nurse;  ’twaa  she  ! 
There  is  some  trick  in’t:  but  when  this  is  over 
I'll  find  it  out.  This  project  for  the  usurer 
May  have  good  effect ; however, ’twill  be  sport 

Enter  Lurcher. 

To  mortify  him  a little.  He  is  conic  without 
Have  you  fail’d,  sir?  * [him: 

Lure.  Prosper’d,  my  little  engineer:  away! 
He  is  i’  th'  next  room;  be  not  you  seen, 
sirrah ! [ Exit. 

Aluthe.  The  pit-fall’s  ready  4 never  justice 
Was  caught  in  such  a noose:  ere  he  get  out. 
He  shall  run  thro’  a scouring  purgatory, 

Shall  purge  him  to  the  quick.  ’Tis  night 
already.  [ltd  ires. 

Enter  A/ gripe  and  Lurcher. 

Lure.  Come  softly;  yet,  sir,  soltly!  ar'n’t 
you  weary?  [choly  place; 

A/g.  Th*  hast  brought  me  into  a melan- 
I set*  no  creature.  ( 

Lure.  This  is,  sir,  their  den,  [faint 
Where  they  suppose  themselves  secure.  I’m 
With  muking  haste ; but  I must  be  thus 
troubled, 

And  therefore  never  go  without  a cordial ; 
Without  this  I should  die : how  it  refreshes 
me  [Seems  to  drink. 

Already!  Will’t  please  your  worship — I 
might  have  had 

The  manners  to  ha’  let  you  drink  before  me. 
Now  am  I lusty. 

A/g.  T has  a good  taste. 

Lure.  Taste  ? [it  not ! 

How  d’ you  find  the  virtue  ? Nay,  sir,  spare 
My  wife  has  the  receipt.  Does  it  not  stir 
Your  worship’s  body  ? When  you  come  t’  ex- 
amine, 

’Twill  make  you  speak  like  thunder. 

A/g.  Hoy  he  ! [Ue  i/awn>. 

Lure.  It  works  already,  [than  1 thought. 
A/g.  Is  there  ne’er  a chair?  I was  wearier 
But  who  shall  we  have  to  take ’em,  Mr.  Con- 
stable? [watcli-word, 

Lure.  Let  me  alone  ! when  I but  give  the 
We  will  have  men  enough  to  surprize  an 
army.  [chair? 

A/g.  I begin  to  be  sleepy : what,  hast  a 

Enter  another  uith  a Chair. 

Lure.  They  do  not  dream  of  us. — Tis 
early,  rising,  [meu 

Care,  care,  and  early  rising!  commonwealth’s 
M 2 Arr 
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Are  ever  subjects  to  the  nods:  sit  down,  sir; 
A short  nap  is  not  much  amiss. — So,  so!  he’s 
fast,  [der 

Fast  as  a fish  i'th’net;  he  has  winking  pow- 
Shall  Work  upon  him  to  our  wish.  Remove 
him  ! 

Nay,  we  may  cut  him  into  coliops  now, 

And  he  ne’er  feel.  Have  you  prepar’d  the 
vault,  sirrah? 

Alathe.  Yes,  yes,  sir;  evYy  thing  in’s  place. 
Lure.  When  we  liave  plac’d  him,  you  and 
I,  boy,  must 

About  another  project  hard  bv : his  potion 
Will  bind  him  sure  enough  ’till  we  return. 
This  villainy  weighs  mainly  ; but  we’ll  purge 
you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sexton.  [Bells  ring]. 

Sexton.  Now  for  mine  cars ! mine  ears, 
be  constant  to  me ! 

They  ring  a wager,  and  I must  deal  justly ; 
Ha,  boys ! 

Enter  Lurcher  and  Alathe. 

Lure.  Dost  hear  ’em  ? hark  ! these  be  the 
ringers. 

Alathe.  Are  you  sure  the  same?  [clear: 
Lure.  Or  my  directions  fail.  The  coast  is 
How  the  bells  go  ! how  daintily  they  tumble! 
And  methinks  they  seem  to  say,  Fine  fools, 
I'll  fit  you ! [that  was  naught. 

Sexton.  Excellent  again,  good  boys! — Oh, 
Lure.  Who’s  that?  [Hark! 

Alathe.  Be  you  conceal’d  by  any  means  yet. 
They  stop : I hope  they'll  rat  again.  Close, 
sir! 

Enter  Wildbrain , Toby , and  Ringers. 

Wildb.  A palpable  knock! 

Ringer.  *1  was  none  ! 

Toby.  Be  judg’d  by  th’  Sexton  then  ! 

If  I have  ears — 

Sexton.  A knock,  a knock,  a gross  one ! 
Toby.  Carman,  your  gallon  of  wine ! you 
ring  most  impiously ! 

Art  thou  o’  th’  worshipful  company  of 
The  knights  o’  th’  West,  and  handle  a bell 
with  no  more  [street. 

Dexterity  ? You  think  you  are  in  Thames- 
Jus  ding  the  carts:  oh,  a clean  hand’s  a jewel ! 
Alathe.  Good  speed  to  your  good  exercise ! 
Toby.  You’re  welcome  ! [neighbour 

Alathe.  I come,  sir,  from  a gentleman,  and 
Hard  by,  one  that  loves  your  music  well — 
Toby.  He  may  have  more  on’t. — 

Handle  a bell  as  you  were  haling  timber  ? 
Gross,  gross,  anti  base,  absurd  ! 

Ringer.  I'll  mend  it  next  peal. 

Alathe.  T’  entreat ~a  knowledge  of  you, 
whether  it  be  [th’  eye ; 

By  th’  car  you  ring  thus  cunningly,  or  by 
For,  to  be  plain,  he  has  laid  ten  pounds  upon’t. 
Wildb.  But  which  way  has  he  laid? 
Alathe.  That  your  ear  guides  you, 

And  not  your  eye. 


[Act  4. 

Toby.  H*  has  won,  h’  has  won ; the  ear’s 
Our  only  instrument. 

Alathe.  But  how  sliall  wo 
Be  sure  on’t? 

Toby.  Put  all  the  lights  out ; to  what  end 
Sen  e our  eyes  then  ? 

Wildb.  A plain  case  ! 

Alathe.  You  say  true.  [sure! 

Tis  a fine  cunning  thing  to  ring  by  th'  ear 
And  can  you  ring  i’  th*  dark  so  ? 

Wildb.  All  night  long,  boy. 

Alathe.  Tis  wonderful ! Let  this  be  oer- 
tain,  gentlemen. 

And  half  his  wager  he  allows  among  ye.: 

Is’t  possible  you  should  ring  so? 

Toby.  Possible?  [drunk. 

Thou  art  a child  ! I’ll  ring  w hen  I’m  dead- 
Out  with  the  lights ! no  tw  inkling  of  u candle! 

I know  ray  rope  too,  as  I know  iny  nose, 
And  can  bang  it  soundly  in  the  dark,  I war- 
rant you. 

Wildb.  Come,  let’s  confirm  him  straight, 
and  win  tlie  wager  ! [Exeunt. 

Alathe.  Let  me  hear,  to  strengthen  me ; 
and,  when  ye’ve  rung, 

I’ll  bring  the  money  to  you. 

Lure.  So,  so,  follow  'em : [£ xit  Alathe. 

They  shall  have  a cool  reward ; one  hath 
gold  of  mine, 

Good  store  in's  pocket ; [Jfiwj. 

But  this  will  be  reveng’d  in  a short  warning. 
They’re  at  it  lustily:  hey,  how  wantonly 
They  ring  away  their  cloaths  1 how  it  delights 
me ! 

Enter  Alathe  tcith  Cloaths. 

Alathe.  Here,  here,  sir! 

Lure.  Hast  Wild  bruin’s? 

Alathe.  His  whole 

Case,  sir;  I felt  it  out;  and,  by  the  guards. 
This  should  be  the  coachman’s ; another  suit 
too.  [usurer ! 

Lure.  Away,  boy,  quickly  now  to  th’ 
His  hour  to  wake  approaches. 

Alathe.  That  once  finish’d, 

You’ll  give  me  leave  to  play,  sir.  Here  they 
come.  [Ex&uti* 

Enter  Wildbraint  Toby , and  Ringers . 

Wildb.  I’m  monstrous  wenry  ! 

'Toby.  Fy,  how  I sweat ! Reach  roe  my 
cloak  to  cover  me.  [peal ! 

I run  to  oil,  like  a porpoise!  Twas  a brave 
Sexton.  Let  roe  light  my  candle,  first; 
then  I’ll  wait  on  you.  [Exit  Sexton. 

Wildb.  A very  brave  peal ! 

Toby.  Carman,  you  came  in  close  now. 
Wildb.  Sure  ’tis  past  midnight. 

Ringer.  No  stirring  in  the  streets  I hear. 
Toby.  Walk  further ! 

Was  that  a pillar  ? ’tis  harder  than  my  nose. 
Where’s  the  boy  promis’d  us  five  pounds  ? 

Wildb.  Room!  I sweat  still. 

Come,  come , my  cloak ! I shall  take  cold. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sexton. 

Sexton.  Where  lies  it? 

Witdb.  Here,  here,  and  all  our  cloaths. 
Sexton.  Where,  where? 

Ringer.  T th’  corner.  [the  bottle ! 

Toby.  Is  tby  candle  blind  too?  Give  me 
I can  drink  like  a fish  now,  like  an  elephant. 

Sexton.  Here  are  the  corners,  but  here  are 
Yes,  here’s  a cuiT.  [no  cloaths ; 

Wildb.  A cuff?  give  me  the  candle! 

Cuffs  wo’not  cover  me. — I smell  a knavery. 
Toby.  Is’t  come  to  a cuff?  my  whole  suit 
turn’d  to  a button  ? [’twerc  Christmas, 
Witdb.  Now  am  I as  cold  again  as  tho’ 
Cold  with  my  fear;  Fll  never  ring  by  tli’  car 
Toby.  My  new  cloaths  vanish’d?  [more. 
Wiutb.  All  my  cloaths,  Toby ! 

Ringer.  Here’s  none.  [to  adorn  me? 
Toby.  Not  one  of  my  dragon’s  wings  left 
Have  I mew'd  all  my  feathers*1? 

Witdb.  Cheated  by  th’  ear;  a plot  to  put 
out  the  candle ! [the  gold  ! 

I could  be  mad ! my  chain,  my  rings,  the  gold, 
Toby.  The  cold,  the  cold,  I cry,  and  I cry 
truly ; [ine ! 

Not  one  sleeve,  nor  a cape  of  a cloak  to  warm 
Witdb.  What  miserable  fools  were  we ! 
Toby.  We  had  e’en  best,  gentlemen. 

Every  man  cl  msc  his  rope  again,  and  fasten  it, 
And  take  a short  turn  to  a better  fortune. 

To  he  bawds  to  our  miseries,  and  put  our 
own  lights  out ! [thy  house, 

Witdb.  Prithee,  Sexton,  let’s  have  a fire  at 
A good  fire ; we’ll  pay  thee  some  way  for’t; 
1 am  stone-cold.  [gentlemen. 

Sexton.  Alas,  I pity  you  ! Come  auickiy, 
Witdb.  Sure  I’ve  been  in  a dream ! I had 
no  mistress. 

Nor  gold,  nor  cloaths,  but  am  a ringing  rascal. 
Toby.  Fellows  in  affliction,  let  us  take 
hands  all ! 

Now  are  we  fit  for  tumblers.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lurcher  and  others , bringing  in  At - 
gripe. 

Lure.  So,  so ! Presently  [upon  him : 

His  sleep  will  leave  him,  and  wonder  seize 
Bid  ’em  within  be  ready. 

Alg.  What  sound’s  this  ? 

What  horrid  din?  What  dismal  plnce  is  this 
I never  saw  before  ? and  now  behold  it 
But  by  the  halt-light  of  a lamp,  that  bums 
here? 

My  spirits  shake,  and  tremble  thro’ my  body. 

Enter  two  Furies  with  black  Tapers. 
Help,  help!  Mercy  protect  me!  my  soul 
quakes. 

What  dreadful  apparitions!  How  I shudder ! 
1 4 2 Fury.  Algripe ! 

Alg.  What  are  you? 

1 Fury.  We  are  hell-hounds,  hell-hounds, 


That  have  commission  from  the  prince  of 
darkness, 

To  fetch  thy  black  soul  to  him. 

Alg.  Am  I not  alive  still? 

1 Fury.  Thou  art ; but  we  have  brought 
thee  instruments 

Will  quickly  rid  thy  miserable  life. 

Stab! 

2 Fury.  Poison! 

1 Fury.  Hang  thyself!  thischoicc  is  offer’d. 

2 Fury.  Thou  canst  not  hope  for  Heaven ; 
thy  base  soul  is 

Lost  to  all  hope  of  inerev. 

1 Fury.  Quickly,  quickly  ! 

The  torments  cool. 

2 Fury.  And  all  the  fiends  expect  thee. 
Come  with  us  to  that  pit  of  endless  horror. 
Or  we  will  force  thee. 

Alg.  Oh,  oli,  oh!  [ravisher, 

1 Fury.  Groans  are  too  late : sooner  the 
Whose  soul  is  hurl’d  into  eternal  frost, 

Stung  with  the  force  of  twenty  thousand 

winters, 

To  punish  the  distempers  of  his  blood, 

Shall  hope  to  get  from  thence,  than  thou  avoid 
The  certainty  of  meeting  hell  where  he  is. 
Shall  murderers  be  there  for  ever  dying. 
Their  souls  shot  thro’  with  adders,  torrf  on 
engines, 

Dying  as  many  deaths  for  killing  one, 
(Could  any  imagination  number  them) 

As  there  be  moments  in  eternity ; [slain. 
And  shall  that  justice  spare  thee,  that  host 
Murder’d  by  thy  extortion,  so  many? 

Alg.  Oh,  oli ! [carry  thee 

2 Fury.  Do  execution  quickly  ! or  we’ll 

Alive  to  hell.  [me 

Alg.  Gently,  gentle  devils ! do  not  force 
To  kill  mysclt,  nor  do  not  you  do’t  for  me  ! 
Oh,  let  me  live  ! I’ll  make  amends  for  all. 

1 Fury.  Tell  us  of  thy  repentauce  ? per- 
jur’d villain ! [and  whipt. 

Pinch  off  his  flesh ! he  most  be  whipt,  salted 
Alg.  Oh,  misery  of  miseries  ! [Recorders. 
1 ft  2 FYify.  Tear  his  accurs’d  limbs,  to 
hell  with  him — Ha  ! 

A mischief  on  that  innocent  face  ! away! 

[Creep  ir. . 

Enter  Alathc  like  an  Angel- 

Alathe.  Malicious  furies,  hence!  choak 
Of  holy  penitence.  [not  the  seeds 

Alg-  ' Phis  must  be  nn  angel : 

How  at  his  presence  the  fiends  crawl  away ! 
Here  is  some  light  of  mercy. 

Alathe.  Be  thou  wise, 

And  entertain  it,  wretched,  wretched  man! 
What  poor  defence  hath  ail  thy  wealth  been 
What  says  tby  conscience  now  ? [to  thee ! 
Alg.  Be  my  good  angel,  here  1 promise 
thee  [lainy : 

To  become  honest,  and  renounoe  all  vil- 


33  Hate  I muted  all  my  feathers.]  Corrected  from  Theobald's  suggestion. 

Enjoin 
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Enjoin  mo  any  penance  ; I'll  build  churches, 
A whole  city  ot  hospitals. 

A lathe.  Take  heed  ! 

There  is  no  dallying;  nor  are  these  impos'd. 
Alf. f.  Name  any  thing  within  iny  power, 
sweet  angel; 

And,  if  I do  not  faithfully  perforin  it,  [nute, 
Then  whip  rne  every  day,  burn  me  each  tni- 
Whole  years  together  let  me  freeze  to  isicles ! 

A tat  he.  P th'numherof  thy  foul  oppressions, 
Thou  hast  undone  a faithful  gentleman, 

Bv  taking  forfeit  of  his  land. 

Alg.  Young  Lurcher! 

I do  confess.  • 

A/athe.  He  lives  most  miserable, 

And  in  despair  may  hang  or  drown  himself: 
Prevent  his  ruin!  or  his  blood  will  be 
More  sin  in  thy  account.  Hast  thou  forgotten 
He  had  a sister? 

Alg.  1 do  well  remember  it. 

Alathe.  Couldst  thou  for  Mammon  break 
thy  soleiuu  vow 

Made  once  to  that  unhappy  maid,  that  weeps 
A thousand  tears  a-dny  lor  thy  unkindness? 
Was  not  thy  faith  contracted,  and  thy  heart? 
Aijd  couldst  thou  marry  another? 

Alg.  But  she’s  dead ; 

Ahd  1 will  make  true  satisfaction. 

Alathe.  What  do  I instance  these,  that  has 
To  all  the  world  ? [been  false 

Alg.  J know  it,  and  will  henceforth  [angel ! 
Practise  repentance.  Do  not  frown,  sweet 
I will  restore  all  mortgages,  forswear 
Abominable  usury,  live  chaste  ; 

For  I've  been  wanton  in  my  shroud,  my  nge : 
And  if  that  poor  innocent  maid,  I so  abus’d. 
Be  living,  I will  marry  her,  and  spend 
My  days  to  come  religiously. 

Alathe.  I was  commanded  but  a messenger 
To  tell  thee  this,  and  rescue  thee  from  those 
Whose  malice  would  liave  dragg’d  thee  quick 
to  hell: 

If  thou  abuse  this  mercy,  and  repent  not, 
Double  damnation  will  expect  thee  for  it; 
But  if* thy  life  be  virtuous  hereafter, 

A blessedness  shall  reward  thy  good  example. 
rl*hy  fright  hath  much  distracted  thy  weak 
senses ; 

Drink  of  this  viol,  and  renew  thy  spirits  ! 

I ha’ done  my  office;  think  on’t,  and  be  happy! 

Enter  Lurcher. 

Lure.  So,  so!  He  gapes  already;  now  lie’s 
fast. 

Th’  hast  acted  rarely ; but  this  is  not  all : 
First,  help  to  convey  him  out  o’  th’  vault. 
Alathe.  You  will 

Dispeuse  with  me  now,  as  you  promis’d,  sir  ? 
Lure.  We  will  make  shift  without  thee ; 
th’ hast  done  well. 

By  our  device,  this  bandog  may  ’scape  hell. 

[Exeunt. 


Enter  lM(iy,  Nurse , and  Maria . 

Lady.  Didst  think,  Maria,  this  poor  out- 
side, and 

Dissembling  of  thy  voice, could  hide  thee  from 
A mother’s  searching  eye,  tho’too  much  fear, 
Lest  thou  wert  not  the  same,  might  blind  a 
lover,  [Maria, 

That  thought  thee  dead  too?  Oh,  niv  dear 
I hardly  kept  my  joys  in  from  betraying  thee : 
Welcome  again  to  life!  We  shall  find  out 
The  mystery  of  thy  absence.  Conceal  [thee) 
Thy  person  still  (for  Algripe  must  not  know 
And  exercise  this  pretty  dialect : 

If  there  beany  course  in  low  to  free  the?. 
Thou  shall  not  be  so  iniscral  le.  Re  silent. 
Good  N urse ! [madam  ; 

Nurse.  You  shall  not  need  to  tear  me, 
I do  not  love  the  usuring  Jew  so  well ; 
Beside,  ’twas  my  trick  to  disguise  her  so. 
I^tdy.  Be  not  dejei  ted,  Mall. 

Maria.  Your  care  may  comfort  me; 

But  I despair  of  happiness. — 

Heartlove?  I dare  not  sec  him. 

Nurse.  We’ll  withdraw.  [too, 

Lady.  I shall  but  grieve  to  see  his  passions 
Since  there’s  no  possibility  to  relieve  him. 

[Exeunt. 

- Enter  Heartlove. 

Heart l.  The  world’s  a labyrinth,  where 
unguided  men 

Walk  up  and  down  to  find  their  weariness : 
No  sooner  have  we  measur’d  with  much  toil 
One  crooked  path,  with  hope  to  gain  our 
freedom, 

But  it  betrays  us  to  a new  ailliction. 

What  a strange  mockery  "ill  man  become 
Shortly  to  all  the  creatures!  Oh,  Maria! 

If  thou  be’st  dead,  why  does  thy  shadow 
fright  me? 

Sure  ’tis because  I live:  were  I but  certain 
To  meet  thee  in  one  grave,  and  that  our  dnst 
Might  have  the  privilege  to  mix  in  silence, 
How  quickly  should  my  soul  shake  off  this 
burthen ! 

Enter  Alathe. 

Alathe.  Thus  far  my  wishes  hnvc  success  : 
I’ll  lose  [love  ? 

No  time.  Sir,  are  not  you  call’d  Mr.  lleart- 
Pardon  my  rudeness34! 

Heart/.  What  does  that  concern  thee*  ? 
Boy,  ’tis  a name  cannot  advantage  thee; 
And  I nin  weary  on’t. 

Alathe.  Had  you  couceal’d, 

Or  I forgot  it,  sir,  so  large  were  my 
Directions,  that  you  could  not  speak  this 
language, 

But  1 should  know  you  by  your  sorrow. 

Heart/.  Tiiou  [your  business? 

Wert  well  inform’d,  it  seems.  Well,  wlmt’s 


34  Thus  far , &c.]  This  speech  is  made  a continuation  of  Heart  lore's  in  every  edition 
but  the  first.  - 


Alathe. 
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Act  4.]  THE  NIGIiT-WALKEK ; 

Alai  he.  I come  to  bring  you  comfort. 

Heart l.  Is  Maria 

Alive  again?  that's  somewhat;  and  yet  not 
Enough  to  make  my  expectation  rise  to 
Past  half  a blessing;  since  we  cannot  meet 
To  make  it  up  a full  one ! Thou’rt  mistaken. 
Mat  he.  When  you  have  heard  me,  you'll 
think  otherwise: 

In  ruin  I should  report  Maria  living ; 

The  comfort  that  I bring  you  must  depend 
Upon  her  death. 

Heart/.  Thou’rt  a dissembling  hoy! 

Some  one  h:es  sent  thee  to  mock  me;  tho’my 
auger 

Stoop  not  to  punish  thy  green  years,  unripe 
Tor  malice,  did  1 kn  ;w  what  person  sent  thee 
To  tempt  my  sorrow  rhutiS,  I should  re- 
venge it.  [charitable, 

A/athe.  Indeed  I've  no  thought  so  un- 
Nor  am  I sent  to  grieve  you ; let  me  suffer 
More  punishment  than  ever  boy  deserv’d, 

If  you  do  lind  me  false  ! I serve  a mistress 
Would  rather  die  than  play  with  your  mis- 
Then,  good  sir,  hear  me  out ! [fortunes; 
Heart/.  W ho  is  your  mistress  ? 

Aluthe.  Before  I name  her,  give  me  some 
encouragement, 

l'hat  you’ll  re  reive  her  message : she  is  one 
That's  full  acquainted  with  your  misery. 

And  can  bring  such  a portion  of  tier  sorrow, 
In  every  circumstance  so  like  your  own, 

Vou’ll  love  ami  pity  her,  and  wish  yourgriefs 
Might  marry  one  another*'. 

Heart/.  Thou  art  w ild  : 

Caust  thou  bring  comfort  from  so  sad  a 
creature  ? 

Her  miserable  story  can,  at  best. 

But  swell  # my  volume,  large  enough  already. 
Alalhe.  She  was  late  bclov'd,  as  you  were; 
promis'd  faith. 

And  marriage ; and  was  worthy  of  a better 
Than  he,  that  stole  Maria’s  heart. 

Heart/.  How  is  that?  [fection, 

Aluthe.  Just  as  Maria  dealt  with  your  af- 
Did  hetliat  married  her  deal  with  my  mistress; 
When,  careless  both  of  honour  and  religion, 
They  cruelly  gave  away  their  hearts  to 
strangers.  [prithee,  boy. 

Heart/.  Fart  of  this  truth  1 know;  but 
Proceed  to  that  thou  cum'st  for ! thou  didst 
promise 

Something,  thy  language  cannot  hitherto 
Encourage  me  to  hope  for. 

Atathe.  TTiat  I come  to  : 

My  mistress  thus  unkindly  dealt  withal, 

Mtu  may  imagine,  wanted  no  affliction; 

And  laid,  ere  this,  wept  herself  dry  as  marble. 
Had  not  your  fortune  come  to  her  relief, 
And,  twin  to  her  own  sorrow,  brought  her 
comfort.  [equal, 

Heart/.  Could  the  condition  of  my  fate  so 
her  sufferings  ? 


Aluthe.  I know  not  how, 

Companions  in  grief  sometimes  diminish 
And  make  the  pressure  easy:  by  degrees 
She  threw  her  troubles  off,  reniembring  yours; 
And,  from  her  pity  of  your  wrongs,  there  grew 
Affection  to  your  person  ; this  encreas'd. 
And,  with  it,  cuntidence  that  those  who: a 
nature 

Had  made  so  even  in  their  weight  of  sorrow, 
Could  not  but  love  as  equally  one  another, 
Were  things  but  well  prepar'd:  this  gave  her 
T’  employ  me  thus  far.  [boldness 

Heart  1.  A strange  message,  boy!  [love, 
Aluthe.  If  you  incline  to  meet  my  mistress' 
It  may  beget  your  comforts:  besides  that, 
Tis  some  revenge  that  you,  above  their  scorn 
And  pride,  can  laugh  at  them,  whose  perjury 
Hath  made  you  happy,  ami  undone  themselves. 
Heart/.  Have  you  done,  boy? 

Aluthe.  Only  this  liftle  more, 

When  you  but  see, and  know  my  mistress  well. 
You  will  forgive  mv  tediousiiess ; she’s  fair, 
Fair  as  Maria  was — 

Heart L i'll  hear  no  more! 

Go,  looli  h hoy,  and  tell  thy  fonder  mistress 
She  lias  no  second  faith  to  give  away; 

And  mine  was  given  to  Maria,  i'ho'  her 
death  , 

Allow  me  freedom — Sec  the  picture  of  her  I 

Enter  Maria  and  Nurse. 

I'd  give  ten  thousand  empires  for  the  sub- 
stance : 

Yet,  for  Maria’s  sake,  whose  divine  figure 
That  rude  frame  carries,  I will  love  this 
counterfeit  [all 

Above  all  the  world ; and  had  thy  mistress 
'The  grace  and  blossom  of  her  sex,  now  she 
Is  gone,  that  was  a walking  spring  ot  beauty, 
I would  not  look  upon  her. 

Alalhe.  Sir,  your  pardou  ! 

I have  hut  done  a message,  as  becomes 
A servant ; nor  did  she  on  whose  commands 
I gladly  waited,  bid  me  urge  her  love 
'To  your  disquiet;  she  would  chide  my  diligence 
If  I should  make  you  angry. 

Heartl.  Pretty  hoy ! 

Alalhe.  Indeed  I fear  l have  offended  you; 
Pray,  If  I have,  enjoin  me  any  penance  lor’t ; 
I have  perform’d  one  duty,  and  could  us 
willingly,  [you, 

To  purge  my  fault,  and  shew  I suffer  with 
Plead  your  cause  to  another. 

Heart/.  And  I’U  take  thee  [guago: 

At  thy  word,  boy;  thou  hast  a moving  lun- 
That  pretty  innocent  copy  of  Maria 
Is  all  I love;  i know  not  how  to  speak ; 

Win  her  to  tliink  well  of  me,  and  1 will 
Reward  thee  to  thy  wishes. 

A/at  he.  I undertake 

Nothing  for  gain;  but  since  vou  have  resolv'd 
To  love  no  other,  I’ll  be  fui'tliful  to  you ; 


15  To  tempt  my  fomw  thui.]  Syinpson  would  substitute  taunt  for  tempt ; but  the  text  is 
*ery  good,  more  elegant  than  the  variation,  and  requires  no  change. 

And 
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And  ray  prophetic  thoughts  bid  me  already 
Say  I shall  prosper. 

Heart l.  Tliou  wert  sent  to  bless,  rae ! 

A lathe.  Pray  give  us  opportunity. 

Heart l.  Be  happy!  [JErif. 

Nurse.  He’s  gone. 

Alathe.  With  your  fair  leave,  mistress! 
Maria.  Have  you  pusiness  with  her,  pray 
you? 

A lathe.  1 have  a message  from  a geutleman ; 
riease  you  vouchsafe  your  ear  more  private ! 
Nurse.  You 

Shall  have  ray  absence,  niece.  [Exit. 

Maria.  Was  the  sentleman 
Afeard  to  declare  his  matters  openly? 

Here  was  no  podies  was  not  very  honest : 

I f her  like  not  her  errands  the  petter,  was 
wist 

To  keep  her  preaths  to  cool  her  porridges, 
Can  tell  her  that  now,  for  aule  her  private 
And  tawgings.  [hearings 

A lot  hr.  You  may,  if  please  you,  find 
another  language ; 

And  with  less  pains  be  understood. 

Maria.  What  is  her  meaning? 

Alathe.  Come,  pray  speak  your  ownEnglish. 
Maria.  Have  poys  lost  her  itts  and  me- 
mories ? Plcss  us  aule ! [you  are 

Alathe.  I must  be  plain  then : come,  I know 
Maria ; this  thin  veil  cannot  obscure  you : 

I’ll  tell  the  world  youlive.  I have  not  lost  you, 
Since  first,  with  grtefand  shame  to  be  surpriz'd, 
A violent  trance  took  away  show  of  life : 

I could  discover  by  what  accident 
You  were  convey’d  away  at  midnight,  in 
Your  coffin ; could  declare  tlie  place  and 
minute 


[Act  5. 

When  you  reviv'd ; and  what  you  have  done 
since,  as  perfectly — 

Maria.  Alas,  I am  betray’d  to  new  mis- 
fortunes ! [I’ll  be  dumb 

Alathe.  You  are  not,  for  my  knowledge; 
For  ever,  rather  than  be  such  a traitor. 
Indeed  I pity  you;  and  bring  no  thoughts. 
But  full  of  peace.  Call  home  your  modest 
blood ! 

Pale  hath  too  long  usurp'd  upon  your  face: 
Think  upon  love  again,  and  the  possession 
Of  full-blown  joys,  now  ready  to  salute  you! 
Maria.  These  words  undo  me  more  than 
my  own  griefs.  [with  you, 

Alathe.  I see  how  fear  would  play  the  tyrant 
But  111  remove  suspicion : have  you  in 
Your  heart  an  entertainment  for  his  love 
To  whom  your  virgin  faith  made  the  first 
promise?  [wound  me  still! 

Maria.  Ifthou  mean’st  Heartlove,  thou  dost 
I have  no  life  without  his  memory, 

Nor  with  it  any  hope  to  keep  it  long. 

Thou  seest  I walk  in  darkness,  like  a thief, 
That  fears  to  see  the  world  in  his  own  shape; 
My  very  shadow  frights  me;  ’tis  a death 
To  live  thus,  and  not  look  day  in  the  face. 
Away,  I know  thee  not!  [me,  lady: 

Alathe.  You  shall  liereafter  know,  and  thank 
I’ll  bring  you  a discharge  at  my  next  visit, 
Of  all  your  fears:  be  content,  fair  Maria! 
Tis  worth  your  wonder. 

Maria.  Impossible ! [self*6 : 

Alathe.  Be  wise,  and  silent ! Dress  your- 
You  shall  be  what  you  wish. 

Maria.  Do  this,  and  be 
My  better  angel ! 

Alathe . All  your  cares  on  pe ! [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Lurcher  and  Alathe. 

Lure.  T MUST  applaud  thy  diligence. 

Alathe.  It  had  been  nothing 
T have  left  him  in  the  porch.  I call’d  his 
servants;  [pretended 

With  wonders  they  acknowledg'd  him;  I 
It  was  some  spice  sure  of  the  falling  sick- 
ness, 

And  that  'twas  charity  to  bring  him  home; 
They  rubb’d  and  chaf’d  him,  plied  him  with 
strong-water;  [wake  him; 

Still  he  was  senseless,  clamours  could  not 
I wish’d  \:m  then  get  him  to  bed ; they  did  so, 


And  almost  sniother’d  him  with  rugs  aud 
pillows;  [pect  me, 

And,  'cause  they  should  have  no  cause  tosus- 
I watch’d  him  ’till  he  wak’d  17 . 

Lure.  Twas  excellent ! [stretch  himself, 
Alathe.  When  his  time  came  to  yawn,  and 
I bid  'em  not  be  hasty  to  discover 
How  he  was  brought  home ; his  eyes  fully 
open, 

With  trembling  he  began  to  call  his  sen  ants, 
And  told  ’em  he  had  seen  strange  visions, 
That  should  convert  him  from  his  heathen 
courses ; [preach’d 

They  wonder’d,  and  were  silent;  there  he 


36  Dress  yourself, \ 

You  shall  be  what  you  trisA.]  Dress  here  seems  to  confound  the  sense  greatly,  and  I 
propose  reading,  if  the  place  is  wrong,  rest  yourself — i.  e.  rest  and  repose  yourself^  and  all 
your  cares  on  me.  Sympton. 

Dress  is  right;  and,  accordingly,  she  comes  in  (p.  92)  dress'd  as  Maria. 

37  l watch'd  ’em  till  he  uakld.]  The  variation  proposed  by  Sympson. 

How 
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How  sweet  the  air  of  a contented  conscience 
Smelt  in  his  nose  now,  ask’d  ’em  all  for- 
giveness [him ; * 

For  their  hard  pasture  since  they  liv’d  with 
Bid  ’em  believe,  and  fetch  out  the  cold  sur- 
loin,  [joy  in’t ; 

Pierce  the  strong  beer,  and  let  the  neighbours 
The  conceal'd  muskadine  should  now  lie  open 
To  every  mouth ; that  he  would  give  to  th’ 
poor,  [be 

And  mend  their  wages ; that  his  doors  should 
Open  to  every  miserable  suitor. 

Lure.  Wiiat  said  his  servants  then  ? 

Alalhe.  They  durst  not  speak,  [that  had 
But  bless’d  themselves,  and  the  strange  means 
Made  him  a Christian : in  this  over-joy 
I took  my  leave,  aud  bad  ’em  say  their 
prayers, 

And  humour  him,  lest  he  turn’d  Jew  again. 
Lure.  Enough,  enough! — Who’s  this? 

Enter  Toby. 

Tis  one  of  my  ringers,  (stand  close!)  my 
lady’s  coachman  ! 

Toby.  Buy  a mat  for  a bed,  buy  a mat ! 
'Would  I were  at  rack  and  manger  among 
my  horses ! I 

We  have  divided  the  sexton’s  houshold-stutT 
Among  us ; one  has  the  rug,  and  he’s  turn’d 
Irish ; 

Another  has  a blanket,  and  lie  must  beg  in’t; 
The  sheets  serve  another  for  a frock, 

And  with  the  bed-cord  lie  may  pass  for  a 
porter ; [which, 

Nothing  but  the  mat  would  fall  to  mv  share. 
With  the  help  of  a tune,  and  a hassock  out 
o th’  church* 

May  disguise  me  ’till  I get  home.  A pox 
0’  bell-ringing  by  the  ear ! if  any  man 
Take  me  at  it  again,  let  him  pull  mine 
To  the  pillory.  I could  wish  I had  lost 
Mine  ears,  so  I had  my  cloaths  again : the 
weather 

Wo'  not  allow  this  fashion ; I do  look 
For  an  ague  besides. 

Lure.  How  the  rascal  shakes  ! 

'Toly.  Here  are  company  ! 

Buy  a mat  for  a bed,  buy  a mat ! [sweet! 

A hassock  for  your  feet,  or  a piss  clean  and 
Buy  a mat  for  a bed,  buy  a mat! 

Ringing,  I renounce  thee ! 1’li  never  come 
to  churc  li  more.  v. 

Imtc.  You  with  a mat ! 

Toby.  I’m  call’d.  If  any  one  [I  in  ! 
•Should  otTer  to  buy  my  mat,  what  a case  were 
Oh,  that  I were  in  my  out-tub  with  a horse-' 
loaf. 

Somethingto  hearten  me ! I dare  not  hear  ’em. 
Buy  a ruat  for  a bed,  buy  a mat ! 

Lure.  He’s  deal'. 


Toby.  I am  glad  I am : buy  a mat  for  a bed ! 
Lure.  How  the  rascal  sweats ! what  a 
pickle  he  is  in ! [torment. 

Every  street  lie  goes  thro’  will  l>e  a new 
Toby.  If  ever  I meet  at  midnight  more 
a-j  angling — 

I am  cold,  and  yet  I drop.  Buy  a mat  for 
a bed,  htiy  a mat ! 

Lure.  He  has  punishment  enough. 

[Exit  Toby. 

Enter  Wildbrnin , 

Who’s  this?  iny  t’other  youth?  lie  is  turn’d 
bear.  [poor  shift 

Wildb.  I am  half  afraid  of  myself  : this 
I got  o’th’  sexton,  to  convey  me  handsomely 
To  some  harbour ; the  wench  will  hardly 
know  me;  [parish. 

They’ll  take  me  for  some  watchman  of  the 

I ha’  ne’er  a penny  left  me,  that’s  one  com- 
fort ; 

And  ringing  lias  begot  a monstrous  stomach, 
And  that’s  another  mischief:  I were  best  go 
home. 

For  every  thing  will  scorn  me  in  this  babit. 
Besides,  I am  so  full  of  these  young  bell- 
ringers— [country, 

If  I get  iu  a-doors,  not  the  power  o’th* 
Nor  nil  my  aunt’s  curses,  shall  disembogue 
me. 

Lure.  Bid  her  come  hither  presently. 
Hum  ! ’tis  he.  [Exit  Servant. 

Wildb . I’m  betray ’d  to  one  that  will 
eternally  laugh  at  me  ! [death. 

Three  of  these  rogues  will  jeer  a horse  to 
Lure.  ‘Tis  Mr.  \\  ildbraiu  sure;  and  yet, 
niethinks,  [man : 

I I is  fashion's  strangely  alter’d.  Sirrah,  watch- 
You  ragamuffin!  turn,  you  lousy  bear’s  skin. 
You  with  the  bed-rid  bill! 

Wildb.  11’ has  found  me  out; 

There’s  no  avoiding  him:  I’d  rather  now 
Be  arraign’d  at  Newgate  for  a robbery, 

Than  answer  to  his  articles.  Your  will,  sir? 
I am  in  haste. 

Lure.  Nay,  then  I will  make  hold  wi’ye. 
A watchman,  and  nshum’d  to  shew  his  coun- 
tenance, [ physiognomy : 

His  face  of  authority? — I have  seen  that 
Were  you  never  in  prison  for  pilfering? 
Wildb.  llow  the  rogue  worries  me  ! 

Lure.  Why  may  not  this 
Be  th’  villain  robb’d  my  house  Inst  night. 
And  walks  disguis'd  in  this  malignant  r ig. 
Arm’d  with  a ton  of  iron?  I will  have  you 
Before  a magistrate. 

Wildb.  \\  hat  will  heroine  of  me  ! 

Lure.  What  art  thou?  speak! 

Wildb.  I am  the  Wandering  Jew38,  an’t 
please  your  worship. 

. iMrc . 


3*  The  Wandering  Jew.]  The  following  very  entertaining  passage  is  extracted  from  Dr. 
Percy’s  Keliqucs  of  Ancient  Poetry,  vol.  it.  p.  295,  Sr  icq. 

‘ The  story  of  the  Wandering  Jew  is  of  considerable  antiquity:  it  luid  obtained  full  credit 
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Lure.  By  your  leave,  rabbi,  I will  shew  you 
then 

A synagogue,  yclept  Bridewell,  where  you, 

1  'uner  correction,  inay  rest  yourself. 

You  have  brought  u bill  to  guard  you;  there 
be  dog-whips 

To  firk  such  rugg’d  curs,  whips  without  bells 
Indeed. 

Wildb.  Bells? 

Lure.  How  he  sweats!  [Now  jeer  on, 
11  i/tJb.  I must  be  known;  as  good  at  lirsl. — 
But  do  not  anger  me  too  impudently; 

The  rabbi  will  be  mov'd  then. 

Lure.  How!  Jack  Wildbrain?  [I>ells 
What tiuic o’th’ moon,  man,  ha?  What  strange 
Hast  in  thv  brains? 

II  ildb.  No  more  bells, 

No  more  hells!  they  ring  backwards. 

Lure.  Why,  where's  the  wench,  the 
blessing  that  befel  thee?  [.lack? 

The  unexpected  happiness?  where's  that, 
Where  are  thy  golden  days  ? [lousy  ! 

Mil  rib.  It  was  his  trick,  as  sure  ns  i am 
But  how  to  he  reveng'd — 

Ijtrc.  Fy,  fv,  Jack  ! marry  [with  a 

A watchman's  widow  in  thv  young  days, 
Revenue  of  old  iron  and  a rug? 

Is  this  the  paragon,  the  dniuty  piece, 

The  delicate  divine  rogue? 

II V/ fib.  Tis  enough ! I tun  undone, 

Mark’d  for  a misery,  and  so  leave  prating. 
Give  me  my  bill. 

Lure.  You  need  not  ask  your  taylor's, 
Unless  you  had  better  linings.  It  may  be, 
To  avoid  suspicion,  you  arc  going  thus 
Disguis'd  to  your  fair  mistress. 

1 Yildb.  Mock  no  further, 

Or,  as  I live,  I’ll  lay  my  bill  o’  thy  pate ; 


111  take  a watchman’s  fury  into  my  fingers, 
To  ha*  no  judgment  to  distinguish  persons, 
An  1 knock  thee  down. 

Lure.  Come,  I ha’  done ; and  now 
Will  speak  some  comfort  to  thee:  I will 
lead  thee 

Now  to  my  mistress,  hitherto  conceal’d, 
hh  i shall  take  pity  on  thee  too ; she  loves 
A handsome  man ; thy  misery  invites  me 
To  do  thee  good:  I’ll  not  be  jealous,  Jack; 
Her  heautv  shall  commend  itself:  but  do  not, 
When  l have  brought  you  into  grace,  sup- 
plant me ! [iron — 

Wit  lb.  Art  thou  in  earnest?  by  this  cold 
Lure.  No  oaths;  I am  not  costive.  Here 
site  comes. 

Enter  Mistress. 

Sweetheart,  I have  brought  a gentleman, 

A friend  of  mine,  to  be  acquainted  with  you; 
lie’s  other  than  he  sccnis.  Why  do  ye  stare 
thus  ? 

Mistress.  Oh,  sir,  forgive  me ! I have  don© 
you  wrong.  [To  Lurcher. 

Lure.  What  is  the  matter?  didst  e’er  see 
her  afore.  Jack?  [thou  hast 

1 1 'ildb.  I ‘rithee  do  what  thou  wot  wi’  me;  if 
A mind,  hung  me  up  quickly!  [rather: 

Lure.  Never  despair ; I’ll  give  thee  my  share 
Take  her ; 1 hope  she  loves  thee  at  first  sight, 
Sli*  has  petticoats  will  patch  thee  up  a suit; 

I resign  all,  only  I’ll  keep  these  trifles; 

1 took  some  pains  for  ’em,  I take  it,  Jack. 
Wiait  think  you,  pink  of  beauty?  Come,  let 
me 

Counsel  you  both  to  marry ; sh’  has  a trade, 
If  you’ve  audacity  to  hook  in  gamesters: 
Let's  ha’  u wedding ! Y ou’ll  be  wondrous  rich ; 


4 in  this  part  of  the  world  before  the  year  1228,  as  wc  learn  from  Mat.  Paris.  For  in  that 
4 year,  it  seems,  there  came  an  Armenian  archbishop  into  England,  to  visit  the  shrines  and 
4 rcliques  preserved  in  our  churches;  who  being  entertained  at  the  monastery  of  St.  Albans, 

4 was  asked  several  questions  relating  to  his  country,  Ac.  Among  the  rest  a monk,  who 
4 sat  near  him,  inquired  * if  he  had  ever  seen  or  heard  of  the  famous  person  named  Joseph, 
44  that  was  so  much  tulked  of;  who  was  present  ut  our  Lord’s  crucifixion  and  conversed 
44  with  him,  and  who  was  still  alive  in  confirmation  of  the  Christian  faith?’  The  archbishop 

* answered,  That  the  fact  was  true.  And  afterwards  one  of  his  train,  who  was  Well  known 
1 to  a servant  of  the  abbot’s,  interpreting  bis  master’s  words,  told  them  in  French,  1 That 

* hi**  lord  knew  the  person  they  spoke  of  very  well : that  lie  had  dined  at  his  table  but  a 
4 little  while  before  he  left  the  East : that  he  had  been  Pontius  Pilate’s  porter,  byname 
4 (,'artaphilus ; who,  when  they  were  dragging  Jesus  out  of  the  door  of  the  Judgment-hall, 
4 struck  him  with  his  fist  on  the  hack,  saying,  4 Co  faster,  Jesus,  go  faster;  why  dost  thou 
41  linger?’  Upon  which  Jesus  looked  at  him  with  a frown  and  said,  * 1 indeed  tun  going,  but 
“ thou  shah  tarry  till  1 come.*  Soon  alter  lie  was  converted,  and  baptized  by  the  name  of 
4 Joseph.  11c  Jives  for  ever,  but  at  the  end  of  every  hundred  years  tails  into  an  incurable 
4 illness,  and  at  length  into  a lit  or  ecstasy,  out  of  which  when  he  recovers,  he  returns  to  the 
4 same  state  of  youth  he  was  in  when  Jesus  suffered,  being  then  about  80  years  of  age.  He 

* remembers  ail  the  circumstances  of  the  death  and  resurrection  of  Christ,  the  saints  that 
4 arose  with  iiiui,  the  composing  of  the  apostles  creed,  their  preaching,  and  dispersion  ; and 
4 is  himself  a very  grave  and  holy  person.*  This  is  the  substnnee  of  Matthew  Paris’s 
4 account,  who  was  himself  a monk  of  St.  Albans,  mid  was  living  at  the  time  when  this 
4 Armenian  archbishop  made  the  above  relation. 

4 Since  bis  time  several  imposters  have  appeared  at  intervals  under  the  name  and  chn- 

* racter  of  the  \'  auderiug  Jew ; whose  several  histories  iiihv  be  seen  in  Caimet’s  Dictionary 

* of  the  Bible.  See  also  the  Turkish  Spy,  voj.  ii.  book  ili.  let.  1/ 
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Act  5.]  THE  NIGHT-WALKER; 

For  she  is  impudent,  and  thou  art  miserable; 
Twill  be  a rare  match.  [redeem  all. 

Mistress.  As  you're  a man,  forgive  me ! I'll 
Lure.  You  wo’not  to  thisgeer  of  marriage 
then  ? [watch  for 

Wildb.  No,  no,  I thank  you,  Torn ! I can 
A groat  a-night,  and  be  ev’ry  gentleman’s 
fellow. 

Lure.  Rise,  and  be  good ; keep  home,  and 
tend  your  business!  [Exit  Mistress. 
Wildb.  Thp  hast  done’t  to  purpose.  Give 
me  thy  hand,  Tom : [I’m  in ; 

Shall  we  be  friends  ? Thou  see’st  what  state 
I’ll  undertake  tins  penance  to  jny  aunt, 

Just  as  I am,  and  openly  I’ll  go ; 

Where,  if  I be  receiv'd  again  for  current. 
And  Fortune  smile  once  more — 

Lure.  Nay,  nay,  I’m  satisfied; 

So,  farewell,  lamest,  lousy  Jack ! 

Wildb . I cannot  fnies. 

Help  it;  some  men  meet  with  strange  aesti- 
If  things  go  right,  thou  mnyst  be  bang’d, 
and  I 

May  live  to  see’t,  and  purchase  thy  apparel : 
So,  farewell,  Tom!  Commend  n*  to  thy 
polcat ! [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lady , Nxrse,  and  Servant . 

Lady.  Now,  that  I have  my  counsel  rckdy, 
and  my  cause  ripe; 

The  judges  all  inform’d  of  the  abuses; 

Now  that  he  should  be  gone — 

Nurse.  No  man  knows  whither;  [stable 
And  yet  they  talk  he  went  forth  with  a con- 
That  told  him  of  strange  business,  that  would 
bring  him  [but  they 

Money  and  lands,  and  Heav’n  knows  what; 
Have  search’d,  and  cannot  find  out  such  an 
officer : 

And  as  a secret,  madam,  they  told  your  man 
Nicholas,  whom  you  sent  thither  as  a spy, 
They  had  a shrewd  suspicion  ’twas  the  devil 
Tth’  likeness  of  a constable,  that  has  tempted 
him  [been  men, 

By  this  time  to  strange  things:  there  hu\e 
As  rich  as  he,  have  met  convenient  rivers, 
Aud  so  forth;  many  trees  have  borne  strange 
fruits; 

D’  ye  think  lie  has  not  hang'd  himself? 

Lady.  If  he 

Be  bang’d,  who  lias  his  goods  ? 

Nurse.  They  are  forfeited. 

They  say.  [then, 

Lady.  He  has  hang’d  himself  for  certain 
Only  to  cozeu  me  of  my  girls  portion. 

Nurse.  Very  likely ! [to  some  prison? 
Lady.  Or  did  not  th*  constable  carry  him 
Nurse.  They  thought  on  tliat  too,  and 
search'd  every  wliere.  [executed. 

Lady.  He  may  I*?  close  for  treason,  perlinps 
Nurse.  Nay,  they  did  look  among  the 
quarters  too, 

And  muster’d  all  the  bridge-house  for  his 
night-cap. 


OR,  THE  LITTLE  THIEF. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  here  is  the  gentleman  again. 
Lady.  What  gentleman  ? 

Serv.  He  that  lov’d  my  young  mistress. 
Lady.  Alas,  'tis  llcartlove;  'twill  but  feed 
his  melancholy 

To  let  him  see  Maria,  since  we  dare  not 
Yet  tell  the  world  she  lives;  and  certainly. 
Did  not  the  violence  of  his  passion  blind  him, 
He  woi/ld  see  past  her  borrow’d  tongue  and 
habit.  ' [madam. 

Nurse.  Please  you  entertain  him  awhile, 
I’ll  cast  about  for  something  with  your  daugh- 
ter. [llcartlove  enter. 

Lady.  Do  what  thou  wu’t ! — Pray  Mr. 
[Ereunt  Servant  and  Nurse  severally. 

Enter  Heart  love. 

Heart  l.  Madam,!  come  to  ask  your  gentle 
* pardon.  [me. 

Laly.  Pardon?  for  what?  you  ne'er  offended 
Heart  l.  Yes,  if  you  be  the  mother  of  Maria. 
Luly.  I was  her  mother,  but  that  word  is 
canccll’d, 

And  buried  with  her : in  that  very  minute 
Her  soul  fled  from  her,  we  lost  both  our  names 
Of  mother  and  of  daughter. 

Heart l.  Alas,  madam, 

If  your  relation  did  consist  hut  in 
Those  naked  terms,  1 had  a title  nearer, 
Since  love  unites  more  than  the  tie  of  blood: 
No  matter  for  the  empty  voice  of  mother! 
Your  nature  still  is  left,  which  in  her  uhsence 
Must  love  Maria,  and  not  see  her  ashes 
And  memory  polluted. 

Lidy.  Y ou  amaze  me ! 

By  whom? 

Heart  l.  By  me  ; I am  the  vile  prolan  or. 
Lady.  Why  do  you  speak  thus  indiscrete!  v,  •» 
You  ever  honour’d  her.  [sir? 

Heartl.  I did,  alive ; 

But,  since  she  died,  I ha’  been  a villain  to  her. 

Luly.  1 do  beseech  you  say  not  so : all  tiiis 
Is  but  to  make  me  know  how  much  1 siuu’d, 
In  forcing  her  to  marry. 

Heartl.  Do  not  mock  me, 

I charge  you  by  the  virgin  you  have  wept  for; 
For  I have  done  an  impious  act  against  her, 

A deed  able  to  fright  her  from  her  sleep, 

And  thro’  her  marble  ought  to  be  reveng’d; 

A wickedness,  that,  if  I should  be  silent. 

You  as  a witness  must  accuse  me  for’t. 
ljuly.  Was  1 a witness? 

Heartl.  Yes;  you  knew  1 lov’d 
Maria  once;  or,  grant  you  did  but  think  so. 

By  what  I lm’  profess’ J,  or  she  has  told  you, 
Was’t  not  a fault  unpardonable  in  me, 

When  I should  drop  my  tears  upon  her  gnfvc ; 
Yes,  and  proof  sufficient — 

Lady.  To  what?  [vows 

Heart/.  That  I,  forgetful  of  my  fame  and 
To  fair  Maria,  ere  the  worm  could  pierce 
Ilcr  tender  shrowd,*hud  chung’d  her  for  an- 
other. N 
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Did  you  not  blush  to  see  me  turn  a rebel  ? 

So  soon  to  court  a shadow,  a strange  thing, 
Without  a name?  Did  you  not  curse  my 
levity. 

Or  think  unon  her  death  with  the  less  sorrow, 
That  she  had  ’scap’d  a punishment  more 
killing  ? 

Oh.  how  I shame  to  think  on’t ! 

Lady.  Sir,  in  my 

Opinion,  ’twas  an  argument  of  love 
To  your  Maria,  tor  whose  sake  you  could 
.Affect  one  that  butcarried  her  small  likeness. 
Hcartl.  No  more!  you  are  too  charitable: 
but  [never 

T know  my  guilt,  and  will  from  henceforth 
Change  words  w ith  that  strange  inaid,  whose 
innocent  face, 

Like  your  Maria's,  won  so  late  upon  me: 

My  passions  are  corrected,  and  I can 
Look  on  her  now,  and  woman-kind,  without 
Love  in  a thought.  Tis  this  I came  to  tell  you: 
If,  after  this  acknowledgment,  you’ll  he 
So  kind  to  shew  me  in  what  silent  grave 
You  have  dispos’d  your  daughter,  I w ill  ask 
Forgiveness  of  her  dust,  and  never  leave, 
’Till,  with  a loud  confe  ssion  of  my  shame, 

I wake  her  ghost,  and  that  pronounce  my 
pardon. 

YV ill  you  deny  this  favour?  Then,  farewell! 
I’ll  never  see  you  more.  I la  ! 

Enter  Nurse,  and  Maria  in  her  oren  apparel- 
After  some  show  of  wonder , Heartlove  pots 
towards  her, 

Tsidif.  Be  not  deluded,  sir!  upon  mv  life. 
This  is  the  soul  whom  you  but  thought  Maria, 
In  niv  daughter’s  habit.  What  did  you  mean, 
Nurse?  [like  now? 

I knew  she  would  but  cozen  you  : is  she  not 
Heart l.  One  dew  unto  another  is  not 
nearer39.  [and  that 

Nurse.  She  thinks  she  is  a gentlewoman ; 
Imagination  has  so  taken  her, 

She  scorns  to  speak.  How  handsomely  she 
carries  it, 

As  if  she  were  a well-bred  thing,  her  body! 
And,  I warrant  you,  what  looks! 

Lady.  Pray,  be  not  foolish.  [a  won), 

Heart l.  I disturb  nobody.  Speak  but  half 
And  I am  satisfied!  But  what  needs  that? 
I’ll  swear  ’tis  she. 

Lady.  But  do  not,  T beseech  you ; 

For,  trust  me,  sir,  you  know  hot  what  I know’. 

Heart l.  Peace  then,  [with  me. 

And  let  me  pray ! She  holds  up  her  hands 


Lady.  This  will  betray  all. 

Hcartl.  Love,  ever  honour  d, 

And  ever  young,  thou  sovereign  of  all  hearts. 
Of  all  our  sorrows  the  sweetease — She  weeps 
Does  she  still  cozen  me?  [now4^! 

Nurse.  You’ll  see  anon. 

Twas  her  desire ; expect  the  issue,  madam. 
Hcartl.  My  soul’s  so  big,  I cannot  pray ! 
Tis  she ! 

I will  go  nearer. 

Enter  A1  gripe,  Lurcher,  and  Alathc. 

Nurse.  Here  is  Mr.  Algripe, 

And  other  strangers,  madam. 

Alg.  Here,  good  lady; 

Upon  my  knees,  I ask  thy  worship’s  pardon! 
Here’s  the  whole  sum  I had  with  thy  fair 
daughter:  [peace  too, 

’Would  she  were  living,  I might  have  her 
And  yield  her  up  again  to  her  old  liberty! 

I had  a wife  before,  and  could  not  marry : 
My  penance  shall  be,  on  that  man  that 
To  confer  some  land.  [honour’d  her 

i ady.  This  is  incredible  ! 

A/g.  Tv«  truth. 

Lure.  Do  you  know  me,  sir  ? 

A/g.  Ha*!  the  gentleman  I deceiv’d  ? 

Lure.  My  name  is  Lurcher. 

Alp.  Shut  have  thy  mortgage. 

Lure.  I ha’  that  already; 

No  matter  for  the  deed,  if  you  release  it. 

A/g.  I’ll  do’t  before  thy  witness. 

But  where’s  thy  sister?  if  she  live,  I’m  happy, 
Tho’  I conceal’d  our  contract4',  which  was 
stol’n  from  me 

\\  itli  the  evidence  of  this  land. 

Alathc  goes  to  Maria,  and  gives  her  a paper: 
she.  wonders,  and  smiles  upon  Heartlove; 
he,  amaz'd,  approaches  her ; afterwards  she 
shews  it  her  Mother , and  thin  gives  it  to 
Heartlove. 

Nurse.  Your  daughter  smiles.  [tell,  sir. 
Lure.  I hope  she  lives;  but  where  1 cannot 
Alalhe.  E’en  here,  an  please  you,  sir. 

Alp.  How! 

Alathc.  Nay,  'tis  she. 

To  work  thy  fairway,  I preserv'd  you,  brother, 
1 hat  would  liave  lost  me  willingly,  aud 
serv’d  you 

Thus  like  a boy:  I serv’d  you  faithfully, 

And  cast  your  plots  but  to  preserve  your 
credit ; 

Your  foul  ones  I diverted  to  fair  uses. 

So  far  as  you  would  hearken  to  my  counsel. 


39  — I is  she.  not  like  notv  f 

One  dew  unto  another  is  not  nearer.]  Mr.  Theobald  saw  with  me,  that  Frank  Heart- 
love's  name  was  dropthere,  which  I have  made  no  scruple  to  insert  in  the  text.  Sympson. 

40  Of  all  our  sorrows  the.  sweet  case.  She*  weeps  now.]  Mr.  Theobald  says  in  his 

margin,  She  weeps  now , which  is  here  only  made  a stage  direction,  must  be  part  of  the  text. 
However,  I have  not  dar’d  to 'follow  bis  opinion,  as  it  either  might  or  might  not  have  been, 
so  the  reader  is  left  to  his  own  judgment  either  to  admit  or  reject  it.  Sympson. 

The  measure  and  sense  both  declaring  for  it,  we  have  inserted  the  words  in  the  text. 

♦'  Tho'  I conceal  our  contract .]  So  former  editions. 


That 


Act5.]  THE  NIGHT-WALKER;  OR,  THE  LITTLE  THIEF. 


That  all  the  world  may  know  how  much  you 
owe  me.  [Aiathe ! 

A/g.  Welcome, entirely!  welcome,  my  dear 
And,  when  I lose  thee  again,  blessing  for- 
sake me  ! 

Kay,  let  me  kiss  thee  in  these  cloaths ! 

Lure.  And  I too, 

And  bless  the  time  I had  so  wise  a sister! 
Wert  thou  the  Little  Thief? 

Aiathe.  I stole  tl»e  contract, 

I mast  confess,  and  kept  it  to  myself; 

It  most  concern’d  me. 

Heart l.  Contracted?  this  destroys 
His  after-marriage. 

Maria.  Dare  you  give  this  hand  [it. 
To  this  young  gentleman?  my  heart  goes  with 
A/g.  Maria  alive?  how  my  heart’s  exalted  ! 
Tismyduty:  [all  joys 

Take  her,  Frank  Heartlove,  take  her;  and 
With  her;  besides  some  land  t’  advance  her 
jointure  ! [blessings  crown  ye ! 

Lculy.  What  I have  is  your  own;  and 
Heart/.  Give  me  room, 

And  fresh  air  to  consider,  gentlemen 
My  hopes  are  too  high. 

Maria.  He  more  temperate. 

Or  I’ll  be  Welsh  again  ! 

A/g.  A day  of  wonder! 

Aiathe.  Lady,  your  love  ! I ha’  kept  my 
word ; there  was  [hate  you, 

A time,  when  my  much  suffering  made  me 
And  to  that  end  I did  my  best  to  cross  you ; 
And  hearing  you  were  dead,  I stole  your  coffin, 
That  you  might  never  more  usurp  my  office. 
Many  more  knacks  I did,  which  at  the 
weddings 

Shall  be  told  of  as  harmless  talcs  41. 

[.SV/uuf  within . 

JZnter  Wildbrain. 

I Vildb.  Hollow  your  throats  apieces ! I’m 
at  home ; 

It  you  can  roar  me  out  again — 

Lady.  What  thing  is  this? 
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Lure.  A continent  of  fleas : room  for  the 
pageant ! 

Make  room  afore  there!  Your  kinsman, 
madam. 

Lady.  My  kinsman  ? let  me  wonder ! 
Wildb.  Do,  and 

I'll  wonder  too,  to  see  this  company 
At  peace  one  with  another. 

Maria.  Tis  not  worth 
Your  admiration;  I was  never  dead  yet4*. 
Wildb.  You’re  merry,  aunt,  I see,  and  all 
your  company: 

If  ve  be  not,  I’ll  fool  up,  and  provoke  ye; 

I will  do  any  thing  to  get  your  love  again : 
I’ll  forswear  midnight,  taverns,  and  tempta- 
tions ; [maids 

Give  good  example  to  your  groonts;  the 
Shall  go  to  bed,  and  take  their  rest  this  year; 
None  shall  appear  with  blisters  in  their  bellies. 
Lure.  And,  when  you'll  fool  again,  you 
may  go  ring. 

Wildb.  Madam,  have  mercy ! 

Lady.  Your  submission,  sir, 

I gladly  take  (we  will 

Enquire  the  reason  of  this  habit  afterwards). 
Now  you  are  soundly  sham’d;  well,  we 
restore  ycAi.  * 

Where’s  Toby?  where’s  the  coachman? 

Nurse,  lie’s  a-bed,  madam, 

And  has  an  ague,  lie  says. 

Lure.  I’ll  be  his  physician. 

Lady.  We  must  afoot  then. 

Lure.  Ere  the  priest  ha’  done, 

Toby  shall  wait  upon  you  with  his  coach, 
And  make  your  Flanders  mares  dance  back 
again  wi’  ye, 

I warrant  you,  madam. — You  are  mortified; 
Your  suit  shall  lie  granted  too. 

Wildb.  Make,  make  room  afore  there ! 
Ijady.  Home  forward  with  glad  hearts! 
Maria.  I wait  you.  [home,  child. 

Heart/.  On  joyfully! — The  cure  of  all  our 
grief, 

Is  owing  to  this  pretty  Little  Thief. 

[ Exeunt  omnes. 


. 41  Lady,  your  love , Arc.]  This  speech  has  been  hitherto  given  to  Lurcher;  tho’  the 
circumstances  recited  in  it  prove  that  it  belongs  to  Aiathe.  The  fourth  line  of  it,  however, 
requires  some  amendment  : we  should  either  read,  And  hearing  you  were  dead,  or,  And 
fearing  you  wern’t  dead.  We  prefer  the  former. 

41  ’’lit  not  worth 

\ our  admiration ; I was  never  dead  yef.]  These  words  (though  so  obviously  belonging 
to  Maria ) have  hitherto  stood  as  part  of  Wildbruirfs  speech. 
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THE  ISLAND  PRINCESS. 

A TRAGI-COMEDY. 


Tbt  Commendatory  Vcrees  by  Gardiner  attribute  this  Play  wholly  to  Fletcher.  Its  first  pub- 
lication was  in  the  folio  of  1647.  In  the  year  1687,  Tate  made  some  alterations  in  this 
piece,  with  which  it  was  printed;  and  Peter  Motteux,  about  ten  years  afterwards, brought 
it  forward  as  an  Opera,  under  the  title  of  * The  Island  Princess,  or  the  Generous 
‘ Portuguese.’ 


Men. 

Kino  of  Tidore. 

Kiao  of  Balsam, 

Parses  of  Syana, 

Aauosra, 

Rcr  Dias, 

Goveenor  ofTemata, 

Pisiero,  Nephew  to  Huy  Via t. 

Emanuel,  j Friends  to  Armusia. 

P™™'*"’  } Friend,  to  Finiero. 

Keeper. 

SCENE, 


Moors. 

Guard. 

Captain. 

Citizens. 

Townsmen. 

Women. 

Quisara,  the  Island  Princess,  Sister  to  the 
King  of  Tidore. 

Quisana,  Aunt  to  the  Frinccu. 

Panura,  Waiting- If  Oman  to  the  Princess 
Quisara. 

CtTizENs*  Wives. 

India. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


| Portuguese. 


Suitor i to  Qui- 
sara. 


ACT  I. 


A bell  rings, 

Enter  Piniero,  Christ  op  hero,  and  Pedro. 

Finiero.  PEN  the  poru,  and  see  the  watch 
reliev’d, 

And  let  the  guards  be  careful  of  their  business. 
Their  vigilant  eyes  fix’d  on  these  islanders ! 
They’re  false  and  desp’rate  people;  when 
they  hud 

The  least  occasion  open,  to  encouragement. 
Cruel  and  crafty  souls.  Believe  me,  gentle- 
men, [us, 

Their  late  attempt,  which  is  too  fresh  amongst 
In  which,  against  all  arms  and  honesty, 

Tlie  governor  ofTemata  made  surprize 
Of  our  confederate1,  the  king  of  Tidore, 

(A*  for  his  recreation  he  was  rowing 

1 Governor  of  Tenia,  &c/j  Tt  mat  a (or  Te 
Bacham , are  three  of  the  .YJolucco  islands. 


Between  both  lands)  bids  us  be  wise  and  cir- 
cumspect. 

Chris.  It  was  a mischief  suddenly  imagin’d. 
And  as  soon  done:  that  governor  is  a fierce 
knave ; [ing. 

Unfaithful  as  lie’s  fierce  too ; there’s  no  trust- 
But  I wonder  much,  how  such  poor  and  base 
pleasures 

As  tugging  at  an  oar,  or  skill  in  steerage, 
Should  become  princes. 

Pin.  Base  breedings  love  base  pleasure: 
They  take  as  much  delight  in  a baratto, 

(A  little  scurvy  boat)  to  row  her  tightly, 

And  have  the  art  to  turn  and  wind  her  nim- 
bly, 

Think  it  ns  noble  too,  the/  it  be  slavish, 

And  a dull  labour  that  declines  a gentleman) 

7 ate,  as  Milton  calls  it),  Tidore,  and  Bakan 
fympsuns 

Ar 
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TIIE  ISLAND  PRINCESS. 


As  we  Portugals,or  th*  Spaniards,  do  in  riding, 
In  managing  a great  horse,  (which  is  princely) 
The  French  in  courtship1,  or  the  dancing 
English 

In  carrying  a fair  presence. 

Pedro.  He  was  strangely  taken ; 

But  where  no  faith  is,  there**  no  trust;  li’ has 
paid  for’t. 

His  sister  yet,  the  fair  and  great  Quisara, 

Has  shew’d  a noble  mind,  and  much  love  in’t 
To  her  afflicted  brother;  and  the  nobler 
Still  it  appears,  and  seasons  of  more  tender- 
ness, 

Because  his  ruin  stiles  her  absolute, 

And  his  imprisonment  adds  to  her  profit. 
Feeling  all  this,  which  makes  all  men  admire 
her,  flier, 

The  warm  beams  of  this  fortune  that  fall  on 
Yet  she  has  made  divers  and  noble  treaties, 
And  propositions  for  her  brother’s  freedom, 

If  wealth  or  honour — 

Pin . Peace,  peace  ! you  are  fool’d,  sir: 
Tilings  of  these  natures  have  strange  outsides, 
Pedro, 

And  cunning  shadows,  set  'em  far  from  us; 
Draw  ’em  but  near,  they’re  gross,  and  they 
abuse  us : [turc. 

They  that  observe  her  close  shall  find  her  na- 
Which,  I doubt  mainly,  will  not  prove  so  ex- 
cellent. 

,She  is  a princess,  and  she  most  be  fair. 
That’s  the  prerogative  of  being  royal ; 

Let  her  want  eyes  and  nose,  she  must  be 
beauteous, 

And  she  must  know  it  too,  and  the  use  of  it. 
And  people  must  believe  it,  they  are  damn’d 
else:  . # flier. 

Why,  all  the  neighbour  princes  are  mad  for 
Chris.  Is  she  not  fair  then? 

Pin.  But  her  hopes  are  fairer. 

And  there’s  a haughty  master,  the  king  of  Ba- 
knm, 

That  lofty  sir,  that  speaks  farmore  and  louder, 
In  his  own  commendations,  than  a cannon; 
lie  is  strucken  dumb  with  her. 

* Pedro.  Beshrew  me,  she  is  a sweet  one. 
Pin.  And  there’s  that  hopeful  man  of  Sy- 
ana,  * 


[Act  is 

That  sprightly  fellow,  he  that’s  wise  and  tern- 
He  is  a lover  too.  fperate, 

Chris.  ’Would  I were  worth  her  looking! 
For,  by  my  life,  I hold  her  a complete  one : 
The  very  sun,  I think,  affects  her  sweetness. 
And  dares  not,  as  he  does  to  all  else,  dye  it 
Into  his  tawny  livery. 

Pin.  She  dares  not  see  him. 

But  keeps  herself  at  distance  from  his  kisses. 
And  her  complexion  in  a case 2 : let  him  but 
like  it  [a  lion. 

A week4,  or  two,  or  three,  she  would  look  like 
But  the  main  sport  ou’t  is,  or  rather  wonder, 
The  governor  of  Ternata,  her  mortal  enemy. 
He  that  has  catch’d  her  brother-king,  is  struck 
too. 

And  is  arriv’d  under  safe  conduct  also, 

And  hostages  of  worth  deliver’d  for  him ; 
And  he  brought  a letter  from  his  prisoner 
(Whether  compell’d,  or  willingly  deliver’d) 
From  thepoorking;  or  vvhatelsedare  be  in’t — 
Chris.  So  it  be  honourable,  any  thing,  ’tis 
all  one ; 

For  I dare  think  she’ll  do  the  best. 

Pin.  Tis  certain 

He  has  admittance,  and  solicits  hourly. 

N ow  if  we  have  the  trick — 

Pedro.  What  trick  ? 

Pin.  The  true  one,  [fowling. 

To  take  her  too:  if  he  be  but  skill’a  iu  but- 
And  lime  his  hush  right — 

Chris.  I’ll  be  hung’d  when  that  hits ; 

For  'tis  not  a compcll’d  or  forc’d  affection 
That  must  take  her:  I guess  her  £tout  and 
virtuous.  [tain. 

But  where’s  your  uncle,  sir,  our  valiant  cup- 
The  brave  Huy  Dias,  all  this  while  ? 

Pin.  Ay,  marry, 

He  is  amongst  ’em  too. 

Pedro.  A lover? 

Pin.  Nay, 

I know  not  that;  but  sure  he  stands  in  fa- 
vour, - [else. 

Or  would  stand  stiffly;  he’s  no  Portugal 

Chris.  The  voice  says  in  good  favour;  in 

the  list  too 

Of  the  privy  wooers.  How  cunningly  of  late 
(I  have  observ’d  him)  and  how  privately 


1 The  French  in  courtship , or  the  dancing  English.]  If  the  English  were  as  fond  of  dancing 
in  the  time  of  the  Poets,  as  they  are  now,  the  common  lection  is  right;  otherwise  I should 
ehuse  to  read  so, 

The  French  in  courtship,  dancing,  or  the  English , &c.  Sympson. 

3 And  her  complexion .]  First  folio  and  Sympson  read, 

And  wears  her  complexion,  &c.  I 

4 Let  him  hut  like  ir,  4c*l  The  editors  of  1750  propose  varying  to,  let  him  hut  lick  it ; or, 
let  him  but  kiss  it;  or,  let  him  but  look  on’t:  ‘ So,  (says Sympson)  in  Solomon’s  Song:  Look 
‘ not  upon  me  because  I am  black , because  the  Sun  hath  look’d  upon  me .’ 

5 And  he  brought,  &c.l  l read  and  point  the  latter  part  of  this  speech  thus: 

And  he  hath  brought  a letter  from  his  prisoner, 

Whether  compcll’d,  or  willingly  deliver’d 
From  the  poor  king : and  what  else  be  in’t — 

The  add  i ion  of  a moiiO'V  liable  in  the  first  line,  and  the  change  of  the  points,  is  rerjuired  bv 
the  sense  and  themeaejic : The  or  in  the  third  got  there  from  the  line  above,  and  excluded 
the  proper  monosyllable.  Seward. 

H’has 
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IT  has  stolen  at  all  hours  from  us,  and  how 
readily  [well 

R has  feign'd  a business  to  bid  the  fort  Fare- 
For  five  or  six  days,  or  a month  together ! 
Sure  there  is  something — 

Pin.  Yes,  yes,  there’s  a tiling  in’t,  [after  it, 
A thing  would  make  the  best  on’s  all  dance 
A dainty  thing!  Lord,  how  this  uncle  ofraine 
Has  read  to  me,  and  rated  me  for  wenching, 
And  told  me  in  what  desperate  case  'twould 
leave  me. 

And  how  ’twould  stew  ray  bones — 

Pedro.  You  card  not  for  it.  [easily, 
Pin.  V faith,  not  much ; I ventur’d  on  still 
And  took  my  chance;  danger’s  a soldier’s 
honour.  [Dias, 

But  that  this  man,  this  herb  of  grace,  Ruy 
This  father  of  our  faculties,  should  slip  thus ! 
(For  sure  lie  is  a-ferreting)  that  he  [rit, 
That  would  drink  nothing,  to  depress  the  spi- 
But  milk  and  water,  eat  nothing  but  thin  air, 
To  make  his  blood  obedient ; that  his  youth, 
Id  spite  of  all  his  temperance,  should  tickle, 
And  have  a love-mange  on  liim — 

Chris.  Tis  in  him,  sir,  [rank  too. 

But  honourable  courtship,  and  becomes  his 
Pm.  In  me  it  were  abominable  lechery,  or 
would  be ; [their  level, 

For  when  our  thoughts  are  on*t®i  and  miss 
We  must  hit  something. 

Pedro.  Well,  he’s  a noble  gentleman ; 

And,  if  he  be  a suitor,  may  he  speed  in’t  I 
Pin.  Let  him  alone;  our  family  ne’er  fail'd 
yet.  . [niero. 

Chris.  Our  mad  lieutenant  still,  merry  Pi- 
Thus  would  he  do,  if  the  surgeon  were  search- 
ing of  him.  [shot  him. 

Pedro.  Especially  if  a warm  wench  had 
Pin.  But  hark,Christophero;  come  hither, 
Pedro ; [sia, 

When  saw  you  our  brave  copjitryman,  Armu- 
He  that’s  arriv’d  here  lately,' and  his  gallants? 
A goodly  fellow,  and  a brave  companion 
Methink  he  is,  and  no  doubt  truly  valiant; 
For  he  that  dares  come  hither  dares  fight  any 
where.  [tleraan 

Chris.  I saw  him  not  of  late.  A sober  gcn- 
1 ra  sure  he  is ; and  no  doubt  bravely  sprung, 
And  promises  much  nobleness. 

Pin.  I love  him,  [him. 

And  by  my  troth  would  fain  be  inward  with 
Pray  let’s  go  seek  him. 

Pedro.  We’ll  attend  you,  sir. 

Pin.  By  that  time,  we  shall  hear  the  burst 
of  business.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Ruy  Dias,  Quisara,  Quisum,  and  Pa- 
nura. 

Quisar.  Aunt,  I much  thank  you  for  your 
courtesy, 


And  the  fair  liberty  you  still  allow  me, 

Both  of  your  house  and  service.  Tho’  I be 
A princess,  and  by  that  prerogative  stand 
free 

From  the  poor  malice  of  opinion, 

And  no  ways  bound  to  render  up  my  actions, 
Because  no  power  above  me  can  examine  me; 
Yet,  iny  dear  brother  being  still  a prisoner, 
And  many  wandring  eyes  upon  my  ways, 
Being  left  alone  a sea-mark,  it  behoves  me 
To  use  a little  caution,  and  be  circumspect. 
Quisun.  You’re  wise  and  noble,  lady. 
Quisar.  Often,  aunt, 

I resort  hi tlier,  and  privately  to  see  you, 

It  may  be  to  converse  with  some  I favour: 

I would  not  have  it  known  as  oft,  nor  con- 
It  stands  not  with  my  care.  [stru’d; 

Quisan.  You  speak  most  fairly; 

For  ev’n  our  pure  devotions  are  examin’d. 
Quisar.  So  mad  are  men’s  mimfc  now. 
Ray.  Or  rather  monstrous ; 

They’re  thick  dreams  bred  in  fogs,  that  know 
no  fairness.  [yours,  (pray  use  me) 

Quisan.  Madam,  the  house  is  yours,  I’m 
And  at  your  service  all  I have  lies  prostrbtc; 
My  care  shall  ever  be  to  yield  you  honour. 
And,  when  your  fame  falls  here,  ’tis  my  fault, 
lady. 

A poor  and  simple  banquet  I’ve  provided. 
Which  if  you  please  to  honour  with  your  pre- 
sence— [you  instantly. 

Quisar.  I thank  you,  aunt!  I shall  be  with 
A few  words  with  this  gentleman ! 

Quisan.  I’ll  leave  you;  [you. 

And  when  you  please  retire.  I’ll  wait  upon 
[Exeunt  Quisan.  and  Pan. 
Quisar.  Why,  how  now,  captain?  what, 
afraid  to  speak  to  me? 

A man  of  arms,  and  daunted  with  a lady? 
Commanders  have  the  power  to  parle  with 
princes.  * [showr’d  on  me, 

Ruy.  Madam,  the  favours  you  have  still 
(Which  are  so  high  above  my  means  of  merit, 
So  infinite,  that  nought  can  value  ’em 
But  their  own  goodness;  no  eyes  look  up 
to  'em 

But  those  that  are  of  equal  light  and  lustre) 
Strike  me  thus  mute ! You  are  my  royal  mis- 
tress, 

And  all  my  services,  that  aim  at  honour, 
Take  life  from  you,  the  saintofmy  devotions. 
Pardon  my  wish ! it  is  a fair  ambition,  ^ 
And  well  becomes  the  inan  that  honours  you : 
I would  I were  of  worth,  of  something  near 
you, 

Of  such  a royal  piece7  ! a king  I would  be, 

A mighty  kingthatmight  command  affection  *, 
And  bring  a youth  upon  me.  might  bewitch 
you, 

And  you  a sweet-soui'd  Christian. 

6 _ Quisar . 

Our  thoughts  are  on’t.]  Sympson  would  read. 

Our  thoughts  arc  out. 

# Qf* ruck  a royal  piece.]  Seward  proposes,  royal  price.  • 

- — command  affection, 

And  bring  a youth  upon  me  might  ben  itch  you .]  To  wish  to  bring  a youth  upon  him , is  an 
VOL.  III.  O expression, 
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Quisar.  Now  you  talk,  sir!  [diers, 

You  Portugals,  thougli  you  be  rugged  sol- 
Yct,  when  you  list  to  flutter,  you’re  plain 
courtiers.  Dias? 

And  could  you  wish  me  Christian,  brave  Uuy 
Ruy.  At  all  the  danger  of  my  life,  great 
At  all  my  hopes,  at  all — [Judy, 

Quisar.  Pray  you  stay  a little; 

To  what  end  runs  your  wish? 

Ruy.  Oh,  glorious  lady, 

That  I might — But  I dare  not  speak. 

Quisar.  I dare  then ; [blush  not: 

That  you  might  hope  to  marry  me:  nay, 
An  honourable  end  needs  no  excuse. 

And  would  you  love  me  then  ? 

Ruy.  My  soul  not  dearer. 

Quisar.  Do  some  brave  thing  that  may 
entice  me  that  way, 

Something  of  such  a meritorious  goodness, 
Of  such  an  unmatch’d  nobleness,  that  I may 
know  [you. 

You  have  a power  beyond  ours  that  preserves 
T'is  not  the  person,  nor  the  roynl  title. 

Nor  wealth,  nor  glorjr,  that  I look  upon  ; 
Tbaf  invVrd  man  I love  that’s  lin’d  with  vir- 
tue, 

That  wlcll-deserving  soul  w orks  out  a favour. 
I’ve  many  princes  suitors,  many  great  ones, 
Yet  above  these  I love  you;  you  are  valiant, 
An  active  man,  able  to  build  a fortune: 

I do  not  say  1 dote,  nor  mean  to  marry ; 
Only  the  hope  is,  something  may  be  done 
That  may  compel  my  faith,  aud  ask  my  free- 
And  leave  opinion  fair.  [dom, 

Rvy.  Command,  dear  lady  ! 

And  fet  the  danger  be  as  deep  as  hell, 

As  direful  to  attempt— 

Quisar.  You  are  too  sudden; 

I must  be  rul’d  by  you : And  out  a fortune, 
Wisely  and  handsomely;  examine  time, 

And  court  occasion  that  she  may  be  ready! 
A thousand  uses  for  your  forward  spirit 
You  may  find  daily ; be  sure  you  take  a good 
one ! [you  ! 

A brave  and  worthy  one,  that  may  advance 
Forc’d  smiles  reward  poor  dangers : you’re  a 
soldier, 

(I’d  not  talk  so  else)  and  I love  a soldier, 
And  that  that  speaks  him  true  and  great,  his 
valour:  [lies. 

Yet  for  all  these,  which  are  but  women’s  fol- 
You  may  do  what  you  please ; I shall  still 
know  you, 

And,  tho’  yon  wear  no  sword— 

Ruy.  Excelleut  lady ! 

When  I grow  so  cold,  and  disgrace  mv  nation, 
That  from  their  hardy  nurses  suck  adventures, 


[Act  i, 

Tw'ere  fit  I wore  a tombstone.  You’ve  read 
to  me 

The  story  of  your  favour:  if  l mistake  it* 

Or  grow  a truant  in  the  study  of  it, 

A great  correction,  lady — 

Quisar.  loft’s  to  th*  banquet,  [court. 
And  have  some  merrier  talk,  and  then  Uy 
Where  I give  audience  to  my  general  suitors ! 
Pray  Heav’n  my  woman's  wit  hold  ! There, 
brave  captain,  [startle  you : 

You  may  perchance  meet  something  that  may 
I’ll  say  no  more:  come,  be  not  sad  ! I love 
you.  ' [ Exeunt . 

Enter  PinierOy  A nun  sin,  Soza,  Christopher 
and  Emanuel. 

Pin.  You’re  welcome,  gentlemen,  most 
worthy  welcome  ! [serve  ye. 

And  know,  there’s  nothing  in  our  power  may 
But  you  may  freely  challenge. 

Ann.  Sir,  we  thunk  you. 

And  rest  your  servants  too. 

Pin.  Ye’re  worthy  Portugnls;  [spirits. 
You  shew  the  bravery  of  your  minds  and 
The  nature  of  our  country  loo,  that  brings 
forth 

Stirring  unwearied  souls  to  seek  adventures. 
Minds  never  satisfied  with  search  of  honour: 
Where  time  is,  and  the  sun  gives  light,  brave 
countrymen,  [their  riches. 

Our  names  are  known;  new  worlds  disclose 
Their  beauties  and  their  prides,  to  our  em- 
braces. 

And  we  the  first  of  nations  find  these  wonders. 
Arm.  These  noble  thoughts,  sir,  have  en- 
tic’d us  forward,  [racles. 

And  minds  unapt  for  ease,  to  see  these  mi- 
In  which  we  find  report  a poor  reiater : 

We  are  arriv’d  among  tlie  blessed  islands, 
Where  every  wind  that  rises  blows  perfumes. 
And  every  breath  of  air  is  like  an  incense; 
The  treasure  o^the  sun  dwells  here ; each 
As  if  it  envied  the  old  Paradise,  [tree. 
Strives  to  bring  forth  immortal  fruit;  the 
spices 

Renewing  nature,  tho*  not  deifying ; [earth. 
And  when  that  falls  by  time,  scorning  the 
The  sullen  earth,  should  taint  or  suck  their 
beauties ; 

But  as  we  dream’d,  for  ever  so  preserve  us: 
Nothing  we  see,  but  breeds  an  admiration; 
The  very  rivers,  as  we  float  along,  [court  us ; 
Throw  up  their  pearls,  and  curl  their  heads  to 
The  bowels  of  the  earth  swell  with  the  births 
Of  thousand  unknown  gems,  and  thousand 
riches ; [sure. 

Notliing  that  bears  a life,  but  brings  a trea- 
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expression,  I fancy,  not  easily  to  be  exampled.  To  presene  the  delicacy,  as  well  as  pro- 
priety of  the  sentiment  here  intended,  I suspect  the  passuge  once  run  thus, 

— — a king  I would  he, 

A mighty  king  that  might  command  ntfection, 

A spring  of  youth  upon  tut*  might  bewitch  ye,  &c.  Sympson. 

This  is  a happy  emendation:  and  we  think  meets  confirmation  from  a pas>age  in  the 
Night-Walker,  (p.  87 ) where  lleurtlove,  speaking  of  Maria,  calls  her  a uulKiug  spring  of 
hcuuty. 
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Act  1.] 

The  people  they  shew  brave  too,  civil  man- 
ner'll, 

Proportion’d  like  the  masters  of  great  minds; 
The  women,  which  I wonder  at — 

Pin.  You  speak  well.  [beauteous, 

Arm.  Of  delicate  aspects,  fair,  clearly 
And,  to  that  admiration,  sweet  and  courteous. 
Pin.  Aud  is  not  that  a good  tiling?  Brave 
Armusin, 

You  never  saw  the  court  before  ? 

Ann.  No,  certain; 

But  that  I see  a wonder  too,  all  excellent, 
The  government  exact — 

Chns.  You  shall  see  anon  [beauties. 
That  that  will  make  you  start  indeed  ! such 
Such  riches,  and  such  form — 

Enter  Bakam , Syana,  ami  Governor. 

Soza.  We’re  fire  already ; 

The  wealthy  magazine  of  Nature  sure 
Inhabits  here. 

Arm.  These  sure  are  all  islanders,  [lovers. 
Pin.  Yes,  and  grent  princes  too,  and  lusty 
Arm.  Tliey’re  goodly  persons.  What  might 
he  be,  signor, 

That  bears  so  proud  a state? 

Pin.  King  of  Bakain, 

A fellow  that  farts  terror. 

Eman.  lie  looks  highly; 

Sure  he  was  begot  o’  th’  top  of  a steeple. 

CAri*.  It  may  well  be; 

For  you  shall  liear  him  ring  anon. 

Pin.  That  is  Syana,  [liant. 

And  a brave-temper’d  fellow,  and  more  va- 
Soxa.  What  rugged  face  is  that? 

Pin.  That’s  the  great  governor,  [him. 

The  nian  surpriz’d  our  friend;  I told  you  of 
Arm.  11’ has  dangerous  eyes. 

Pin.  A perilous  thief,  and  subtle ! 

Chris.  And,  to  that  subtilty,  n heart  of  iron." 
Pin.  Yet  the  young  lady  makes  it  melt. 
Arm.  They  start  all, 

And  thunder  in  the  eyes. 

Bakam.  Away,  ye  poor  ones  ! 

Am  I in  competition  with  such  bubbles? 

My  virtue  and  my  name  rank'd  with  such 
Syana.  You  speak  loud.  [trifles? 

Bakam.  Young  man,  1 will  speak  louder! 
Can  any  man  but  I deserve  Iter  favour, 

You  petty  princes  ? 

Pin.  He  will  put  ’em  all  in’s  pocket. 

[Princes  fly  at  one  another. 
Syana.  Thou  proud  mad  thing,  be  not  so 
So  full  of  vanity ! [full  of  glory, 

Bakam.  How  ! [ contemn  thee, 

And  that  fort*keeping  fellow” ! 


Pin.  How  the  dog  looks, 

The  bandog  governor ! 

Gov.  11a!  Why? 

Bakam.  Away,  thing,  [royalty  ! 

And  keep  your  rank' with  those  that  fit  your 
Call  out  the  princess9. 

Gov.  Dost  thou  know  me,  bladder. 

Thou  insolent  imposthume? 

Bakam.  I despise  tl ice.  [baby? 

Gov.  Art  thou  acquainted  with  my  nature. 
With  iny  revenge  for  injuries?  Durst  thou 
hold  me 

So  far  behind  thy  file,  I cannot  reach  thee  ? 
What  ennst  thou  merit? 

Bakam.  Merit?  I'm  above  it ; 

I’m  equal  with  all  honours,  alt  atchievenients. 
And  what  is  great  and  worthy;  the  best  doer 
I keep  at  my  command ; Fortune’s  my  servant: 
Twin  my  power  now  to  despi>esucli  wretches, 
To  look  upon  ye  slightly,  and  neglect  ye ; 
And,  but  she  deigns  at  some  hours  to  re- 
member ye, 

And  people  have  bestow’d  some  titles  on  ye, 
I should  forget  your  names. 

Syana.  Mercy  of  me  ! 

Wliat  a blown  fool  has  self-atfection  [mother 
Made  of  this  fellow  ! Did  not  the  queen  your 
Long  for  bellows  and  bagpipes  when  she  was 
great  with  you, 

She  brought  forth  such  a windy  birth  ? 

Got.  Tin  ten  to  one 

She  eat  a drum,  and  was  deliver’d  of  a larum; 
Or  else  he  was  swaddled  iu  an  old  sail  when 
he  was  young'0.  [dilations: 

Syana.  lie  swells  too  mainly  with  his  me- 
Faith,  talk  a little  handsomer,  ride  softly 
Tluit  we  may  be  able  to  hold  way  with  you  ! 
We’re  princes;  [wiser! 

But  those  are  but  poor  things  to  you:  talk 
Twill  well  become  your  mightiness : talk  less, 
Tfiat  men  may  think  you  can  do  more  ! 

Go v.  Talk  truth,  ^lieve  you ! 

That  men  may  think  you’re  honest,  and  be- 
Or  talk  yourself  asleep,  for  I am  weary  of  you. 
Bakam.  Why,  I can  talk  and  do — 

Gov.  That  would  do  excellent,  [princess, 
Bakam.  And  tell  you,  only  I deserve  the 
And  makegood  only  1,  if  you  dare;  you,  sir; 
Or  you,  Syana’s  prince  ! 

Pin.  Here’s  a slortn  toward  ; 

Met liinks  it  sings  already.  To  him,  governor ! 
Gov.  Here  lies  my  proof.  [Draw. 

Syana.  And  mine. 

Gov.  I'll  he  short  with  you ; 

For  these  long  arguments  I wa*  ne'er  good  at. 
1 in.  How  white  the  boaster  looks! 


® Call  out  the  princess."]  Tis  possible  this  place  may  seem  intire  in  the  judgment  of  my 
readers,  and  so  any  correction  or  attempt  towards  one  needless;  yet,  I own,  I don’t  think 
*o,  but  imagine  the  line  once  run  thus, 

Cull  out  the  princess. 

i.e.  Do  you  pick  out  the  princess  to  disgrace  her  with  the  love  of  a person  so  ev’ry  way  un- 
worthy of  her  as  vou  are  ? Sympwn. 

10  Or  else — ] Syana  should  begin  here,  and  too  in  the  second  line  should  be  so,  Seward. 
We  cannot  tliiuk  so. 

O 2 Inter 
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Enter  Rut/  Dia$j  Quitara,  Quisana , and 
Panura. 

Arm . I see  he  lacks  faith. 

Ruy.  For  shame,  forbear,  great  princes; 
rule  your  angers ! 

You  violate  the  freedom  of  tliis  place. 

The  state  and  royalty — 

Gov.  He’s  well  contented, 

It  seems ; and  so  I’ve  done. 

Arm.  Is  this  she,  signor? 

Pin.  This  is  the  princess,  sir. 

Arm.  She’s  sweet  and  goodly, 

An  admirable  form;  they’ve  cause  to  justle. 
Quisar.  Ye  wrong  me  and  my  court,  ye 
frownrd  princes ! 

Comes  your  love  wrapt  in  violence  to  seek  us? 
Is’t  fit,  tho’  you  be  great,  my  presence  should 
be 

Stain’d  and  polluted  with  your  bloody  rages? 
My  privacies  affrighted  with  your  swords? 
He  that  loves  me,  loves  my  command : be 
temper’d, 

Or  he  no  more  what  ye  profess,  my  servants ! 
Omnes.  We’re  calm  as  peace. 

Arm.  What  command  she  carries ! 

And  what  a sparkling  majesty  flics  from  her! 
Quisar.  Is  it  ye  love  to  do?  Ye  shall  find 
danger, 

And  danger  that  shall  start  your  resolutions: 
But  not  this  way.  Tis  not  contention  who 
loves 

Me  to  my  face  best,  or  who  can  flatter  most, 
Can  carry  me:  he  that  deserves  my  favour, 
And  will  enjoy  what  I bring,  love  and  ma- 
jesty, fine, 

Must  win  me  with  his  worth,  must  travel  for 
Must  put  his  hasty  rage  off,  and  put  on 
A w ell-con  firm’d,  a temperate,  and  true  va- 
Ontnes.  But  shew  the  way.  [lour. 

Quisar.  And  will;  and  then  shew  yoil 
A will  to  tread  the  way,  I’ll  say  ye’re  worthy! 
Pin.  What  task  now  will  she  turn ’em  to? 
These  hot  youths  [eyes, 

I fear  will  find  a cooling  card  : I read  in  her 
Something  that  has  some  swinge  must  fly 
amongst  ’em : 

By  this  hand,  I love  her  a little  now ! 

Quisar.  Tis  not  unknown  to  you 
I had  n royal  brother,  now  miserable,  [tious, 
And  prisoner  to  that  man  : if  I were  umbi- 
Gup’u  for  that  glory  was  ne’er  born  with  me, 
There  he  should  lie,  his  miseries  upon  him; 
If  I were  covetous,  and  iny  heart  set 
On  riches,  and  those  base  effects  that  follow 
On  pleasures  inicoutrol’d,  or  safe  revenges, 
There  he  should  die,  his  death  would  give 
me  all  these ; 

For  then  stood  I up  absolute  to  do  all : 


[Act  1. 

Yet  all  these  flattering  shows  of  dignity, 
These  golden  dreams  of  greatness,  cannot 
force  me 

To  foigct  nature  and  my  fair  affection  ; 
Therefore,  that  man  that  would  be  known 
my  lover  [him, 

Must  be  known  his  redeemer,  and  must  bring 
Either  alive  or  dead,  to  my  embraces 
(For  e’en  his  bones  I scorn  shall  feel  such 
slavery), 

Or  seek  another  mistress.  Twill  be  hard 
To  do  this,  wondrous  hard,  a great  adventure, 
Fit  for  a spirit  of  an  equal  greatness  I 
But  being  done,  the  reward  is  worthy  of  it. 
Chris.  How  they  stand  gaping  all ! 

Quisar.  Ruy  Dias  cold  ! [me: 

Not  fly  like  fire  into  it?  May  be,  you  doubt 
He  that  shall  do  this  is  my  husband,  prince", 
By  the  bright  heavens,  he  is!  by  whose jos- 
I openly  proclaim  it:  if  I lie,  [tice 

Or  seek  to  set  you  on  with  subtilty,  [hood ! 
Let  that  meet  with  me,  and  reward  my  fals- 
No  stirring  yet?  no  start  into  a bravery? 
Ruy.  Madam,  it  may  be;  but  being  a 
mam  danger,  [me, 

Your  grace  must  give  me  leave  to  look  about 
And  take  a little  time : the  cause  will  ask  it; 
Great  acts  require  great  counsels. 

Quisar.  Take  your  pleasure  ! 

I fear  th^Portugal. 

Bakum.  I’ll  raise  an  army 
That  shall  bring  back  his  island,  fort  and  all, 
And  fix  it  here. 

Gov.  How  long  will  this  be  doing?  [days. 
You  should  have  begun  in  your  grandfather’s 
Syana.  What  may  be,  [lady — 

Ana  wlrnt  my  power  can  promise,  noblest 
My  will  Pm  sure  stands  fair. 

Quisar.  Fair  be  your  fortune ! 

Few  promises  are  best,  and  fair  performance. 
Gov.  These  cannot  do ; their  power  and 
arts  are  weak  ones  ! [ther, 

Tis  in  my  will ; I have  this  king  your  bro- 
He  is  my  prisoner;  I accept  your  proffer. 
And  bless  the  fair  occasion  that  atchiev'd  him : 
I love  you,  and  I honour  you.  But  speak, 
Whether  alive  or  dead  he  shall  be  render’d. 
And  see  how  readily,  how  in  an  instant, 
Quick  as  your  wishes,  lady — 

Quisar.  No;  I scorn  you, 

Y ou  and  your  courtesy ! I hate  your  love,  sir ; 
And  ere  I would  so  basely  win  his  liberty, 
I’d  study  to  forget  be  was  my  brother. 

By  force  he  was  ta’en ; he  that  shall  enjoy 
me,  [we- 

Shall  fetch  him  back  by  force,  orneverknow 
Pin.  As  I live,  a rare  wench  ! 

Ann.  She  has  a noble  spirit. 

Gov.  By  force? 


11  I*  my  husband  prince.]  Ruy  Dins  appears  only  to  have  been  the  general  of  the  Portu- 
gals,  not  a prince:  this  speech  therefore  is  made  to  all  the  suitors,  and  should  run, 

Is  my  husband,  princes.  Sctrurd. 

The  whole  speech  is  apparently  addressed  to  Ruy  Dias;  and  Quisara  certainly  means, 
though  perliaps  not  very  correctly,  to  call  him  prince. 


Quisar. 
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Act  8.] 

Quuar.  Yea,  sir,  by  force,  and  make  you 
To  iet  him  go.  [glad  too 

Gov.  How!  You  may  look  nobler  on  me, 
And  think  me  no  such  boy : by  force  he  must 
For  your  love  much  may  be.  [not ; 

Quisar.  Put  up  your  passion. 

And  pack  you  home ! I say,  by  force,  and 
suddenly; 

He  lies  there  till  he  rots  else ! Tho*  I love  him 
Most  tenderly  and  dearly,  as  a brother, 

And  out  of  these  respects  would  joy  to  see  him, 
Yet,  to  receive  him  as  thy  courtesy,  [him, 
With  all  the  honour  thou  couldst  add  unto 
From  his  hands  that  most  hates  him,  I had 
rather 

(Tho’  no  condition  were  propounded  for  him) 
See  him  far  sunk  i’th’  earth,  and  there  forget 
him! 

j Pin.  Your  hopes  are  gelt,  good  governor. 
Arm.  A rare  woman  ! 

Gov.  Lady, 

Hi  pull  this  pride,  1’U  quench  this  bravery, 
And  turn  your  glorious  scorn  to  tears  and 
bowlings; 

I will,  proud  princess!  This  neglect  of  me 
Shall  make  thy  brother-king  most  miserable, 
Shall  turn  him  into  curses  'gainst  thy  cruelty  : 
For  where  before  I us’d  him  like  a king, 

And  did  those  royal  offices  unto  him. 

Now  he  shall  lie  a sad  lump  in  a dungeon, 
Loaden  with  chains  and  fetters;  cold  and 
hunger,  [nions. 

Darkness,  and  lingring  death,  for  his  compa- 
And  let  me  see  who  dare  attempt  his  rescue, 
What  desp’rate  fool  look  toward  it ! Farewell, 
And  when  thou  know’st  him  thus,  lament 
thy  follies ! 

Nay,  I will  make  thee  kneel  to  take  mv  offer: 
Once  mo  ye  farewell,  and  put  thy  trust  in  pup- 
piu!  [Exit. 


Quisar.  If  none  dare  undertake^,  I’ll  live 
Bakam.  You  cannot  want.  [a  mourner. 
Syanu.  You  must  not. 

Huy.  *Tis  most  dangerous,  [counsel ; 
And  wise  men  would  proceed  with  care  and 
Yet  some  way  ’would  I knew.  Walk  with 
me,  gentlemen!  [ Exeunt , 

Manent  Armusia  and  his  Companions. 
Arm.  How  do  you  like  her  spirit? 

Soza.  ’Tis  a clear  one,  [honour, 

Clogg’d  with  no  dirty  stuff;  she's  all  pure 
Emun.  The  bravest  wench  I ever  look’d  upon. 
And  of  the  strongest  parts!  She  is  most  fair; 
Yet  her  mind  such  a mirror — 

Arm.  What  an  action  [glory. 

Would  this  be  to  put  forward  on,  what  "a 
And  what  an  everlasting  wealth  to  end  it! 
Methiuks  my  soul  is  strangely  rais’d. 

Soza.  To  step  into’t,  [termin’d. 

Just  while  they  think ; and,  ere  they  have  de- 
To  bring  the  king  off! 

Arm.  Things  liave  been  done  as  dangerous. 
Eman . And  prosper’d  best,  when  they 
were  least  consider’d,  [friends,  assist  me ! 
Arm.  Bless  me,  my  hopes!  and  you,  my 
None  but  our  companions— 

Soza.  You  deal  wisely,  [with  us! 

And,  if  we  shrink,  the  name  of  slaves  die 
Eman.  Stay  not  for  second  thoughts. 

Arm.  I am  determin'd  : [ant. 

And,  tho*  I lose,  it  shall  be  sung,  I was  vali- 
And  my  brave  offer  shall  be  turn’d  to  story. 
Worthy  the  princess’  tongue.  A boat!  that’s 
all  [chants! 

Tliat’s  unprovided;  and  habits  like  to  mer- 
The  rest  we’ll  counsel  as  we  go. 

Soza.  Away  then!  [win  her. 

Fortune  looks  fair  on  those  make  haste  to 

[Exeunt. 


ACT 


Enter  Keeper  and  tiro  or  three  Moors. 
Keeper.  T HAVE  kept  many  a man,  and 
many  n great  one, 

Yet,  I confess,  I never  saw  before 
A man  of  such  a sufferance  : he  lies  now 
Where  I’d  not  lay  my  dog  (for  sure  ’twould 
kill  him),  [him, 

W’here  neither  light  or  comfort  can  come  near 
Nor  air  nor  earth  that’s  wholesome.  It 
grieves  me 

To  see  a mighty  king,  with  all  his  glory. 

Sunk  o’th’  sudden  to  the  bottom  of  a dungeon. 
W’hither  should  we  descend,  that  are  poor 
rascals, 

If  we  had  our  deserts  ? 

I Moor.  Tis  a strange  wonder!  [tempts, 
D>ad  him  with  irons,  oppress  him  with  cqh- 


II. 

(Which  are  the  governor’s  commands)  give 
him  nothing. 

Or  so  little,  to  sustain  life,  ’tis  next  nothing, 
They  stir  not  him  ; he  smiles  upon  his  mise- 
ries, [nature 

And  bears  ’em  with  such  strength  as  if  his 
Had  been  nurs’d  up  and  foster'd  with  cala- 
mities. [repines  not, 

2 Moor.  He  gives  no  ill  words,  curses,  nor 
Blames  nothing,  hopes  in  notliing,  we  can 
hear  of;  [nothing. 

And,  in  the  midst  of  all  these  frights,  fears 
Keeper.  I’ll  be  sworn 

He  fears  not ; for  e’en  when  I shake  for  him, 
(As  many  times  ray  pity  will  compel  me) 
When  other  souls,  that  bear  not  half  his  burr 
den,  [oppressions, 

Shriiik  in  their  powers,  and  burst  with  their 

Then 
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Then  will  he  sing,  woo*  his  afflictions, 

And  court  'em  in  sad  airs,  as  if  he  would 
wed  'em.  [yet;  we  are  only 

1 Moor.  That’s  more  than  we  have  heard 
Appointed  for  his  guard,  hut  not  so  near  him: 
If  we  could  hear  that  wonder — 

Keeper.  Many  times 

I fear  the  governor  .should  come  to  know  it; 
For  his  voice  so  affects  me,  so  delights  me, 
Hint  when  I find  his  hour,  I've  music  ready, 
And  it  stirs  me  infinitely.  Be  but  still  and 
And  you  may  chance  to  hedr.  [private, 
[King  appears  loaden  with  chains,  his 
head  and  arms  on  Ip  above. 

2 71  Toor.  We  will  not  stir,  sir.  [hlame  it  ? 
Tins  is  a sudden  change;  but  who  dares 

Keeper.  Now  hark  and  melt!  for  I am  sure 
I shall. 

Stand  silent!  what  stubborn  weight  of  chains — 

1 Moor.  Yet  he  looks  temperately. 

2 Moor.  His  eyes  not  sunk,  and  his  com- 
plexion firm  still, 

Now  i Id  ness,  no  distemper’d  touch  upon  him : 
How  constantly  he  smiles,  and  how  undaunt- 
ed! 

With  what  a majesty  he  heaves  his  head  up! 

[Music. 

Keeper.  Now,  mark!  I know  he’ll  sing;  do 
not  disturb  him. — [it  were  more,  sir, 

Your  allowance  from  the  governor!  'Would 
Or  in  my  power  to  make  it  handsomer ! 

Ki  g ])o  not  transgress  thy  charge!  1 take 
his  bounty. 

And,  Fortune,  whilst  I bear  a mind  contented, 
Not  leaven’d  with  the  glory  I am  fali’nfrom, 
Nor  hang  upon  vain  hopes  that  may  corrupt 
me, 

Thou  art  my  slave,  and  I appear  above  thee 1 2 ! 
Enter  Governor. 

Keeper.  The  governor  himself! 

Gov.  What,  at  your banuuet?  [service? 
And  in  such  state,  and  with  such  change  of 
King.  Nature’s  no  glutton,  sir;  a little 
serves  her. 

Gov.  This  diet's  wholesome  then  ? 

King.  I beg  no  better.  [less  next ; 

Got.  A calm  contented  mind ! Give  him 
These  full  meals  will  oppress  his  health;  his 
grace 

Is  of  a tender  and  pure  constitution  ; 

And  such  repletions — 


King.  Mock,  mock  ! it  moves  not  me,  sir; 
Thy  mirths,  as  do  thy  mischiefs,  fly  behind  me. 
Gov.  Y ou  canVl  handsomely.  But  tell 
me,  patience, 

Do  not  you  curse  the  brave  and  royal  lady, 
Yourgracioussister  ? don’t  you  damn  her  pity, 
Damn  twenty  times  a-day,  and  damn  it  se- 
riously? 

Do  not  you  swear  aloud  too,  cry  and  kick? 
The  very  soul  sweat  in  thee  with  the  agony 
Of  her  contempt  of  me?  Gouldst  not  thou 
eat  her 

For  being  so  injurious  to  thy  fortune, 

Thy  fair  and  happy  fortune  ? Couldst  not 
thou  wish  her  [her, 

A bastard,  or  a whore  Fame  might  proclaim 
Black  ugly  Fame,  or  that  th’lmdst  no  sister? 
fitting  tfie  general  name  out,  and  the  nature, 
Blaspheming  Heav’n  for  making  such  a mis- 
chief. 

For  giving  power  to  pride, and  will  to  woman? 
King.  No,  tyrant,  no!  I bless  and  love  her 
for  it: 

And,  tho’  her  scorn  of  lliee  had  laid  up  forme 
As  many  plague*  as  the  corrupted  air  breeds, 
As  many  mischiefs  as  the  hours  have  minutes, 
As  many  forms  of  death  as  doubt  can  figure; 
Yet  I should  love  her  more  still,  and  more  ho- 
nour her. 

All  thou  canst  lay  upon  me  cannot  bend  me; 
No,  not  the  stroke  of  death,  that  I despise  too; 
For  if  fear  could  possess  me,  thou  hadst  won 
me: 

As  little  from  this  hour  I prize  thy  flatteries, 
And  less  than  those  thy  prayers,  tho’  thou 
wouldst  kneel  to  me ! 

And  if  she  be  not  mistress  of  this  nature, 
She’s  noneof  mine,  no  kin,  and  1 contemnher. 
Gov.  Are  you  so  valiant,  sir? 

King.  Yes, and  so  fortunate; 

For  he  rliat  holds  his  constancy,  still  conquers. 
Hadst  thou  preserv  ’d  me  as  a noble  enemy, 
And,  as  at  firstj  made  my  restraint  seem  to 
But  only  as  the  shadow  of  captivity,  [me 
I had  still  spoke  thee  noble,  still  declar’d  thee 
A valiant,  great,  and  worthy  man,  still  lov’d 
thee. 

And  still  preferred  thy  fair  love  to  my  sister; 
But  to  compel  this  from  me  w ith  a misery, 
A mo^t  inhuman  and  unlutndsoine  slavery — 
Gov.  You  will  relent,  for  all  this  talk,  I 
And  put  your  wits  a-work  again,  [fear  not, 


11  King.  Do  not  transgress  thy  charge , I take  his  bounty, 

And  fortune,  whilst  1 bear  a mind  contented , 

, Mot  leaven’d  with  the  glory  I am  fall' n from, 

X°r  hung  upon  vain  hopes,  that  may  corrupt  me. 

Enter  Governor. 

Gov.  Thou  art  my  stare,  and  1 appear  chore  thee.]  The  editors  of  1750  propose  different 
sanations  in  the  speech  of  the  King;  but  they  need  no  redial  when  the  real  cause  of  the 
obscurity  is  discovered,  which  is,  that  the  Gmernor  has  been  hitherto  set  down  to  speak  the 
last  line  ol  the  Kings  apostrophe  to  fortune.— What  a contemptible  boast  does  this  line 
appear  when  coming  from  the  Governor,  (who  is  in  no  other  place  held  forth  as  a fool , 
though  a tyrant)  but  bow  tinely  docs  it  conclude  the  unfortunate  monarch's  address ! J.  X. 


Act  *]  THE  ISLAND 

King.  You're  cozen’d : 

Or,  if  I were  so  weak  to  be  wrought  to  it, 

So  fearful  to  give  way  to  so  much  poverty, 

How  J should  curse  herheart,ifsheconsented ! 
Got.  You  shall  write,  and  entreat,  or — 

King.  Do  thy  utmost,  [thee. 

Aod  e’en  in  all  thy  tortures,  I’ll  laugh  at 
IH  think  thee  no  more  valiant,  but  a villain; 
Nothing  thou  hast  done  brave,  but  like  a thief, 
Atchiev’d  by  craft,  ami  kept  by  cruelty ; 
Nothing  thou  canst  deserve,  thou  art  unho- 
nest;  [barous. 

Nor  bo  ,way  live  to  build  a name,  thou’rt  bar- 
Gov.  Down  with  him  low  enough,  there 
let  him  murmur ! 

Arid  see  his  diet  be  so  light  and  little,  [you, 
lie  grow  not  thus  high-hearted  on’t ! I’ll  cool 
And  make  you  cry  lor  mercy,  and  be  ready 
To  work  iny  ends  and  willingly:  and  your 
sister  ta’en  down, 

Your  scornful,  cruel  sister,  shall  repent  too, 
And  sue  tome  for  grace.  Give  him  no  liberty, 
But  let  his  bands  be  doubled,  his  ease  lessen’d, 
Nothing  his  heart  desires,  but  vex  and  tor- 
ture him!  [ture 

Let  him  not  sleep;  nothing  that’s  dear  to  nn- 
Let  him  enjoy;  yet  take  heed  that  hedie  not; 
Keep  him  as  near  death,  and  as  willing  to  em- 
brace it,  0 

Butsee  he  arrive  not  at  it!  I will  humble  him, 
And  Iter  stout  heart  that  stands  on  such  de- 
fiance: [ture, 

And  let  me  see  her  champions  that  dareven- 
Her  high  and  mighty  wooers ! Keep  your 
guards  close, 

And  as  you  love  your  lives,  be  diligent, 

And  what  I charge  observe ! 

Omnes.  We  shall  be  dutiful. 

Gov.  I’ll  pull  your  courage,  king,  and  all 
vonr  bravery  ! [ Exit . 

1 Moor.  Most  certain  he’s  resolv’d,  nothing 
can  stir  him ; 

For,  if  he  had  but  any  part  about  him  [thus. 
Gave  way  to  fear  or  hope,  he  durst  not  talk 
And  do  thus  stoutly  too*,  as  willingly. 

And  quietly  he  sunk  down  to  his  sorrows, 

As  swnc  men  to  their  sleeps. 

Keeper.  Yes,  and  sleeps  with ’em, 
little  he  regards  them,  there’s  the  wonder) 
And  often  soundly  sleeps.  ’Would  1 durst 
pity  him,  [vants, 

Or  ’would  ’twere  in  my  will — But  we  are  ser- 
And  tied  unto  command. 

2 Moor.  I wish  him  belter. 

Bat  much  I fear  h*  has  found  his  tomb  already, 
e must  observe  our  guards. 

1 Moor.  He  cannot  last  long; 

And  when  he’s  dead,  lie’s  free. 

Keeper.  That’s  the  most  cruelty, 

Tliat  we  must  keep  him  living. 


PRINCESS.  103 

2 Moor.  That’s  as  he  please; 

For  that  man  that  resolves  needs  no  physi- 
cian. [Exeunt, 

Enter  Armusia,  So: a,  and  Emanuel,  like  Mer- 
chants, arm'd  underneath. 

Arm.  Our  prosperous  passage  was  an  omen 
A lucky  and  a fair  oinen.  [to  us, 

Om lies.  We  believe  it. 

Arm.  The  sea  and  wind  strove  who  should 
most  befriend  us; 

And,  as  they  favour’d  our  design,  and  lov’d  us. 
So  lead  us  forth — Where  lies  the  boat  that 
brought  us?  [the  castle, 

Soza.  Safe  lodg’d  within  the  reeds,  close  by 
That  no  eye  can  suspect,  nor  thought  come 
near  it. 

Eman.  But  where  ha*  you  been,  brave  sir? 
Arm.  I’ve  broke  the  ice,  boys,  [it ! 

I have  begun  the  game;  fair  fortune  guide 
Suspectless  have  l travel  I’d  all  the  town  thro’. 
And  in  this  merchant's  shape  won  much  ac- 
quaintance, [befriend  us. 

Survey’d  each  strength  and  place  that  may 
View’d  all  his  magazines,  got  perfect  know- 
ledge [it. 

Of  where  the  prison  is,  and  what  powerguards 
Sosa.  These  will  he  strong  attempts. 

Arm.  Courage  is  strong : 

What  we  began  with  policy,  my  dear  friends, 
Let’s  end  with  manly  force!  1 here’s  no  re- 
Unless  it  he  with  shame.  [tiring, 

Eman.  Shame’s  his  that  hopes  it. 

Arm.  Better  a few,  and  clearer  fame  will 
follow  us,  fries. 

However,  lose  or  win,  and  speak  our  raemo- 
Than  if  we  led  out  armies' 3 : things  done  thus. 
And  of  this  noble  weight,  will  stile  us  worthies. 

Soza.  Direct,  and  we  have  done;  bring  us 
And  if  wc  Hiuch,  or  fail — [to  execute. 

Arm.  I'm  sure  ye  dare  not : [us 

Then  further  know,  and  let  no  ear  be  near 
That  may  he  false — 

Eman.  Speak  boldly  on ; we’re  honest. 
Our  lives  and  fortunes  yours. 

Arm.  Hard  by  the  place  then  [men, 
Where  all  his  treasure  lies,  his  arms,  ins  vvo- 
Close  by  the  prison  where  he  keeps  the 

king,  W 

I’ve  hir’d  a lodging,  as  a trading  merchant; 

A cellar  to  that  too,  to  stow  my  wares  in, 
The  very  wall  of  which  joins  to  fxis  storehouse. 
Soza.  What  of  all  this? 

Arm.  Ye’re  dull,  if  y’ apprehend  not. 

Into  that  cellar,  elected  incuds,  I have  con- 
vey'd, 

And  unsuspected  loo,  that  that  will  do  it, 
Tliat  that  will  m&ke  all  shake,  and  smoke  too. 
Eman.  11a!  [iny  practice: 

Arm.  My  thoughts  have  not  oeeu  idle,  nor 


11  Than  if  we  led  om  armies.']  As  these  are  private  adventurers,  not  generals  of  armies, 
seems  a Battening  expletive,  and  was  probably  a mistake  for  o'er9  they  having  cross’d 
tbc  sea.  Srzcord. 

NVe  have  varied  our  to  out.  which  we  do  not  doubt  is  genuine. 

The 
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Tbe  fire  I brought  here  with  me  shall  do 
something,  [ones, 

Shall  burst  into  material  flames,  and  bright 
That  all  the  island  shall  stand  wondring  at  it. 
As  if  they  had  been  stricken  with  a comet. 
Powder  is  ready,  and  enough,  to  work  it; 
The  match  is  left  a-firc,  all,  all  hush’d,  and 
lock’d  close, 

No  man  suspecting  what  I am,  but  merchant. 
An  hour  hence,  my  brave  frieuds,  look  for 
the  fury, 

The  fire  to  light  us  to  our  honour’d  purpose ; 
For  by  that  time  ’twill  take ! 

Soza.  What  are  our  duties? 

Arm.  When  all  arc  full  of  fear  and  fright, 
thegovernor 

Out  of  his  wits,  to  see  the  flames  so  imperious, 
Ready  to  turn  to  ashes  all  lie  worships, 

And  all  the  people  there  to  stop  these  ruins, 
No  man  regarding  any  private  office, 

Then  fly  we  to  the  prison  suddenly! 

Here’s  one  has  found  the  way,  and  dares  di- 
rect us.  [I  long  for  it. 

Eman.  Then  to  our  swords  and  good  hearts! 
Arm.  Certain  we  shall  not  find  much  op- 
But  what  is,  must  be  forc’d.  [position ; 

Soza.  Tis  bravely  cast,  sir; 

And  surely  too,  I hope. 

Arm.  If  the  fire  fail  not,  [presently, 
And  powder  hold  his  nature.  Some  must 
Upon  the  first  cry  of  th’  amazed  people, 

(For  nothing  will  be  mark'd  then,  but  the 
misery) 

Be  ready  with  the  boat  upon  an  instant; 

And  then  all’s  right  and  fair. 

Eman.  Bless  us,  dear  Fortune! 

Arm.  Let  us  be  worthy  of  it  iu  our  cou- 
rage, [sever; 

And  Fortune  must  befriend  us.  Come,  all 
But  keep  still  within  sight : when  the  flame 
Let’s  meet,  and  either  do,  or  die  ! [rises, 
Sosa.  So  be  it!  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Governor  and  Captain. 

Gov.  No,  captain,  for  those  troops,  we 
need  ’em  not;  [furies : 

Tbe  town  is  strong  enough  to  stand  their 
Pd  see  them  come,  and  offer  to  do  some- 
They’re  high  in  words^f  [tiling. 

Capt.  *Tis  safer,  sir,  than  doing. 

Gov.  Dost  think  they  dare  attempt  ? 

Capt.  May  be  by  treaty,  [ward. 

But  sure  by  force  they  will  not  prove  so  for- 
Gov.  No,  faith, 

I warrant  thee,  they  knownic  well  enough, 
And  know  they  have  no  child  in  hand  to  play 
with.  (of ’em, 

They  know  my  nature  too ; I have  bit  some 
And  to  the  bones;  they’ve  reason  to  remem- 
ber me. 

It  makes  me  laugh  to  think  how  glorious 
*1  he  fools  are  in  their  promises,  and  how  preg- 
nant 


Their  wits  and  pow’rs  are  to  bring  things  to 


pass: 

Am  I not  grown  lean  with  loss  of  sleep,  and 

care 

To  prevent  these  threatnings,  captain? 

Capt.  You  look  well,  sir: 

Upon  ray  conscience,  you're  not  like  to  sickea 
Upon  any  such  conceit. 

Gov.  I hope  I shall  not. — [have  her, 

Well,  ’would  I had  this  wench!  for  I must 
She  must  be  mine:  and  there’s  another  charge, 
captain : [thing  *♦; 

What  betwixt  love  and  brawling,  I get  no- 
All  goes  in  maintenance — Hark!  What  was 
that,  [Z’Ae  train  takes. 

That  noise  there?  It  went  with  a violence. 

Capt.  Some  old  wall  belike,  sir. 

That  had  no  neighbour-help  to  hold  it  up. 

Is  fallen  suddenly. 

Gov.  I must  discard  these  rascals. 

That  are  not  able  to  maintain  their  buildings; 
They  blur  the  beauty  of  the  town. 

Urithin.  Fire,  fire ! 

Gov.  I hear  another  tune,  good  captain ! 
It  comes  on  fresher  still;  ’tis  loud  and  fearful. 
Look  up  into  the  town;  how  bright  the  air 
shews!  [too? 

Upon  my  life,  some  sudden  fire ! The  bell 
[Exit  Captain.  Bell  rings. 
I hear  the  noise  more  clear. 

Enter  Citizen*. 

Cit.  Fire,  fire ! 

Gov.  Where?  where?  [sir. 

Cit.  Suddenly  taken  in  a merchant’s  house, 
F earful  and  high  it  blazes.  Help,  good  peo- 
Pje-  f [smother! 

C/ or.  Pox  o’ their  paper-houses  ! how  they 
They  light  like  candles!  Ilow  the  roar  still 
rises! 

Enter  Captain. 

Capt.  Your  magazine’s  a-fire,  sir;  help, 
help  suddenly! 

The  castle  too  is  in  danger,  in  much  danger: 
Ail  will  be  lost!  Get  the  people  presently, 
And  all  that  arc  your  guard ! and  all  help, 
ail  hands,  sir ! [town  perish'd. 

Your  wealth,  your  strength,  is  burnt  else,  the 
The  castle  now  begins  to  flame. 

Goo.  My  soul  shakes! 

Capt.-  A merchant’s  house  next  joining? 
Shame  light  on  him  ! 

That  ever  such  a neighbour,  such  a villain— 
Gov.  Raise  all  the  garrison,  and  bring 
’em  up, 

Enter  other  Citizens. 

And  beat  the  people  forward! — Oh,  I’ve 
lost  all  [citizens, 

In  one  house,  all  my  hopes.  Good  worthy 
1 ollow  me  all,  and  all  your  powers  give  to 

I will  reward  you  all.  Oh ! cursed  fortune! 


y -^S01  nothing. ] Corrected  by  Syinpson. 
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Act  2.] 


The  flame’s  more  violent1 5 ! — Arise! — Still 
help,  help,  citizens  ! [oh,  follow ! 

Freednmand  wealth  to  him  that  helps!  Follow, 
Fling  wine,  or  any  thing;  I'll  see  it  recom- 
pens'd. 

Buckets,  more  buckets  ! Fire,  fire,  fire  ! 

[Exeunt  emmet. 

Enter  Armwtia  and  his  Cmn puny. 

Ann.  Let  it  (lame  on  ! a comely  light  it 
To  our  discovery.  [gives  up 

Soza.  Hark,  [ward  fairly ! 

What  a merry  cry  these  hounds  make!  For- 
We  are  not  seen  i’th’  mist,  we  are  not  noted. 
Away,  away ! Now  if  we  lose  our  fortune  - 
[£min(. 

Enter  Captain  and  Citizens. 

Capt.  Up,  soldiers,  up, and  deal  like  men! 
Cit.  More  water,  tuore  water!  all  is  con- 
sum’d else.  [straight ; 

Capt.  All’s  gone,  unless  you  undertake  it 
Tour  wealth  t«»o,  that  must  preserve,  and 
pay  your  labour ,6. 

Bravely.  Up,  up,  away ! [E  rcunt. 

Enter  ^ Annus ia  and  his  Company,  breaking 
open  a door. 

Arm.  So,  thou  art  open.  Keep  the  way 
clear  behind  still ! 

Now  for  tiie  place ! 

So/d.  Tis  here,  sir. 

Ann.  Sure  this  is  it. 

Force  ope  the  door ! — A miserable  creature ! 
Yet,  by  his  manly  face — [ The  king  discover'd. 

King.  Why  stare  ye  on  me? 

You  cannot  put  on  laces  to  affright  me ; 

In  death  I am  n king  still,  and  contemn  ye. 
Where  is  that  governor?  Methinks  his  man- 
hood 

Should  be  well  pleas’d  to  sec- my  tragedy. 
And  come  to  bathe  his  stem  eyes  in  my 
sorrows:  [with  him, 

I  dare  him  to  the  sight ; bring  his  scorns 
And  all  his  rugged  threats.  Here’s  a throat, 
soldiers : 

Come,  see  who  can  strike  deepest ! 

Ewan.  Break  the  chain  there. 

King.  What  does  this  mean? 

Ann.  Come,  talk  of  no  more  governors  ! 


IF  has  other  business,  sir.  Put  your  logs 
forward. 

And  gather  up  your  courage,  like  a man  ! 
We’ll  carry  olF  your  head  else.  We  are 
friends, 

And  come  to  give  your  sorrows  ease. 

Suiza.  On  bravely! 

Delays  may  lose  again. 

Enter  Guard. 

Arm.  The  guard  ! 

Soza.  Upon  ’em  ! 

Arm.  Make  speedy  and  sure  work. 

Eman.  They  fly. 

Arm.  Up  with  him,  [speedy! 

And  to  the  boat.  Stand  fast!  Now  he 
When  this  beat’s  past,  we’ll  sing  our  history. 
Away,  like  thoughts ! sudden  as  desires, 
friends ! 

Now,  sacred  chance,  be  ours! 

Soza.  Pray  when  we've  done,  sir. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  three  or  four  Citizens  severalty. 

1 Cit.  Wliat,  is  the  fire  allay’d? 

2 Cit.  *Tis  out,  ’tis  out, 

Or  past  the  worst.  I never  did  so  stoutly, 
I’ll  assure  you,  neighbours,  since  I was  a man: 
I have  been  burnt  at  both  ends  like  a squib; 
I liv’d  two  hours  i’th*  fire.  Twas  a hideous 
matter; 

But  when  inen  of  understanding  come  about 
it,  [over, 

Men  that  judge  of  things — My  wife  gave  me 
And  took  her  leave  a hundred  times;  I bore 
And  toss’d  the  buckets,  boys ! [up  still, 

3 Cit.  We’re  all  mere  martins.  [hurry, 
1 Cit.  1 heard  a voice  at  latter  end  o*  th' 

fOr  else  I d ream’d  I heard  it)  that  said 

2 Cit.  Tis  like  enough  [treason. 

It  might  cry  murder  too;  for  there  were  many 
Without  a joint:  hut  what  is  that  to  us7 
Let’s  home  and  fright  our  wives ! for  we  look 
Like  devils. 

Enter  three  Women. 

3 Cit.  Here  come  some  of ’em  to  fright  us. 

1 Worn.  Mine's  alive,  neighbour. — Oh, 

sweet  honey  husband!  [thou  hadst 

2 Cit.  Thou  best ! 1 stink  abominably 17 : an 


15  The  flames  more  violent ; arise  stilly  help , &c.]  This  appears  to  be  a very  confus’d  pas- 
what  is  Arise  stilly  help  V To  set  the  place  right,  I propose  reading,  by  only  dashing  out 
apostrophe  and  removing  a semicolon,  thus; 

The  names  more  violent  arise  still;  help,  help,— 

AnJ  then  the  whole  appears  easy  and  natural.  Sympsan. 

'Ve  think  the  present  punctuation  obviates  every  ditneuity. 

,4  — straight ; 

Yortr  teealth  tin,  that  must  preserve  and  pay  your  labour — ] Tis  evident  at  first  sight, 
that  this  passage  is  nonsense:  * All’s  consum’d  and  gone,  «iys  the  Captain,  unless  you  s 
undertake  the  extinguishing  of  the  lire  ; nay  your  wealth  too  is  perish’d,  which  must  pre- 
serve and  pay  your  laboar.*  “ Your  wealth  tint  mast  preserve  vour  labour."  The  poets 
certainly  never  wrote  so,  but  possibly  might  express  themselves  thus, 

L>ur  weahii  too,  that  preserv'd  must  pay  your  labours.  Sympxon. 

'■  Thou  hesty  ] tliink  abominably.]  Amended  in  1750. 
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Been  in  my  place,  thou  wouldst  have  stunk 
at  both  ends.  [drink. 

Get  ine  some  drink,  give  me  whole  tuns  of 
Whole  cisterns!  for  1 have  four  dozen  of  line 
firebrands  [than  would 

In  iny  belly:  I have  more  smoke  in  my  mouth 
Blote  a hundred  herrings. 

2 Worn.  Art  thou  come  safe  again? 

3 Worn.  I pray  you  what  became  of  my 
man?  Is  he  well115?  [well,  neighbour: 
2 Cit.  At  heart’s  ease  in  a well;  is  very 

We  left  him  drinking  of  a new  dozen  of 
buckets.  [r  us  ted, 

Thy  husband’s  happy,  he  was  thorough 
And  now  he’s  basting  of  himself  at  all  points: 
The  clerk  and  he  arc  cooling  their  peri* 
omniums.  [codpiece. 

Body  o’  me,  neighbours,  there’s  fire  m iny 

1 How.  Bless  my  husband  ! 

2 Cit.  Blow  it  out,  wife ! Blow,  blow,  the 
gable  end  o’  th’  story-house  ! 

Ho  wen.  Some  water,  winter,  water ! 

3 Cit.  Peace  ! ’tis  out  a sparkle  ; 

Raise  not  the  town  again  ; 'twill  be  a great 
hindrance.  [loft — 

I’m  ghid ’tis  out;  an’t  had  ta’en  in  iny  hay- 
Wliat  frights  are  these19?  marry,  Heaven 
bless  thy  modicum  ! [put  me 

3 Worn.  But  is  a drown'd  outright?  pray 
Out  of  tear,  neighbour. 

2 Cit.  Thou  wouldst  have  it  so; 

But  after  a hundred  fires  more,  he’ll  live  to 
see  thee 

Burnt  for  brewing  musty  liquor. 

J Cit.  Come,  let’s  eo,  neighbour! 

2 Cit.  For  1 would  very  fain  turn  down 
this  liquor. 

Come,  come;  I fry  like  a burnt  marrowbone. 
Women,  get  you  afore,  and  draw  upon  us ! 
Run,  wenches,  run,  and  let  your  taps  run 
with  ye ; 

Run  as  the  tire  were  in  your  tails,  cry  ale,  ale ! 
Women.  Away;  let’s  nourish  the  poor 
wretches ! 

2 Cit.  We’ll  rally  up  the  rest  of  the  burnt 
regiment.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Gozernory  Captain , So/dicrst  and 
G uard. 

Gov.  The  fire’s  quench’d,  captain,  but  the 
mischief  hangs  suit : 

The  king’s  redeem’d,  and  gone  too ! A trick, 
a damn’d  one ! 

Oli,  1 am  overtaken  poorly,  tamely ! 

Cfipt.  Where  were  the  guard  that  waited 
upon  the  prison  ? [and  they  deliver, 

So/d.  Most  of  Vm  slain ; yet  some  scap’d,  sir, 


[Act  2, 

They  saw  a little  boat  ready  to  receive  him, 
And  those  redeem’d  him,  making  such  haste 
and  fighting, 

Fighting  beyond  the  force  of  men — 

Gov.  I’m  lost,  captain,  [scorn  me; 

And  all  the  world  will  laugh  at  this,  and 
Count  me  a heavy  sleepy  tool,  a coward, 

A cow  ard  past  recovery,  a confirm'd  coward, 
One  without  carriage,  or  common  sense! 
So/d.  He’s  gone,  sir. 

And  put  to  sea  amain,  past  our  recovery; 
Not  a boat  ready  to  pursue:  if  there  were 
any, 

The  people  stand  amaz’d  so  at  their  valour, 
And  the  sudden  fright  of  tire,  none  kuowsto 
execute.  [my  boys’  brain* 

Gov.  Oh,  I could  tear  mv  limbs,  and  knock 
’Gainst  every  post  I meet  f Fool’d  with  afire? 
C apt.  It  was  a crafty  trick. 

Gov.  No,  I was  lazy, 

Confident,  sluggish  lazy:  had  I but  inei  ’em, 
And  chang’d  a dozen  blows, I had  forgiv’n  ’em. 
By  both  these  hands  held  up,  and  by  that 
brightness  [worships, 

That  gilds  the  world  with  light,  by  all  our 
The  hidden  ebbs  and  flows  of  the  blue  ocean, 
I will  not  rest,  no  mirth  shall  dwell  upon  me, 
Wine  touch  iny  mouth,  nor  any  thing  refresh 
me. 

Till  I be  wholly  quit  of  this  dishonour! 
Make  ready  my  harratos  instantly. 

And  what  I shall  intend — 

Capt.  We  are  your  servants.  [FLrcunb 

Enter  Quisara  and  Ruy  Dias. 

Quisar.  Never  tell  me!  you  never  car’d 
to  win  me; 

Never,  for  mv  sake,  to  attempt  a deed 
Might  draw  me  to  a thought  you  sought  my 
favour: 

If  not  for  love  of  me,  for  love  of  arms,  sir. 
For  tliat  cause  you  profess,  for  love  of  honour, 
Of  which  you  stile  yourself  the  mighty  master, 
You  might  have  stept  out  nobly,  and  made 
an  oiler, 

(As  if  you  had  intended  something  excellent) 
Put  on  a forward  face — * 

Rut/.  Dear  lady,  hold  me — [servant. 
Quisar.  I hold  you,  as  I find  you,  a faint 
Ruy.  By  Heaven,  I dare  do— - 
Quisar.  In  a lady’s  chamber, 

I dare  believe  you;  there’s  no  mortal  danger: 
Give  me  the  man  that  dares  do,  to  deserve 
that ! [wonders, 

I thought  you  Portugals  had  been  rare 
Men  of  those  haughty  courages  and  credits 


18  3 Worn.  1 pray  what's  heroine  of  my  husband?  is  he  in  a well?]  The  pleasant  auswer 
which  the  man  makes  to  this  question,  evidently  supposes  it  to  have  been  wrote  thus. 

What’s  become  of  my  husbaud  ? Is  he  veil? 

2 Cit.  At  heart’s  ease  in  a udt,  is  very  well  neighbour.  Si/mpson. 

19  What  frights  are  these?]  Mr.  Seward  suspects  that  this  line  belongs  to  the  first  woman, 
and  that  the  dialogue  will  then  be  more  -natural.  Sympmn. 

We  think  it  much  best  as  it  stands. 

That 
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;\ct  2.] 

That  all  things  were  confin’d  within  your 

promise's ; 

Tho  lords  of  fate  and  fortune  I believ’d  you; 
But  well  I see  I am  deceiv’d,  Ruy  Dias, 

And  blame,  too  late,  iny  much  belief ! 

Ray.  I am  ashain’d,  lady, 

I whs  so  dull,  so  stupid  to  your  offer: 

Now  you  have  once  more  school’d  me,  I am 
right, 

And  something  shall  be  thought  on  suddenly, 
And  put  in  act  as  soon,  some  preparation — 
Quisar.  And  give  it  out? 

Ruy.  Yes,  lady,  and  so  great  too ; 

In  which10,  the  noise  of  all  my  countrymen — 
Quisar.  Those  will  do  well,  for  they  ure 
all  approv’d  ones, 

And,  tho’  lie  he  restor’d  alive11 — 

Ruy.  I have  you. 

Quiaar.  For  then  we  are  both  servants. 
Huy.  I conceive  you  ; [fancies. 

Good  madam,  give  me  leave  to  turn  my 
Quisar.  I)o,  and  mukc  all  things  fit,  and 
then  I’ll  visit  you*1.  [Exit. 

Ruy.  Myself,  my  cousin,  and  the  garrison, 
The  neighbours  of  the  out-isles  of  our  nation, 
Srana’s  strength,  (for  I can  humour  him) 

And  proud  Bakamus,  I shall  deceive  his 
glory — [ A shout. 

What  ringing  sound  of  joy  is  this?  whence 
comes  it? 

May  be,  the  princes  are  in  sport. 

Enter  Piniero  and  Christophcro. 

Pin.  Where  are  you  ? [seek  me  ? 

Ruy.  Now',  Piniero,  what’s  the  haste  you 
Pin.  Do  yon  know  this  sign,  sir? 

Ruy.  Hal 

Pin.  Do  you  know  this  emblem  ? 

Your  nose  is  bor’d. 

Ruy.  Bor’d  ? what  is  that? 
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Pin.  You’re  topt,  sir  : 

The  king’s  come  home  again,  the  king*1! 
Ruy.  The  devil ! [home ; 

Pin.  Nav,  sure  he  came  a God’s  name 
He’s  return’d,  sir. 

Chris.  And  all  this  joy  you  hear— 

Ruy.  Who  durst  attempt  bun  f 
1 he  princes  are  all  hero. 

Chris.  They’re  worthy  princes,  [ounces. 
They’re  special  princes!  nil  they,  love  by 
Believeit,sir,’tisdone,nnd  done  most  bravely 
And  easily.  What  fortune  have  you  lost,  sir ! 
What  justice  have  you  now  unto  this  lady24? 
Pin.  How  stands  your  claim  ? That  e’er 
man  should  be  fool'd  so,  [protesting. 
When  he  should  do  and  prosper!  stand 
Kissing  the  hand,  and  farting  for  n favour, 
When  he  should  be  about  his  business  sweat* 
ing!  [pose, 

Site  bid  you  go,  and  pick’d  you  out  o pur- 
To  make  yourself  a fortune  by,  a lady, 

A lady,  and  a lusty  one,  a lovely, 

That  now  you  may  go  look:  she  pointed  you, 
Knowing  you  were  a man  of  worth  and  merit, 
And  bid  you  fly : you’ve  made  a fair  flight  on’t; 
You’ve  caught  a goose. 

Ruy.  How  dare  you  thui  molest  me  ? 

[ A shout. 

It  cannot  be ! 

Chris.  Hark  how  the  general  joy  rings  ! 
Pin.  Have  you  your  hearing  left?  is  not 
that  drunk  too  ? [sure. 

For,  if  you  had  been  sober,  you’d  been  wise, 
Ruy.  Done  ? who  dares  do  ? 

Pin.  It  seeius  an  honest  fellow, 

That  has  ended  his  market  before  you  be  up. 
Chris.  The  shame  on’t,  is  n stranger  too. 
Pin.  ’Tis  no  shame ; 

He  took  her  at  her  word,  and  tied  the  bargain, 
Dealt  like  a man  indeed,  stood  not  de- 
murring. 


40  In  which,  the  noise  of  all  my  countrymen — ] Instead  of  noise,  Mr.  Seward  supposes 
choice,  or  with  equal  probability,  as  I imagine,  voice , i.  e.  approbation , consent,  &c.  was 
originally  wrote  in  our  poets’  manuscript.  Sympson. 

21  And  though  he.  be  restor'd  alive.]  A negative  seems  evidently  lost  here,  which  makes 
the  hint  very  plain.  •" 

And  though  he  bent  restor’d  alive. 

The  mixture  of  character  in  Quisara  is  finely  drawn,  and  from  great  insight  into  human 
nature.  Svnard. 

12  Quisar.  Do,  and  make  all  things  jit,  and  then  I’ll  visit  you.]  As  we  oft  have  no  names 
where  they  ought  to  he,  so  here  we  have  probably  one  more  than  there  is  occasion  for. 
Tie  princess  hardlv  can  be  supposed  to  make  lierselt  so  cheap,  as  to  say,  that  she  would 
risit  or  wait  upon  Ruy  Dias;  no  surely,  that  duty  was  owing  to  her  from  him.  And  I can't 
for  thri  reason  help  thinking,  but  Quisara' s name  has  been  inadvertently  put  before  Do,  and 
Make,  &c.  and  that  the  w hole  ran  formerly  thus. 

Good  madam,  give  me  leave  to  turn  ray  fancies. 

Do,  and  make  all  things  fit;  und  then  i’ll  visit  you.  [Exit, 

Huy  Dias,  solus. 

My  self,  &c.  Sympson. 

21  Die  king's  come  home,  the  king — 

lluy.  The  devil  Y]  The  poets  might  possibly,  with  more  emphasis,  have  wrote  thus, 

The  king's  come  home — 

Ruy.  The  king?  the  devil.  Sympson. 

u Justice.]  i.  v.  Right , claim , or  pretence.  Sympson, 

F i!  But 
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But  clapt  close  to  th*  cause,  as  he  will  do  to 
tli*  lady: 

'Is  a fellow  of  that  speed  and  handsomeness, 
lie’ll  get  her  with  child  too,  ere  you  shall 
come  to  know  him. 

Is  it  not  brave,  a gentleman  scarce  landed, 
Scarce  eating  of  the  air  here,  not  acquainted. 
No  circumstance  of  love  depending  on  him, 
Nor  no  command  to  shew  him,  must  start 
.At  th’  first  sight  too — [forth, 

Ruy.  Pm  undone ! 

Pin.  Like  an  oyster. — 

She  neither  taking  view,  nor  value  of  him, 
Unto  such  deeds  as  these? — Pox  o’  these, 
These  wise  delayings ! they  make  men  cow- 
ards. [egg, 

You’re  undone,  as  a man  would  undo  an 
A hundred  shauie9  about  you  ! 

Enter  Quisura , Panurat  and  Truin. 
Quisar.  Can  it  he  possible  ? [yet, 

A stranger  that  I have  not  known,  not  seen 
A man  I never  grac’d?  Oh,  captain,  captain, 
\\  hat  shall  I do  ? I am  betray’d  by  fortune  ; 
It  cunuot  be,  it  must  not  be. 

Pin.  It  is,  lady; 

And,  by  my  faith,  a handsome  gentleman  ! 
I'is  Iris  poor  scholar's  pri/e. 

Quisar.  Must  I be  given 
Unto  u man  I never  saw,  ne’er  spoke  with, 

I know  not  oiwhul  nation? 

Pin.  He’s  a Portugal,  [you,  lady, 

And  of  good  u pitch — He’ll  be  given  to 
For  he's  given  much  to  handsome  flesh. 

Quisar.  Oh,  Iluy  Dias,  [Ruy  Dias! 
This  was  your  sloth,  your  sloth,  vour  sloth, 
Pin.  Your  love-sloth,  uncle;  do  you  find 
it  now  ? 

You  should  have  done  at  first,  and  faithfully, 

[A  shout. 

And  then  the  other  had  laid  ready  for  you. 
Madam,  the  general  jov  comes. 

Quisar.  We  must  meet  it ; 

But  with  w hat  comfort  ? 

Enter  Citizens  mirrying  Boughs,  Boys  ting- 
ing after  them;  then  King,  Artnusiu,  Soza, 
Emanuel ; the  Princes  and  Train f allott  ing. 
Quisar.  Oil,  my  dear  brother,  what  a joy 
runs  thro’  me, 

To  see  you  sale  again,  yourself,  and  mighty  ! 
What  a blest  day  is  this ! 

King.  Rise  up,  fair  sister!  [me. 

I am  not  welcome  'till  you  have  embrac’d 
Buy.  A general  gladness,  sir,  flies  thro’ 
the  city,  [riv’d, 

And  mirth  possesses  allto  sec  your  grace  ar- 
T inis  happily  arriv’d  aguin,  and  fairly. 


[Act  7. 

’Twas  a brave  venture,  whosoe’er  put  for  it, 
A high  and  noble  one,  worthy  much  honuur; 
And  had  it  fail’d,  we  hafl  not  fail’d,  great  sir, 
And  in  short  tune  too,  to  have  forc’d  the 
governor, 

In  spite  of  all  his  threats — 

King.  I thank  ye,  gentlemen. 

Ruy.  And  all  his  subtilties,  to  set  you  free, 
With  all  his  heart  and  will  too. 

King.  I know  ye  love  me.  [done  before  it, 
Pin,  This  had  been  good,  with  something 
Something  to  set  it  off15,  to  beautify  it: 
Now  it  sounds  empty,  like  a barber’s  bason. 
Pox,  there’s  no  metal  iu’t,  no  noble  mar- 
row ! [governor, 

Bakum.  I have  an  army,  sir  (but  tliat  the 
Tlie  foolish  fellow,  was  u little  provident, 
And  w ise  in  letting  slip  no  time,  became  h:m 
too)  [coniines ; 

That  would  have  scour’d  him  else,  and  all  his 
Tliat  would  have  rung  him  such  n peal — 
Pin . Yes,  backward,  [thing; 

To  make  dogs  howl.  1 know  thee  to  a tUr- 
Thy  army’s  good  [»n  it. 

For  hawks ; there’s  nothing  hut  sheep’s  hearts 
Syunu.  I have  done  nothing,  sir;  therefore 
I think  it 

Convenient  I say  little  what  1 purpos’d, 

And  what  niv  love  intended. 

King.  1 like  your  modesty,  [griev’d  ye 
And,  thank  ye,  royal  frieuds ! 1 know  it 

To  know  my  misery:  but  this  man,  princes16, 
I must  thank  heartily,  indeed,  and  truly, 
For  this  man  saw  me  in  it,  and  redeem’d  me: 
lie  look’d  upon  me  sinking,  and  theu  caught 
me. 

This,  sister,  this,  this  all  man,  this  all  valour, 
This  pious  mail — 

Ruy.  My  countenance,  it  shames  me*7 ! 
One  scarce  arriv’d,  not  harden’d  yet,  uot  rend 
In  dangers  and  great  deeds,  sea-sick,  not  sea- 
Oh.  I have  boy’d  myself!  [soil’d — 

King.  This  noble  bulwark,  [doin, 

This  lance  and  honour  of  our  age  and  kmg- 
Tliis  that  I never  can  reward,  nor  hope 
To  be  once  worthy  of  the  name  of  Iriend  to, 
This,  this  nisui  from  the  bowels  of  my  sor- 
rows [made  me! 

II us  new-hegot  my  name,  and  once  more 
Oh,  sister,  it  there  may  be  thanks  for  this, 
Or  any  thing  near  recompense  invented — 
Arm.  You  are  too  uoblc,  sir;  there  is  re- 
Above  my  actiou  too  by  millions:  [ward, 

A recompense  so  rich  and  glorious,  [mix'd  ; 
I durst  nut  dream  it  mine,  but  that  'twas.  pro- 
But  that  it  was  propounded, sworn,  and  seal’d 
Before  the  face  of  Ueav’n,  I durst  not  hope 

fr; 


15  Something  set  off  to  beautify  if.]  Amended  by  Seward. 

16  But  (his  man , princess.]  The  editors  of  17 AO  sagely  conjecture  tliat  we  should  read 
princes  for  princess.  The  first  folio  exhibits  that  lection  ! 

47  JWy  countenance,  it  shames  me.]  To  make  Ruy  Dias,  or  any  one  else,  to  protest  by 
his  countenance,  is  seemiugly  odd ; I would  propose  my  conscience as  a more  natural  and 
sensible  reading.  Sympson. 

For 
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Act  3.) 

Fur  • ubitig  in  the  life  of  man  or  merit 
ill  is  so  truly  great)  can  else  embrace  it. 
King.  Oli,  speak  it,  speak  it;  bless  mine 
ears  to  hear  it ! 

Make  me  a happy  man,  to  know  it  may  be ! 
For  still  metliiuks  I am  a prisoner, 

And  feel  no  liberty  before  I find  it. 

Arm.  Then  know,  it  is  your  sister;  she  is 
mine,  sir; 

I claim  her  by  her  own  word,  and  her  honour. 
It  was  her  open  promise  to  that  man 
That  durst  redeem  you : beauty  set  me  on, 
And  fortune  crowns  me  fair,  if  she  receive 
me.  [so  backward  ? 

King.  Receive  you,  sir? — Whv,  sister ! ha ! 
Stand  as  you  knew  me  not?  nor  what  li*  has 
My  dearest  sister ! [ventur’d  ? 

Arm.  Good  sir,  pardon  me  ! 

There  is  a blushing  modesty  becomes  her, 
That  holds  her  back:  women  are  nice  to 
wooe,  sir.  [liberty ! 

1 would  not  have  her  forc’d  ; give  her  fair 
For  things  coinpell’d  and  frighted,  of  soft  na- 
tures, 

Tern  into  fears,  and  fly  from  their  own  w ishes. 
King.  Look  on  him,  my  Quisnrn : such 
another, 

(Oh,  all  ye  powers!)  so  excellent  in  nature, 
in  honour  so  abundant — 

Quito  r.  1 confess,  sir ; [chas’d : 

Confess  niv  word  is  past  too;  he  has  pur- 
Yet,  good  sir,  give  me  leave  to  think,  but 
time 

To  be  acquainted  with  his  worth  und  person; 
To  make  me  fit  to  know  it:  we’re  both 
strangers, 


ACT 

Enter  Piniero. 

Pm.MY  uncle  haunts  me  up  and  down, 
looks  melancholy,  [swears, 
Wondrous  proof- melancholy;  sometimes 
Then  whistles,  starts,  cries,  and  groans  as  if 
h’  had  the  bots, 

(A*,  to  say  truth,  I think  h’has  little  better), 
And  would  fain  speak;  bids  me  good  mor- 
row at  midnight,  [thing  hovers 

And  good  night  when’tis  noon  : h’iiassmne- 
About  his  brains  that  w ould  fain  find  an  issue, 
Bui  cannot  out,  or  dares  not.  Still  he  follow  s. 

Enter  Ruy  Dias. 

How  he  looks  still,  and  how  he  beats  about, 
I-ike  an  old  dog  at  a dead  scent ! — Ay  marry, 

I here  w as  a sigh  would  set  a ship  u-sailing  ! 
These  winds  of  love  and  honour  blow  at  all 
ends. 

Now  speak,  an't  be  thy  will.— Good  morrow, 
unde! 


10? 

Anil  how  we  should  believe  so  suddenly, 

Or  come  to  fasten  our  ntfectious — 

Alas,  Love  has  his  compliments. 

Kmg.  lit*  sudden  [doubles, 

And  certain  in  your  way;  no  woman’s 
Nor  coy  delays!  you’re  his,  and  so  assure  it, 
Or  cast  from  me  and  my  remembrance  ever. 
Respect  your  word ! I know  you  will.  Come, 
sister, 

Let’s  see  what  welcome  you  can  give  a pri- 
soner, 

And  what  fair  looks  a friend. — Oh,  my  most 
noble 

Princes,;  no  discontents,  but  all  be  lusty! 

He  that  frowns  tiiis  day  is  an  open  enemy. 
Thus  in  my  arms,  my  dear ! 

Arm.  You  make  me  blush,  sir. 

King.  And  now,  lead  on 
Our  whole  court  crown’d  with  pleasure! 
Ruy.  Madam,  despair  not;  something 
shall  he  done  yet, 

And  suddenly,  and  wisely. 

Qitisur.  Oh.  Ruy  Dias! 

[ Exeunt  King , 4 c. 
Pin.  \\  ell,  lie’s  a brave  fellow,  and  If  has 
deserv’d  her  richly.  [gentlemen. 

And  you  have  Imd  your  hands  full  I dare  sw  ear, 
Stiza.  W’e  have  done  something,  sir,  if  it 
hit  right.  [no  honesty; 

Chris.  The  woman  has  no  eyes  else,  nor 
So  much  I think. 

Pin.  Come,  let’s  go  bounce  amongst  ’em, 
To  the  King’s  health,  and  my  brave  country- 
man’s ! 

My  uncle  looks  as  tho’  he  were  sick  o’  th* 
worms,  friends.  [Ejutnt. 


III. 

Ruy.  Good  morrow,  sir! 

Pin.  This  is  a new  salute! 

Sure  h’ has  forgot  me;  this  is  purblind  Cupid  J 
Ruy.  My  nephew  ? 

Pin.  Yes,  sir,  if  I be  not  chang’d. 

Ruy.  I would  fain  speak  with  you. 

Pin.  I would  fain  liave  you,  sir ; 

For  to  that  end  I stay. 

Ruy.  You  know  I love  you. 

And  i have  lov’d  you  long,  my  dear  Piniero, 
Bred  and  supplied  you — 

Pin.  Whither  walks  this  preamble? 

Ruy.  You  may  remember,  tho’  I am  but 
your  uncle, 

I sure  had  a father’s  care,  a father's  tender* 
ness — 

Pin.  Sure  he  would  wrap  me  into  some- 
thing now  suddenly, 

He  doubts  my  nature  in  (for  mine  is  honest), 
He  winds  about  me  so. 

Ruy.  A father’s  diligence. 

My 
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My  private  benefits  I have  forgot,  sir2*, 

But  those  you  might  lay  claim  to  as  my  fol- 
lower ; 

Yet  some  men  would  remember — * 

Pin.  I do  daily. 

Huy.  The  place  [one: 

Which  I have  put  you  in,  which  is  no  weak 
Next  to  myself  you  stand  in  all  employments, 
Your  counsels,  cares,  assignments  with  me 
equal ; 

So  is  my  study  still  to  plant  your  person: 
These  are  small  testimonies  I’ve  not  forgot 
Nor  would  not  be  forgotten.  [you, 

Pin.  Sure  you  cannot. 

J? uy.  Oh,  Piniero— 

Pin.  Sir,  what  hangs  upon  you  ? [lost 
What  heavy  weight  oppresses  you?  You’ve 
(I  must  confess,  in  those  that  understand  you) 
Some  little  of  your  credit;  but  time  will  cure 
The  best  may  slip  sometimes.  [that; 

Huy.  Oh,  my  best  nephew — [turbsyou). 
Pin.  It  may  be,  you  mar  her  too  (that  dis- 
That  she  may  fall  herself,  or  be  forc’d  from 
you.  [ever ! 

Huy.  She’s  ever  true,  hut  I undone  for 
Oh,  that  Armusia,  that  new  thing,  that 
stranger, 

That  flag  stuck  up  to  rob  me  of  mine  honour, 
That  murd’ring  chain  shot  at  me  from  my 
country,  [me! 

That  goodly  plague  that  I must  court  to  kill 
Pin.  Now  it  comes  flowing  from  him  ! I 
fear’d  this. 

Knew,  lie  that  durst  he  idle  durst  he  ill  too. — 
Has  he  not  done  a brave  thing?  [allow  it : 
Huy.  I must  confess  it,  nepliew,  must 
But  that  brave  thing  has  undone  me,  lias 
sunk  me,  [thing, 

Has  trod  me,  like  a name  in  sand,  to  no- 
Hangs  betwixt  hope  and  me,  and  threatens 
my  ruin  ; [tunc  ! 

And,  if  he  rise  and  blaze,  farewell  my  for- 
And  when  that’s  set,  where’s  thy  advance- 
ment, cousin?  [man, 

That  were  a friend,  that  were  a noble  kins- 
That  would  consider  these : that  men  were 
grateful;  . [lo\e  me. 

And  he  that  durst  do  something  here,  durst 
Pin.  You  soy  true;  ’tis  worth  considera- 
tion ; [uncle. 

Your  reasons  are  of  weight:  and,  mark  me, 


[Act  3. 

(For  I'll  be  sudden,  and  to1  th’ purpose  with 
you) 

Say  this  Armusia  then  were  taken  off 
(As’t  may  he  easily  done), 

How  stands  the  woman  ? 

Huy.  She  is  mine  for  ever; 

For  she  contemns  his  deed  and  him. 

Pin.  Pox  on  him  ! 

Or  if  the  single  pox  he  not  sufficient,  [him ! — 
The  hog* s,  the  dog’s,  and  devil’s  pox  possess 
Faith,  this  Armusia  stumbles  me;  ’tis  a 
brave  fellow ; 

And  if  lie  could  be  spared,  uncle — 

Huy.  I must  perish: 

Had  he  se  t up  at  any  rest  but  this, 

Done  any  thing  but  what  concern’d  my  cre- 
dit, 

The  everlasting  losing  of  my  worth — 

Pin.  1 understand  you  now,  who  set  you 
on  too ; 

I had  a reasonable  good  opinion  of  the  devil 
’Till  this  hour;  and  1 see  lie  is  a knave  in- 
deed, [him.— 

An  arrant,  stinking  knave,  for  now  f smell 
I’ll  see  what  may  be  done  then ; you  shall 
know 

You  have  a kinsman  (but  no  villain,  uncle, 
Nor  no  betrayer  of  fair  feme,  1 scorn  it; 

I love  and  honour  virtue).  I must  have 
Access  unto  the  lady,  to  know  her  mind  too: 
A good  word  from  her  mouth  you  know  may 
stir  me ; 

A lady’s  look  at  setting-on — 

Huy.  You  say  well  ! 

Here,  cousin,  here’s  a letter  ready  for  yoo, 
And  you  shall  see  how  nobly  shell  receive 
And  with  what  care  direct.  [you, 

Pin.  Farewell  then,  uncle  ! [vant — 

After  I’ve  talk’d  with  her,  I am  your  ser- 
To  make  you  honest,  if  I can,  else  hate 
you. — [busy. 

Pray  you  no  more  compliments ! my  head  is 
Heaven  bless  me,  [£nV  Huy  Dias. 

What  a malicious  soul  does  this  man  carry! 
And  to  what  scurvy  things* this  love  converts 
us,  [become  us ! 

What  stinking  things;  and  how  sweetly  they 
Murder’s  a moral  virtue  with  these  lovers, 
A special  piece  of  divinity,  I take  it. 

I may  be  mad,  or  violently  drunk,  [covetous, 
Which  is  a whelp  of  that  litter;  or  I maybe 


19  My  private  benefits  1 have  forgot,  sir, 

But  those  you  might  lay  claim  to  as  my  follower  ; 

Yet  some,  men  uould  remember — ] The  benefits  Ruy  Dias  means  here,  seem  to  be  pub- 
lic k ones,  which  lie  had  conferred  upon  Piniero  in  his  publick  capacity  as  governor  of  the 
fort,  and  for  this  cause  one  should  think  the  place  should  be  read  thus, 

My  publick  benefits  I have  forgot. 

Be  it  those  you  might  lay  claim  to  as,  &c. 

The  meaning  is,  * My  publick  benefits  (viz.  the  places  you  hold  under  me)  I omit  to  mcn- 

* tion.  Say  that  being  my  follower  gives  you  a sort  of  right  to  ’em ; yet  for  all  that,  a grate- 
1 ful  man  would  remember  how  careful  I have  been  of  your  interests ; that  I have  plac’d  you 

* next  myself  in  rank  and  power,  and  that  your  assignments  are  equal  with  mine.  I must 

confess  the  change  here  made  is  great  enough,  but,  seemingly,  it  appears  no  more  than  is 
necessary.  Sympsen.  . 
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Act  3.] 


And  learn  to  murder  men’s  estates,  that’s 

base  too ; 

Or  proud,  but  that’s  a paradise  to  this; 

Or  envious,  and  sit  eating  of  myself 
At  others’  fortunes;  I may  lie,  uud  damnably, 
Beyond  the  patience  o.  an  honest  hearer; 
Cozen,  cut  purses,  sit  i’  th*  stocks  tor  apples : 
But  when  l am  a lover,  Lord  have  mercy  ! 
These  are  poor  pelting  sins,  or  rather 
plagues  9; 

Love  and  Ambition  draw  the  devil’s  coach. 

Enter  Quisana  and  Panura. 

Hoar  now  ! who  are  these  ? Oh,  my  great 
lady’s  followers, 

lLr  riddle- tounders,  and  her  fortune-tellers, 
Her  readersof  her  love-lectures,  her  infiamers. 
These  doors  I must  pass  thro’;  I hope  they’re 
wide.  [it  to ’em! 

Good  day  to  your  beauties ! How  they  take 
As  H‘  they  were  fair  indeed  ! 

Quisan.  Good  morrow  to  you,  sir ! 

Pin.  That’s  the  old  hen,  the  brood-bird ; 
bow  she  brusles10 ! 

How  like  an  inventory  of  lechery  she  looks  ! 
Many  a good  piece  of  iniquity  [you, 

Ha>  past  her  hands,  l warrant  her. — 1 beseech 
Is  ti»e  fair  princess  stirring? 

Pan.  Yes,  marry  is  she,  sir,  [with  her? 
But  somewhat  private:  have  you  a business 
Pin.  Yes,  forsooth  have  I,  and  a serious 
Pan.  May  not  we  know?  [business. 
Pin.  Yes,  wheu  you  can  keep  counsel. 
Pan,  How  prettily  he  looks  ! he’s  a soldier 
sure, 

Hi?  rudeness  sits  so  handsomely  upon  him. 
Quisan.  A good  blunt  gentleman  ! 

Pin.  Yes,  marry  am  i : [you — 

Yet,  for  a push  or  two  at  sharp,  an  please 
Pan.  My  honest  frieud,  you  know  not  who 
you  speak  to;  , 

Tins  is  tiie  princess’  aunt. 

Pin.  I like  her  the  better;  [mother, 
An  she  were  her  mother,  lady,  or  her  grand- 
I’m  not  so  bashful,  but  1 can  buckle  with  her. 
Pan.  Of  what  size  is  your  business  ? 


Piu.  O’  th’  long  sixtoeus, 

And  will  make  way,  I warrant  you. 

Pan.  How  fine  he  talks  ! [lady; 

Pin.  Nay,  in  troth  I talk  but  coarsely. 
But  I hold  it  comfortable  for  the  understand- 
ing*— 

How  fain  they’d  draw  me  into  ribaldry ! 
These  wenches  that  live  easily,  live  high. 
Love  these  broad  discourses,  as  they  luvo 
possets ; 

These  dry  delights  serve  for  preparatives. 
Pan.  Why  do  you  look  so  on  me? 

Pin.  I am  guessing. 

By  the  cast  of  your  face,  what  the  property 
of  your  place  should  be; 

For  I presume  you  turn  a key,  sweet  beauty; 
And  you  another,  gravity,  under  the  princess: 
And,  by  my  soql,  l warrant  you  good  places, 
Comely  commodious  scats! 

Quuuit.  Prithee  let  him  talk  still. 

For  methmk.s  he  talk*,  handsomely  ! 

Pin.  And  truly. 

As  near  as  my  understanding  shall  enable  me, 
You  look  as  if  you  kept  my  lady’s  secrets. 
Nay,  do  not  laugh!  for  I mean  honestly. — 
How  these  young  things  tattle,  when  they 
get  a toy  by  th’  end  ! [for’t! 

And  how  their  hearts  go  pit-a-pat,  aiul  look 
Would  it  not  dance  too,  if  it  had  a fiddle? 
Your  gravity,  1 guess,  to  take  the  petitions, 
And  hear  the  lingrtng  suits  in  love  dispos’d, 
1 heir  sighs  and  sorrows  in  their  proper  place; 
You  keep  the  Ah-me  office11. 

Quisan.  Prithee  suffer  him. 

For,  as  I live,  he  is  a pretty  fellow!  [us; 
I love  to  hear  sometimes  what  men  think  of 

And  thus  deliver’d  freely,  ’tis  no  malice. 

Proceed,  good  honest  man  ! 

Pin.  I will,  good  madam. 

According-to  men’s  states  and  dignities. 
Monies  and  moveables,  you  rate  tlieirdreams. 
And  cast  the  nativity  of  their  desires. 

If  he.reward  well,  all  he  thinks  is  prosperous; 
And  if  he  promise  place,  his  dreams  are 
, oracles : [coveries, 

Tour  ancient  practique  art  too  in  these  dis- 


19  But  when  I am  a later , Lord  have  mercy, 

These  are  poor  pelting  sins,  or  rather  plagues.]  To  make  way  for  a pretty  bold  emen- 
dation, the  reader  will  please  to  observe,  that  there  is  a fiue  sentiment  aim’d  at  here,  but 
not  compleated.  Lord  huve  mercy,  m the  first  line,  refers  to  the  writing  over  the  doors  of 
houses  infected  by  the  plague ; the  former  sins  therefore  are  compared  to  common  diseases, 
and  w hen  love,  in  comparison  of  them,  should  he  called  the  plague,  the  metaphor  is  spoilt 
bv  csilling  them  plagues.  It  is  highly  probable  that  this  has  happened  by  an  error  cither  of 
transcriber  or  printer,  and  as  the  sense  may  be  easily  restored,  though  we  have  no  trace  to 
lead  us  to  any  certainty  of  the  true  words,  yet  I think  we  should  venture  to  change  the  text, 
rather  than  suffer  so  beautiful  a passage  to  remain  so  mangled.  I propose,  therefore,  either 
Tliese  are  poor  pelting  sins,  but  that  the  plague; 

°r’  , • 

These  are  poor  pelting  sms,  the  other  plagues , 

Love  and  Ambition,  draw  the  devil's  coach. 

This  latter  being  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters  than  the  former,  bids  fairest  for  having  been 
the  original.  Saeard. 

50  How  the  buslesj  So  the  former  copies. 

31  Av-mc  office.]  So  former  copies. 

Who 
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[Act  3. 


Who  loves  at  such  a length,  who  a span  fur- 
ther, [profit; 

And  who  draws  home,  yields  you  no  little 
For  these  you  milk  by  circumstance. 

Quit an.  You’re  cunning.  [your  spindle, 
Pin.  And  as  they  oil  you,  and  advance 
So  you  draw  out  the  lines  of  love.  Your 
doors  too,  [thro’: 

The  doors  of  destiny,  tliat  men  must  pass 
These  are  fair  places ! 

Pun.  lie  knows  nil. 

Pin.  Your  trap-doors, 

To  pop  fools  in  at,  that  have  no  providence ; 
Your  little  wickets,  to  work  wise*  men,  like( 
wires,  thro’ at,  [webs; 

And  draw  then  states  and  bodies  into  cob- 
Your  postern  doors,  to  catch  those  that  are 
cautelous,  [their  knaveries ; 

A ml  would  not  have  the  world’s  eye  find 
Your  doors  of  danger  (some  men  hate  a plea- 
sure, [door* : 

Unless  that  may  be  full  of  fenr«)  your  liope- 
And  those  are  line  commodities,  where  fool* 
pay 

For  every  new  encouragement  a new  custom : 
You  have  your  doors  of  honour,  and  of  plea- 
sure; [nitics, 

Out  those  are  for  great  princes,  glorious  va- 
That  travel  to  be  famous  thro*  diseases. 
There  be  the  doors  of  poverty  and  death  too, 
But  these  you  do  the  best  you  can  to  dam  up, 
For  then  your  gain  goes  out. 

Quisan.  This  is  a rare  lecture! 

Pin.  Head  to  them  that  understand. 

Pan.  Ikshrcw  me,  [keen,  sir. 

I dare  not  ventuie  on  you;  you  cut  too 

Enter  Quisara. 

Quisan.  We  thank  you,  sir,  for  your  good 
mirth ; 

You  are  a good  companion.  [business. 

Here  comes  the  princess  now;  attend  your 
Quisar.  Is  there  no  remedy,  no  hopes  can 
help  me  ? 

No  wit  to  set  me  free? — Who’s  there,  ho? 

Quisan.  Troubled?  [princess? 

Her  looks  are  almost  wild:  what  ails  the 
I know'  nothing  she  wants. 

Quisar.  Who’s  that  there  with  you? 

Oh,  signior  Pinicro,  you’re  most  w eleome ! 
How  does  your  noble  uncle? 

Pin.  Sad  as  you  are,  madam : 

But  he  commends  his  service,  and  this  letter. 
Quisar.  Go  olT;  attend  within.— Fair,  sir, 
I thank  you:  [come; 

Pray  be  no  stranger,  for  indeed  you're  wcl- 
For  your  ow  n virtues,  welcome. 

Quisan.  We’re  mistaken; 

This  is  some  braie  fellow  sure. 


Pan.  I’m  sure  lie’s  a bold  fellow; 

But  if  she  hold  him  so,  we  must  believe  it. 

[Exeunt. 

Quisar.  Do  you  know  of  this,  fair  sir? 
Pin.  I guess  it  madam. 

And  whither  it  intends:  I had  not  brought  it 
else.  [komng. 

Quisar.  It  is  a business  of  no  common  rec- 
Pin.  'Hie  handsomer  for  him  that  goes 
about  it; 

Slight  actions  arc  rewarded  with  slight  thanks: 
Give  me  a matter  of  some  weight  to  wade  in! 
Qui'ar.  And  can  you  love  your  uncle  so 
directly, 

So  seriously  and  so  full,  to  undertake  this? 
Can  there  he  such  a faith? 

Pin.  Dare  you  say  ay  to  it,s, 

And  set  me  on?  *1  is  no  matter  tor  my  uncle, 
Or  what  I owe  to  him,  dare  you  but  wish  it? 
Quisar.  I would  fain — 

Pin.  Have  it  done?  Say  but  so,  lady. 
Quisar.  Conceive  it  so. 

Pin.  1 will;  ’ti»  that  I’m  bound  to: 

Your  will  that  must  command  me,  and  your 
pleasure,  [reel  me. 

The  fiiir  aspects  of  those  eyes  that  must  di- 
I ifln  no  umlc’s  agent;  I’m  mine  own,  lady; 

I scorn  my  able  youth  should  plow  for  others, 
Or  my  ambition  se:ve  for  pay  : I aim, 

A It  ho’  I never  hit,  ns  high  as  any  man, 

And  the  reward  I reach  at  shall  he  equal, 
And  what  love  spurs  me  on  to:  this  desire 
Makes  me  forget  an  honest  man,  a brave  man, 
A valiant  and  a virtuous  ma  , my  country- 
man, 

Armusia,  the  delight  of  all,  the  minion  31 : 
This  love  of  you,  doting  upon  your  beauty, 
The  admiration  of  your  excellence, 

Make  me  but  servant  to  the  poorest  smile, 
Or  the  least  grace  you  have  bestow’d  on 
others, 

And  see  how  suddenly  I’ll  work  your  safety, 
And  set  your  thoughts  at  peace!  I am  no 
flatterer,  [gersj 

To  promise  infinitely,  and  out-dream  dau- 
To  lie  a-bed,  and  swear  men  into  fevers, 
Like  some  of  your  trim  suitors;  when  I pro- 
mise, 

The  light  is  not  more  constant  to  the  world 
Than  I am  to  my  won!. — She  turns,  for  mil- 
lions! [courage. 

Quisar.  I have  not  seen  a braver  confirm’d 
Pin.  For  a tun  of  crowns  she  turns!  she 
is  a woman ; 

And,  much  I fear,  a worse  than  I expected.— 
You  arc  the  object,  lady,  you’re  the  eye 
In  which  all  excellence  appears,  all  wonder. 
From  which  all  heart*  take  fire,  all  handi 
their  valour : 


31  Dare  you  say  ay  to  it  Tis  not  impossible  but  this  might  come  from  our  poets*  pen, 
but  the  general  word  on  surn  occasions  is  mostly  aim , as  the  reader  can’t  but  remember  iu 
several  places  in  these  plays,  and  so  1 conjecture  they  wrote  here.  Sympson. 

J*  Annusia , the  delight  of  all  the  minions.]  '1  he  addition  of  npoint,nnd  omission  of  a letter, 
seem  greatly  to  improve  this  line,  and  we  do  not  doubt  arc  genuine. 

And 
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And  whe n he  stands  disputing,  when  you  bid 
him, 

Or  hut  thinks  of  his  estate,  father,  mother, 
Friends,  wife,  and  children,  is  a fool,  and  I 
scorn  him ; [ard. 

An't  be  but  to  make  clean  his  sword,  a cow- 
Men  have  forgot  their  fealty  to  beauty ! 

Had  I the  place  in  your  affections, 

My  most  unworthy  uncle’s  fit  to  full  from, 
Liv’d  in  tliose  blessed  eyes,  and  read  the  sto- 
Of  everlasting  pleasures  figur’d  there,  [ries 
I’d  find  out  your  commands  before  you 
thought  ’em,  [of ’em. 

And  bring  ’em  to  you  done,  ere  you  dream’d 
Quisttr.  I admire  his  boldness  ! 

Pin.  This,  or  any  thing;  [man’s, 

Four  brother’s  death,  mine  uncle’s,  any 
No  state  that  stands  secure,  if  you  frown  on 
it.  [you) 

Look  on  ray  youth,  (I  bring  no  blastings  to 
The  first  flower  of  my  strength,  my  faith. 

Quisar.  No  more,  sir! 

I am  too  willing  to  believe  : restsatisfied, 

If  you  dare  do  for  me,  I shall  be  thankful, 

You  area  handsome  gentleman,  a fair  one; 
My  servant  if  you  please ; I seal  it  thus^sir. 
No  more,  till  you  deserve  more.  [Exit. 

Pin.  I’m  rewarded. 

This  woman’s  cunning,  but  she’s  bloody  too : 
Altho*  she  pulls  her  talons  in,  she’s  mischie- 
vous ; [transparent. 

Form’d  like  the  face  of  Heav’n,  clear  and 
I must  pretend  still,  bear  ’em  both  in  hopes. 
For  fear  some  bloody  slave  thrust  in  indeed, 
Fashion’d  and  flesh’d  to  what  they  wish. 

Well  uncle,  fnour 

What  will  become  of  this,  and  what  disho- 
Follow  this  fatal  shaft,  if  shot,  let  time  tell  ! 
lean  hut  only  fear,  and  strive  to  cross  it34. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Armusia , Emanuel,  and  Soza. 
Emun.  Why  are  you  thus  sad?  What  can 
grieve  or  vex  you, 

That  have  the  pleasures  of  the  world,  the  pro- 
fits, 

The  honour,  and  the  loves  at  your  disposes  ? 
Why  should  a man  that  wants  nothing  want 
his  quiet  ? [content ; 

Arm.  I want  what  beggars  are  above  me  in, 
I want  the  grace  I’ve  merited,  the  favour, 
The  due  respect. 

Soza.  Docs  not  the  king  allow  it?  [ask, 
Arm.  Yes,  and  all  honours  else,  all  I can 
That  he  has  power  to  give;  hut  from  his 
sister, 


The  scornful  cruelty,  (forgive  me,  beauty, 
That  I transgress)  from  her  that  should  look 
on  me, 

That  should  a little  smile  upon  my  serv  ice. 
And  foster  my  deserts  for  her  own  faith’s 
sake;  [to  me — 

That  should  at  least  acknowledge  me,  speak 
Soza.  And  you  go  whining  up  and  down 
for  this,  sir  r 

Lamenting  and  disputing  of  your  grievances? 
Sighing  and  sobbing,  like  a sullen  school-boy. 
And  cursing  good-wife  Fortune  for  this  fa- 
vour? 

Arm.  What  would  you  have  me  do? 

Soza.  Do  what  you  should  do,  [man, 
What  a man  would  do  in  this  case,  a wise 
An  understanding  man  that  knows  a woman. 
Knows  her  and  all  lier  tricks,  her  scorns,  and 
all  her  trifles ; * [shake  her; 

Go  to  her,  and  take  her  in  your  arms,  and 
Take  her  and  toss  her  like  a bar ! 

Eman.  Rut  be  sure  you  pitch  her  upon  a 
feather-bed,  [shake 

Shake  her  between  a pair  of  sheets,  sir;  there 
These  sullen  fits  out  of  her,  spare  her  not 
there!  [bone,  sir. 

Tliere  you  may  break  her  will,  and  bruise  no 
Soza.  Go  to  her — 

Eman . That’s  the  way. 

Soza.  And  tell  her,  and  boldly,  [yourself. 
And  do  not  mince  the  matter,  nor  mock 
With  being  too  indulgent  to  her  pride; 

Let  her  hear  roundly  from  you,  what  you  are, 
And  what  you  have  deserv’d,  and  what  she 
must  be.  [fellow, 

Eman.  And  be  not  put  off,  like  a common 
With*  The  princess  would  be  private;* 

Or,  thatsh’  has  taken  physic,  and  admits  none: 
1 would  talk  to  her  any  where. 

Arm.  It  makes  me  smile! 

Eman.  Now  you  look  handsomely  : 

Had  I a wench  to  win,  I would  so  flutter  her ! 
They  love  a man  that  crushes  ’em  to  veijuice ; 
A woman  held  at  hard  meat  is  your  spaniel. 
Soza.  Pray  take  our  counsel,  sir. 

Arm.  I shall  do  something; 

But  not  your  way;  it  shews  too  boisterous; 
For  my  affections  are  as  fair  and  gentle 
As  her  they  serve. 

Enter  King. 

Soza.  The  king  ! 

King.  Why,  how  now,  friend? 

Why  do  you  rob  me  of  the  company 
I love  so  dearly,  sir  ? I have  been  seeking  you, 
For  when  I want  you,  I want  all  my  pleasure. 


34  And  strive  to  cross  i/.]  The  reader  may  be  surprised  to  find  this  line  run  otherwise  in 
die  1647  edition.  V . 

and  cross  to  cross  it. 

For  though  strive  be  the  sense  of  the  place  here  cited,  and  cross  to  cross  it  be  hut  an  odd  ex- 
pression, yet  I fancy  the  original  word,  of  which  crow  is  but  a corruption,  might  he  once 
wrote  thus, 

I can  but  only  fear,  and  course — 
t.  c.  run,  strive,  endeavour  to  cross  it.  Sampson, 

VOL.  III.  h Q Why 
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Why  sad  ? thus  sad  still,  man  ? I will  not  have  it; 

I must  not  see  the  face  I love  thus  shadow’d. 
Enian.  A n’t  please  your  grace,  me  thinks 
it  ill  becomes  him ; 

A soldier  should  be  jovial,  high  and  lusty. 
King.  lie  shall  be  so:  come,  come,  I 
know  your  reason;  [have  her: 

It  shall  be  none  to  cross  you;  you  shall 
Take  my  word,  (’tis  a king’s  word)  you  shall 
have  her; 

She  ^hull  be  yours  or  nothing.  Prny  be  merry ! 
Ann.  Your  grace  bus  given  me  cause:  1 
shall  be,  sir. 

And  ever  your  poor  servant. 

King.  Me  myself,  sir,  [denly, 

My  better  self.  I shall  find  time,  and  sud- 
To  gratify  your  loves  too,  gentlemen, 

And  make  you  know  how  much  I stand 
bound  to  you.  [compliment! 

Nay,  ’tis  not  worth  your  thanks;  no  further 
Will  you  go  with  me,  friend? 

Arm.  I beseech  your  grace, 

Spare  me  an  hour  ortwo,  I shall  wait  on  you : 
Some  little  private  business  with  myselt,  sir, 
l*’or  such  a time. 

King.  I’ll  hinder  no  devotion,  [gentlemen, 
For  I know  you’re  regular.  I’ll  take  you, 
Because  he  shall  have  nothing  to  disturb  him. 
I shall  look  for  you,  friend.  [Exeunt. 

Manet  Armusia.  Enter  Panura . 

Arm.  I dare  not  fail,  sir. 

What  shall  I do  to  make  her  know  my  misery? 
To  make  her  sensible? — This  is  her  woman: 
1 have  a toy  come  to  ine  suddenly ; [me, 
It  may  work  for  the  best ; she  can  but  scorn 
And  lower  than  I am  I cannot  tumble; 

I’ll  try,  whate’er  my  fate  be. — Good  ev’n 
fair  one!  [night  to  you,  sir ! 

Pan.  Tis  the  brave  stranger. — A good 
Now,  by  my  lady’s  hand,  a goodly  gentleman! 
How  happy  shall  she  he  in  such  a husband ! 
’Would  I were  so  provided  too! 

Ann.  Good  pretty  one, 

Shall  I keep  you  company  for  an  hour  or  two  ? 
I want  employment  for  this  evening: 

I hui  an  honest  man. 

Pan.  I dare  believe  you ; [matter ; 

Or,  if  you  were  not,  sir,  there’s  no  great 
We  take  men’s  promises.  Would  you  stay 
with  me,  sir?  [acquainted  ; 

Ann . So  it  please  you;  pray  let’s  be  better 
( know  you  arc  the  princess’  gentlewoman, 
And  wait  upon  her  near — 

Pan.  Tis  like  I do  so.  [fair  courtesies, 
Ann.  And  may  befriend  a man,  do  him 
If  he  have  business  your  way — 

Pan.  1 understand  you.  [a  gentleman 

Arm.  So  kind  an  ofiice,  that  you  may  bind 
Hereafter  to  be  yours,  and  your  way  too : 


And  you  may  bless  the  hour  yon  did  this  be- 
nefit : ft*  ous  minds, 

•Sweet  handsome  faces  should  have  cour- 
And  ready  faculties. 

Pan.  T ell  me  your  business : 

Yet  if,  I think,  it  be  to  her,  yourself,  sir, 

(For  I know  what  you  are,  and  wlutlwe  hold 
N you,  [cond. 

And  in  what  grace  you  stand)  without  a se- 
(For  that  but  darkens  you)  would  do  it  letter; 
The  princess  must  be  pleas’d  with  your  ac- 
l’m  sure  I should.  [cesses; 

Arm.  1 want  a courtier’s  boldness, 

And  am  yet  but  a stranger:  i’d  fain  speak 
with  her.  [sleep,  sir. 

Pan.  ’Tis  very  late,  and  upon  her  hour  of 
Ann.  Pray  you  wear  this,  and  believe  my 
meaning  civil,  [ Gives  her  a jenef. 

My  business  of  that  fair  respect  and  carriage. 
This  for  our  more  acquaintance  ! [sible 

Pan.  How  close  be  kisses!  and  how  sen- 
Tlic  passings  of  his  lips  are  ! I must  do  it, 
An  I were  to  hang  now’,  and  I will  do’t: 

He  may  do  as  much  for  me  ; that’s  all  I aim 
at:  [doit. 

And  come  what  will  on’t,  life  or  death,  I’ll 
For  ten  such  kisses  more,  an  ’twere  high- 
treason. 

Arm.  I would  he  private  with  her. 

Pan.  So  you  shall ; it  is  [quick. 

Not  worth  thanks  else.  You  must  dispatch 
Ann.  Suddenly.  fsir, 

Pan.  And  I must  leave  you  in  my  chamber, 
Where  you  must  lock  yourself,  that  none 
may  see  you ; [trance, 

’Tis  close  to  tier’s.  You  cannot  miss  the  en- 
When  she  comes  down  to  bed. 

Arm.  I understand  you, 

And  once  more  thank  you,  lady. 

Pan.  Thank  me  but  thus. 

Ann.  If  I fail  thee — 

Pan.  Coine  close  then 15 ! [Exeunt. 

Enter  Quisara  and  Quisana. 

Quisar.  Tis  late ; good  aunt,  to  bed ! I’m 
e’en  unready: 

My  w oman  won’t  be  long  aw  ay. 

Quisun.  I’d  have  you 
A little  merrier  first:  let  me  sit  by  you, 
And  read  or  discourse  something  that  you 
Or  take  my  instrument.  [fancy ; 

Quisar.  No,  no,  I thank  you; 

I shall  sleep  without  these.  1 wrong  your  age, 
aunt,  [you ! 

To  make  you  wait  thus;  pray  let  me  entreat 
To-morrow  I will  see  you;  I know  you’re 
sleepy,  [not. 

And  rest  will  be  a welcome  guest:  you  shall 
Indeed  you  shall  not  stay.  Oh,  here’s  uay 
woman ! 


35  Arm.  If  I fail  the 

Come  close  Men.]  Mr.  Seward  supposes  with  me, 
pily  dropt  here;  for  who  cauiniagine  these  words  could  be 
by  Armusia  ¥ Syrup  son. 


that  Panura" s name  is  unhap* 
spoke  with  the  least  propriety 

Enter 
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Enter  Panura. 

Good  night,  good  night ! and  good  rest,  aunt, 
attend  you  ! 

Quisan.  Sleep  dwell  upon  your  eyes,  and 
f;-.ir  dreams  court  you  f 
Quisar.  Conte,  where  have  you  been, 
wench?  Make  me  unready; 

I slept  but  ill  last  night. 

Pan.  You’ll  sleep  the  better 
I hope  to-night,  madam. 

Quisar.  A little  rest  contents  me ; 

Thou  lov’st  thy  bed,  Panura. 

Pan.  I’m  not  in  love,  lady, 

Nor  seldom  dream  of  devils;  I sleep  soundly. 
Quisar.  I’ll  swear  thou  dost ; thy  husband 
would  not  take't  so  well, 

If  thou  wert  married,  w ench. 

Pan.  Let  him  take,  madam, 

The  way  to  waken  me ! I am  no  dormouse : 
Husbands  have  larum-bells,  if  they  but  ring 
once. 

Quisar.  Thou  art  a merry  wench. 

Pan.  I shall  live  the  longer. 

Quisar.  Prithee  fetch  my  book  ! 

Pan . I’m  glad  of  that. 

Quisar.  1*11  read  a while  before  I sleep. 
Pan.  I will,  madam.  [importunate, 

Quisar.  And  if  Ruy  Dias  meet  you,  and  be 
He  may  come  in. 

Pan.  I have  a better  fare  for  you. 

Now  least  in  sight  play  I.  [Exit. 

Enter  Armusiat  locks  the  door , 

Quisar.  Why  should  I love  him? 

Why  should  I dote  upon  a man  deserves  not, 
Nor  has  no  will  to  work  it? — Who’s  there, 
wench  ? — 

W hat  are  you  ? or  whence  come  you  ? 

Ann.  You  inay  know  me: 

I bring  not  such  amazement,  noble  lady. 
Quisar.  Who  let  you  in? 

Ann.  My  restless  love,  that  serves  you. 
Quisar.  This  is  an  impudence  I have  not 
heard  of, 

A rudeness  that  becomes  a thief  or  ruffian ; 
Nor  shall  iny  brother’s  love  protect  this 
boldness,  [sanctuaries, 

You  build  so  strongly  on : my  rooms  are 
And  with  tliat  reverence,  they  that  seek  iny 
favours,  [proaches. 

And  humble  fears,  shall  render  their  ap- 
Ann.  Mine  are  no  less. 

Quisar.  Pm  mistress  of  myself,  sir, 

And  will  be  so : I will  not  be  thus  visited, 
These  fears  ami  dangers  thrust  into  my  privacy. 
Stand  further  off!  I’ll  cry  out  else. 

Ann.  Oh,  dear  lady! 

Quisar.  I see  dishonour  in  your  eyes. 


11$ 

Arm.  There’s  none  * 

By  all  that  beauty,  they  are  innocent ! 

Pray  you  tremble  not ! you  liave  no  cause. 
Quisar.  I’ll  die  first; 

Before  you  have  your  will,  be  torn  in  pieces. 
The  little  strength  I’ve  left  me  to  resist  you, 
The  gods  will  give  me  more,  before  I’m  forc’d 
To  that  I hate,  or  sutler — 

Arm.  You  wrong  my  duty. 

Quisar.  So  brw>e  a violation  of  my  liberty! 

I know  you’re  bent  unnobly;  I’ll  take  to  me 
The  spirit  of  a man,  borrow  his  boldness, 

And  torce  my  woman’s  fears  into  a madness, 
And  ere  you  arrive  at  what  you  aim  at — 
Arm.  Lady, 

If  there  be  in  you  any  woman’s  pity, 

And  if  your  fears  have  not  proclaim'd  me 
monstrous, 

Look  on  me,  and  believe  me ! Is  this  violence? 
Is  it,  to  fall  thus  prostrate  to  your  beauty, 

A ruffian’s  boldness?  is  humility  a rudeness? 
The  griefs  and  sorrows  that  grow  here,  an 
impudence  ? [with  me, 

These  forcings,  and  these  fears  I bring  along 
These  impudent  abuses  olTer’d  you  ? 

And  thus  high  has  your  brother's  favour 
blown  me. 

Alas,  dear  lady  of  my  life,  I came  not 
With  any  purpose  rough  or  desperate, 

With  any  thought  that  was  not  smooth  and 
gentle 

As  your  fair  hand,  with  any  doubt  or  danger ; 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart  to  fright  your  auiet ! 
A heavy  curse  light  on’t,  when  I intend  it ! 
Quisar.  Now  I dare  hear  you. 

Arm.  If  I had  been  mischievous, 

As  then  I must  be  mad,  or  were  a monster, 
If  any  such  base  thought  had  harbour'd  here, 
Or  violence  that  became  not  man36. 

You  have  a thousand  bulwarks  to  assure  you. 
The  holy  powers  bear  shields  to  defend 
cliastity;  [armours, 

Your  honour  and  your  virtues  are  such 
Your  clear  thoughts  such  defences.  If  you 
misdoubt  still, 

And  yet  retain  a fear  I am  not  honest, 

Come  with  impure  thoughts  to  this  place, 
Take  this,  and  sheath  it  here ; be  your  own 
safety ; 

Be  wise,  and  rid  your  fears,  and  let  me  perish ! 
How  willing  shall  1 sleep  to  satisfy  you! 

Quisar.  No;  I believe  now,  you  speak 
What  came  you  then  for?  [worthily: 

Arm.  To  complain  me,  beauty; 

But  modestly. 

Quisar.  Of  what? 

Arm.  Of  your  fierce  cruelty; 

(For,  tho’  I die,  I will  not  blame  the  doer) 
Humbly  to  tell  your  grace  you  had  forgot  me; 


36  If  any  such  base  thought  had  harbour  d here , 

Or  violence  that  became  not  man.]  It  1ms  been  often  observ’d,  that  words  belonging 
to  one  line  have  been  repeated  in  that  above  or  below,  but  here  the  reverse  has  hap- 
pened; for  when  the  same  adjective  should  have  been  repeated,  it  was  in  the  second  line 
omitted.  Seward . > 

Q 2 A little 
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A little  to  have  touch’d  at,  not  accus’d, 

(For  that  I dare  not  do)  your  scorns:  pray 
pardon  me. 

And  he  not  angry  that  I use  the  liberty 
To  urge  that  word  ! A little  to  have  shew’d 
you  [you, 

W hat  I have  been,  and  w hat  done  to  deserve 
It*  any  thing  that  love  commands  may  reach 
you ; 

To  have  remember'd  you,  (hut  I’m  unworthy, 
And  to  that  misery  lulls  all  my  fortunes) 

7‘o  have  told  you,  and  by  my  life  you  may 
believe  me, 

That  I am  honest,  and  will  only  marry 
You  or  your  memory:  pray  be  not  angry! 
Quuar.  I thank  you,  sir;  and  let  me  tell 
you  seriously,  [you, 

You  have  taken  now  the  right  way  to  befriend 
And  to  beget  si  fair  and  clear  opinion. 

Yet,  to  try  your  oliedicnce — 
vlrw.  1 stand  ready,  lady, 

Without  presuming  to  ask  any  tiling17. 
Quisttr.  Or  at  this  time  to  hope  for  further 
favour; 

Or  to  remember  sendees  or  smiles; 

Dangers  you  have  past  thro’,  and  rewards 
due  to  < m ; 

J.oves  or  despairs;  hut.  leaving  all  to  me, 
Quit  this  place  presently. 

Arm.  1 shall  obey  you. 

Enter  Huy  Dias. 

Ruy.  Ila ! 

Arm.  Who’s  this?  Wlmt  art  thou  ? 

Ruy.  A gentleman.  [Ruy  Dias : 

Ann.  Thou  art  no  more,  I’m  sure.  Oh, ’tit 
I low  high  he  looks,  and  harsh  ! 

Ruy . Is  there  not  door  enough, 

You  take  such  elbow-room? 

Ann.  If  I take  it.  I’ll  carry  it. 

Ruy.  Does  this  become  you,  princess? 
Arm.  The  captain’s  jealous. 

Jealous  of  that  he  never  durst  deserve  yet. 
Go  freely,  go  ! I’ll  give  thee  leave. 

Ruy.  Your  leave,  sir? 

Ann.  Yes,  my  leave,  sir.  I’ll  not  be 
troubled  neither,  [jealous, 

Nor  shall  my  heart  ache,  or  ray  head  he 
Nor  strange  suspicious  thoughts  reign  in  my 
memory ; 

Go  on,  and  do  thy  worst,  I'll  smile  at  thee. 

I kiss  your  fair  hand  first;  then,  farewell, 
captain ! [JStj/. 

' Quisar.  What  a pure  soul  inherits  here! 
what  innocence ! 

Sure  I was  blind  when  I first  lov’d  this  fellow, 


[Act  4. 

And  long  to  live  in  that  fog  still : how  he 
blusters ! [flatteries 

Ruy.  Am  I your  property?  or  those  vour 
The  banquets  that  you  bid  me  to,  the  trust 
I build  my  goodly  hopes  on  ? 

Quisur.  He  more  temperate ! 

Ruy.  Are  those  the  shows  of  your  respect 
and  favour?  [with  you? 

What  did  lie  here,  wliat  language  had  he 
Did  you  invite  him  ? could  you  stay  no  longer? 

Is  he  so  gracious  in  your  eye? 

Quisar.  You  are  too  forward. 

Ruy.  Why  at  these  private  hours? 

Quisur.  You  arc  too  saucy, 

Too  impudent,  to  task  me  with  those  errors. 
Do  you  know  what  1 am,  sir?  and  my 
prerogative?  [of  friend, 

Tho'  you  be  a thing  I’ve  call’d  by  th*  name 
I never  taught  you  to  dispose  my  liberty: 

How  durst  you  touch  mine  honour?  blot  my 
meanings? 

And  name  an  action,  and  of  mine,  but  noble? 
Thou  poor  unworthy  thing,  how  have  I 
grac’d  thee ! [hourly! 

I low  have  1 nourish’d  thee,  and  rais’d  thee 
Are  tliese  the  gratitude**  you  bring,  Ruy  Dias? 
The  thanks?  the  services?  I’m  fairly  paid  ! 
Wns’t  not  enough  I saw  thou  wert  a coward, 
And  shadow’d  thee?  no  noble  spark  in  thee? 
Daily  provok’d  thee,  and  still  found  thee 
coward  ? [at ; 

liais’d  noble  causes  for  thee,  strangers  started 
Yet  still,  still,  still  a coward,  ever  coward ! 
And,  with  those  taints,  dost  thou  upbraid 
my  virtues  ? 

Ruy.  I was  to  blame,  lady. 

Quisar.  So  blindly  bold  [look 

To  touch  at  my  behaviour  ? Durst  thou  but 
Amiss  at  my  allowance? — If  thou  hndst 
I icon  a brave  fellow,  thou  hudst  had  some 
licence, 

Some  liberty;  I might  have  then  allow’d  thee, 
l or  thy  good  fnce,  some  scope  to  have 
argued  with  me; 

Hut  being  nothing  but  a sound,  a shape, 

The  mere  sign  of  a soldier,  of  a lover 
The  dregs  and  dmfl'ypart,  disgrace  and  jea- 
1 scorn  thee,  and  contemn  thee ! [lousy, 
Huy.  Dearest  lady, 

If  I have  been  too  free — 

Quisar.  Th’hast  been  too  foolish; 

And  go  on  still ; I’ll  study  to  forget  thee. 

I would  I could!  and  yet  I pity  thee.  [£ri/. 
Ruy.  1 am  not  worth  it;  if  I were,  that’s 
misery ! 

The  next  door  is  but  death ; I must  aim  at 
it.  [ Exit . 


37  I stand  ready,  lady , 

Without  presuming  to  ask  any  thing.]  Tliis  second  line  evidently  belongs  to  the 
princess,  or  else  her  speech  will  not  be  grammar.  Sywpson. 

It  will  be  grammar,  supposing  her  to  take  up  the  sense  of  what  he  lias  said,  which  it  is 
plain  she  does. 


ACT 
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ACT  IV. 


Enter  King , and  Governor  like  a Moor- 
Priest. 

King.  QO  far  and  truly  you’ve  discover’d 
^ to  me 

Tlie  former  currents  of  my  life  and  fortune, 
That  I am  bound  t’ acknowledge  you  most 
holy. 

And  certainly  to  credit  your  predictions 
Of  what  are  yet  to  come. 

Gav.  1 am  no  liar. — [neighbour: 

'Tis  .strange  I should,  and  live  so  near  a 
But  these  are  not  my  ends. 

King.  Pray  you  sit,  good  father  ! 

Certain  a reverend  man,  and  must  religious. 
Gov.  Ay,  that  belief’s  well  now;  and  let 
me  work  then, 

FUmake  you  curse  religion  ere  I leave  you. — 
I’ve  liv’d  a long  time,  son,  a mew’d-up  man, 
Sequester’d  by  the  special  hand  of  Heaven 
From  the  world’s  vanities,  bid  farewell  to 
follies,  [pleasures. 

And  shook  hands  with  all  heats  of  youth  and 
As  in  a dream,  these  twenty  years  I’ve  slum- 
ber’d ; 

Many  a cold  moon  have  I,  in  meditation 
And  searching  out  the  hidden  wills  of  Hea- 
ven, 

bain  shaking  under;  many  a burning  sun 
Has  sear'd  my  body,  and  boil’d  up  iny  blood, 
Feebled  my  knees,  and  stamp’d  a meogreness 
Upon  my  figure,  all  to  lind  out  knowledge ; 
Which  I have  now  attain’d  to,  thanks  to 
Heaven,  ‘ [vision, 

All  for  ray  country’s  good  too:  and  many  a 
Many  a mystic  vision,  have  I seen,  son, 

And  many  a aighl  from  Ileav’n  which  has 
been  terrible, 

Wherein  the  goods  and  evils  of  these  islands 
Were  lively  shadow’d;  many  a charge  I’ve 
had  too, 

Still  as  tlie  time  grew  ripe  to  reveal  these, 

To  travel  and  discover : now  I’m  come,  son, 
The  hour’s  now  appointed,  my  tongue’s ' 
And  now  I speak.  [touch’d, 

King.  Do,  holy  man!  I’ll  hear  you.  [’em  ! 
Gov.  Bew  are  these  Portugals,  l say  beware 
These  Mnooth-fac’d  strangers,  have  an  eye 
upon  ’em  ! [king  ! 

1 he  cause  is  now  the  gods ! hear,  and  believe, 
King.  F do  hear;  but,  before  l give  rash 
credit,  or 

Han"  too  light  on  belief,  which  is  a sin,  father. 
Know  I have  found  ’em  gentle,  faithful,  va- 
liant. 

And  am  in  ray  particular  bound  to  'cm, 

I mean  to  some,  for  my  most  strange  deli- 
verance. [serve  me), 

Gov.  Ob,  son,  the  future  aims  of  ineiT(ob- 
Abuve  their  present  actious,  and  their  glory, 


Are  to  1m?  look'd  at:  the  stars  show  many 
turning*, 

If  you  could  see,  mark  but,  with  my  eyes, 
pupil. 

These  men  iaine  hither,  as  my  vision  tells 
me,  [feebled. 

Poor,  weather-beaten,  almost  lost,  starv’d, 
Their  vessels  like  themselves,  most  miserable ; 
Made  a long  suit  for  tratiick,  and  for  com- 
fort, [eases : 

To  vent  their  children’s  toys,  cure  their  dis- 
They  had  their  suit,  they  landed,  and  to  th’ 
rate  [freedom 

Grew  rich  and  powerful,  suck’d  the  fat  and 
Of  this  most  blessed  isle,  taught  her  to  trem- 
ble, 

Witness  the  castle  here,  the  citadel, 

They've  clnpt  upon  the  neck  of  your  Tidore 
(This  happy  town,  ’till  that  she  knew  these 
strangers), 

To  check  her  when  she’s  jolly. 

King.  They  have  so  indeed,  father. 

Gar.  Take  heed,  take  heed ! I find  your 
fair  delivery, 

(Tho’  you  be  pleas’d  to  glorify  that  fortune. 
And  think  these  strangers  gods,  take  heed, 
I say  h 

I find  it  but  a handsome  preparation, 

A fair-fac’d  prologue  to  a further  mischief : 
Mark  but  the  end,  good  king,  the  pin  he 
shoots  at ! 

That  was  the  man  deliver’d  you,  the  mirror; 
Your  sister  is  his  due:  what’s  she?  your 
heir,  sir. 

And  what  is  lie  a-kin  then  to  the  kingdom  ? 
But  heirs  are  not  ambitious;  who  then  sutlers? 
What  rev’rence  shall  tlie  gods  have  ? and 
what  justice 

The  miserable  people  ? what  shall  they  do  ? 
King.  He  points  at  truth  directly. 

Got.  Think  of  these,  son  ! 

The  person,  nor  the  manner  I mislike  not 
Of  your  preserver,  nor  the  whole  man  to- 
gether, 

Were  he  but  season’d  in  the  faith  we  are, 

In  our  devotions  leam’d. 

King.  You  say  right,  father.  [religion? 
Gov.  To  change  our  worships  now,  aud  our 
To  be  traitor  to  our  gods  ? 

King.  You’ve  well  advis’d  me, 

And  1 will  seriously  consider,  futher. 

P th*  mean  time,  you  sh^U  have  your  fair  ac- 
cess 

Unto  my  sister,  advise  her  to  your  purpose, 
And  let  ine  still  know  how  the  gods  deter- 
mine. [vise 

Gdv.  I will. — But  my  main  end  is  to  adr 
The  destruction  of  you  all, a general  ruin; 
And  then  I am  reveug’d,  let  the  gods  whistle ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Ruy  Dias  and  Piniero. 

Rut/.  Indeed,  I am  right  glad  you  were 
not  greedy, 

And  sudden  iu  performing  what  I will’d  you, 
Upon  the  person  of  Armusia ; 

I was  afraid,  for  I well  knew  your  valour, 
And  love  to  me — 

Pin.  Twas  not  a fair  thing,  uncle ; 

It  shew’d  not  handsome;  carried  no  man  in  it. 
Rut/.  P.  tust  confess  ’twas  ill,  and  I abhor 
it ; 

Only  this  good  has  risen  from  this  evil, 

I’ve  tried  your  honesty,  and  find  it  proof, 

A constancy  that  will*  not  be  corrupted, 

And  I much  honour  it. 

Pin.  This  bell  sounds  better.  [suffer'd, 
Rut/.  My  anger  now,  and  that  disgrace  I’ve 
Shall  be  more  manly  vented,  and  wip’d  off, 
And  my  sick  honour  cur’d  the  right  and 
straight  way: 

My  sword’s  in  my  hand  now,  nephew,  my 
cause  upon  it, 

And  man  to  man,  one  valour  to  another. 

My  hope  to  his — 

Pin.  Why,  this  is  like  Ruy  Dias!  [it. 
This  carries  something  of  some  substance  in 
Some  mettle  and  some  man ; this  sounds  a 
gentleman ; [you : 

And  now  methinks  you  utter  what  becomes 
To  kill  men  senrvily,  ’tis  such  a dog-trick. 
Such  a rat-catcher’s  occupation — 

Rut/.  Tis  no  better. 

But,  Pimqro,  now— 

Pin.  Now  you  do  bravely,  [by,  forgotten, 
Ruy.  The  diff’rence  of  our  states  flung 
The  full  opinion  I have  won  in  service, 

And  such  respects  that  may  not  shew  us 
equal, 

Laid  handsomely  aside,  only  our  fortunes, 
And  single  manhoods — 

Pin.  In  a service,  sir, 

Of  this  most  noble  nature,  all  I am, 

If  I had  ten  lives  more,  those  and  my  for- 
tunes 

Are  ready  for  you.  I had  thought  you  had 
Forsworn  fighting,  or  banish’d  those  brave 
thoughts 

Were  wont  to  wait  upon  you ; I am  glad 
To  see  'em  call’d  home  again. 

Rut/.  They  are,  nephew,  [them: 

And  thou  shalt  see  what  fire  they  carry  in 
Here,  you  guess  what  this  means  ? 

[Shews  a challenge. 
Pin.  Yes,  very  well,  sir.  A portion  of 
scripture 

That  puzzles  many  an  interpreter. 

Ruy.  As  soon  as  you  can  find  him — 

Pin.  That  will  not  be  long,  uncle ; 

And,  o’ my  conscience,  he’U  be  ready  as 
quickly.  [Carry  t so, 

Ruy.  I make  no  doubt,  good  nephew. 
If  you  can  possible?  that  we  may  fight — - 
Pin . Nay,  you  shall  fight,  assure  yourself. 
- Ruy.  Pray  you  hear  me ! — 


[Act  4. 

In  some  such  place  where  it  may  be  possible 
The  princess  may  behold  us. 

Pin.  I conceive  you : 

Upon  the  sand  behind  the  castle,  sir;  [dows 
A place  remote  enough,  and  there  be  win- 
Out  of  her  lodgings  too,  or  I’m  mistaken. 

Ruy.  You’re  i’ tit’ right;  if  you  can  work 
that  handsomely — [par'd 

Pin.  Let  me  alone  ! and  pray  be  you  pre- 
Some  three  hours  hence. 

Ruy.  1*11  not  fail. 

Pin.  Get  you  home ; 

And  if  you  have  any  thmgs  to  dispose  of, 

Or  a few  light  prayers  that  may  befriend  you, 
Uuu  ’em  over  quickly ! I warrant  I'll  bring 
him  on. 

Ruy.  Farewell,  nephew ! 

And,  when  we  meet  again — [Exit. 

Pin.  Ay,  ay,  fight  liandsomely : [you ; 

Take  a good  draught  or  two  of  wine  to  settle 
'Tis  an  excellent  armour  for  an  ill  conscience, 
uncle. 

I am  glud  to  see  this  mail’s  conversion  ; 

I was  afraid  fair  honour  had  been  bed-rid, 

Or  beaten  out  o’  th’  island,  soldiers,  and  good 
ones,  [now, 

Intended  such  base  courses.  He  will  fight 
And  I believe  too  bravely ; I have  secu  him 
Curry  a fellow’s  carcase  handsomely; 

And  i’  th’  head  of  a troop,  stand  as  if  he  had 
Been  rooted  there,  dealing  large  doles  of 
death. — [drawiri 

What  a rascal  was  I,  I did  not  sec  his  will 

Enter  Quisara. 

What  does  she  here?  If  there  be  any  mis- 
chief towards,  [business 

A woman  makes  one  still:  now  what  new 
Is  for  me  ? 

Quisar.  I was  sending  for  you,  but  since 
We’ve  met  so  fair,  you’ve  sav’d  that  labour: 
Entreat  you,  sir — [I  must 

Pin.  Any  thing,  madam  ; your  wills 
Are  my  commands. 

Quisar.  You’re  nobly  courteous. 

Upon  iny  better  thoughts,  signor  Piniero, 
And  my  more  peaceable  considerations, 
(Which  now  I find  the  richer  ornaineuts) 

I would  desire  you  to  attempt  no  further 
Against  the  person  of  the  noble  stranger, 

(In  truth,  l am  asham’d  of  my  share  in  it) 
Nor  be  incited  further  by  your  uncle : 

I see  it  will  sit  ill  upon  your  person. 

I have  consider'd,  and  it  will  sliew  ugly, 
Carried  at  best,  a most  unheard-of  cruelty ; 
Good  sir,  desist ! 

Pin . You  speak  now  like  a woman, 

And  wondrous  well  tins  tenderness  becomes 
you: 

But  tliis  you  must  remember,  your  command 
Was  laid  on  with  a kiss;  and  seriously 
It  must  be  taken  off  the  same  way,  madam, 
Or  I stand  bound  still. 

Quisar.  That  shall  not  endanger  you: 
Look  you,  fair  sir,  thus  I take  off  that  duty. 

Pm. 
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Pin.  By  th’  mass,  ’twas  soft  and  sweet ! 
Some  bloods  would  bound  now,  [beauty, 
And  run  a-tilt.  Do  not  you  think,  bright 
You've  done  me,  in  this  kiss,  a mighty  favour, 
And  that  I stand  bound,  by  virtue  of  this  ho- 
nour, 

To  do  whatever  you  command  me? 

Quisar.  I think,  sir, 

From  me  these  are  unusual  courtesies, 

And  ought  to  be  respected  so:  there  are  some, 
And  men  of  no  mean  rank,  would  hold  them- 
selves 

Not  poorly  blcss’d  to  taste  of  such  a bounty. 
Pin.  I know  there  are,  that  would  do 
many  unjust  things 

For  such  a kiss,  (and  yet  I hold  this  modest) 
All  villainies,  body  and  soul  dispense  with  ; 
For  Mich  a provocation,  kill  their  kindred, 
Demolish  the  fair  credits  of  their  parents; 
Those  kisses  I am  not  acquainted  with : 

Most  certain,  madam,  [voke  me 

Th*  appurt*nancc  of  this  kiss  would  not  pro- 
To  do  a mischief;  *tis  the  devil’s  own  dance 
To  be  kiss’d  into  cruelty. 

Quisar.  Pm  glad  you  make  that  use,  sir. 
Pin.  I am  gladder 

That  you  made  me  believe  you  were  cruel 53 ; 
For,  by  this  hand,  I know  I am  so  honest, 
However  I deceiv’d  you,  (’t was  high  time  too ; 
Some  common  slave  might  have  been  set 
upon  it  else) 

That  willingly  I would  not  kill  a dog 
That  could  but  fetch  and  carry  fora  woman; 
She  must  be  a good  woman  made  me  kick 
him, 

Aod  that  will  be  hard  to  find  : to  kill  a man  ? 
« jou  will  give  me  leave  to  get  another, 

Dr  any  she  that  play’d  the  best  game  at  it, 
And  Yore  a woman’s  anger,  prefer  her  fancy — 
Quisar.  I take  it  in  you  well. 

Pin.  1 thank  you,  lady ; 

And  I shall  study  to  confirm  it. 

Quisar.  Do,  sir; 

Fotahis  time,  aud  this  present  cause,  I al- 
low it.  [Exit  Pin. 

Most  holy  sir ! 

Enter  Governor,  Quisana,  and  Panura. 
Got.  Bless  you,  my  royal  daughter! 

And,  in  you,  bless  this  island,  Heav'n ! 

Quisar.  Good  aunt, 

"W  think  you  of  this  man  ? 

Quisan.  Sure  he’s  a wise  inan,  [pen*d 
And  a religious : lie  tells  us  things  have  hap- 
ho  many  years  ago,  almost  forgotten, 

As  readily  as  if  they  were  done  this  hour. 
Quisar.  Does  be  not  meet  with  your  sharp 
tongue  ? 


Pan.  He  tells  me,  madam,  [tamer. 

Marriage  and  mouldy  cheese  will  make  me 
Gov.  A stubborn  keeper,  and  worse  fare, 
An  open  stable,  and  cold  care. 

Will  tame  a jade,  may  be  your  share. 

Pan.  By*r  lady,  a sharp  prophet ! When 
this  proves  good, 

1*11  bequeath  you  a skin  tomakc  you  a hood. 
Gov.  Lady.  I’d  talk  with  you. 

Quisar.  DA,  reverend  sir! 

Gov.  And  for  your  good,  for  that  that  must 
concern  yon; 

And  give  car  wisely  to  me ! 

Quisar.  I shall,  father.  [lence. 

Gov.  You  are  a princess  of  tliat  excel- 
Swcetness  and  grace,  that  angel-like  fair  fea- 
ture, 

(Nay,  do  not  blush,  I do  not  flatter  you, 

Nor  do  I dote  in  telling  this)  I am  amazed59, 

Mr, 

And  as  I think  the  gods  bestow’d  these  onyou. 
The  gods  that  love  you — 

Quisar.  I confess  their  bounty.  [nour. 

Gov.  Apply  it  then  to  their  use,  to  their  ho- 
To  them,  and  to  their  service  give  this  sweet- 
ness ! [ness; 

They  have  an  instant  great  use  of  yourgood- 
You  are  a saint  esteem’d  here  for  your  beauty, 
And  many  a longing  heart — 

Quisar,  I seek  no  fealty;  [me; 

Nor  will  I blemish  that  Heav’n  has  sealxi  on 
I know  my  worth.  Indeed  the  Portugals 
I have  at  those  commands,  and  their  last  ser- 
vices, [someness, 

Nay  e’en  their  lives,  so  much  I think  my  hand- 
That  what  I shall  enjoin— 

Gov.  Use  it  discretely! 

(For  I perceive  you  understand  me  rightly) 
For  here  the  gods  regard  your  help  and  sud- 
denly : f lady) 

The  Portugals,  like  sharp  thorns  (mark  me, 
Stick  in  our  sides ; like  razors,  wound  reli- 
gion ; [blood  follows ; 

Drawn  deep  they  wound,  until  the  life 
Our  gods  they  spurn  at,  and  their  worships 
scorn,  [ment: 

A mighty  hand  they  bear  upon  our  govern- 
These  are  the  men  yourmiracle  must  work  on. 
Your  heavenly  form,  either  to  root  them  out, 
(Which,  as  you  may  endeavour,  will  be  easy. 
Remember  whose  great  cause  you  have  to 
execute)  [more, 

To  nip  their  memory,  that  may  not  spring 
Or  fairly  bring  ’em  home  to  our  devotions; 
Which  will  be  blessed,  and  for  which  you 
sainted, 

But  cannot  be,  and  they  go ; let  me  bustle ! 
Quisar.  Go  up  with  me, 


31  That  you  made  me  believe  you  were  cruel.]  I read  this  line  so, 

You  made  me  but  believe  that  you  were  cruel.  Seuard. 

39  I am  amazed,  lady — ] Amazement  at  beauty,  tlio’  it  does  not  necessarily  imply  dotage, 
jet  often  both  foreruns  and  accompanies  it,  and  w ould  certainly  be  rather  a cause  why  lie 
should  not  dote:  tlie  most  natural  reason  for  him  to  give  is, 

Nor  do  I dote  in  telling  this,  I am  aged,  lady.  Seward. 

Where 
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Where  well  converse  more  privately : 

I’ll  shew  you  shortly  how  I hold  their  temper, 
And  in  what  chain  their  souls. 

Gov.  Keep  fast  that  hold  still!  [in  it, 
And  either  bring  that  chain,  and  those  bound 
And  link  it  to  our  gods  and  their  fair  wor- 
ships, ^ [it. 

Or,  daughter,  pinch  their  hearts  a-pieces  with 
I’ll  wait  upon  your  grace. 

Quisar.  Come,  reverend  father! — 

Wait  you  below.  [Exe.  Quisar.  und  Gov. 

Pan.  If  this  prophet  were  a young  thing, 

I should  suspect  him  nowr,  he  cleaves  so  close, 
to  her; 

These  holy  coats  are  long,  and  hide  iniquities. 
/ Quisan.  Away,  away,  fool ! a poor  wretch ! 

Pan.  These  poor  ones, 

Warm  but  their  stomachs  once — 

Quisan.  Come  in;  thou’rt  foolish. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Armusia , Emanuel , and  Pinicro. 

Arm.  Pm  sorry,  sir,  my  fortune  is  so  stub- 
born, 

To  court  my  sword  against  my  countryman: 
1 love  my  nation  well;  and  where  I find 
A Portugal  of  noble  name  and  virtue, 

I am  his  humble  servunt.  Signor  Piniero, 
Your  person,  nor  your  uncle's,  am  I angry 
with ; 

You’re  both  fair  gentlemen  in  my  opinion, 
And,  I protest.  I’d  rather  use  my  sword 
In  your  defences  than  against  your  safeties  : 
It  is,  methinks,  a strange  dearth  of  enemies, 
When  we  seek  foes  among  ourselves. 

Eman.  You’re  injur’d,  [readiest — 

And  you  must  make  the  best  on’t  now,  and 
Arm.  You  see  Pin  ready  in  the  place,  and 
arm’d 

To  his  desire  that  call’d  me. 

Pin.  You  speak  honestly,  [friendly; 

And  I could  wish  you’d  met  on  terms  more 
But  it  can’t  now  be  so. 

Enter  Rut/  Dias. 

Eman.  Turn,  sir,  and  see! 

Pin.  I have  kept  my  word  with  you,  uncle : 
The  gentleman  is  ready. 

Enter  Governor  and  Quisara  above. 
Arm.  Ye  are  welcome. 

Ruy.  Bid  those  fools  welcome  that  affect 
your  courtesy ! [me; 

I come  not  to  use  compliment:  you’ve  wrong’d 


[Act  4. 

And  you  shall  feel,  proud  man,  ere  I part 
from  you, 

TV  effectsofthat:  if  Fortune  do  not  fool  me, 
Thy  life  is  mine,  and  no  hope  shall  redeem 
thee.  [faith  can  justify. 

Arm.  That’s  a proud  worn;  more  than  your 
Quisar.  Sure  they  will  ficht! 

Ruy.  She  is  there  ; I am  happy.  [tlier; 
Gov.  Let  ’em  alone ! let  'em  kill  one  ano- 
Thesc  arc  the  main  posts;  if  they  fall,  the 
Will  tumble  quickly.  [buildings 

Quisar.  How  temperate  Armusia! 

Gar.  No  more;  be  quiet  yet3°. 

Arm.  I am  not  bloody, 

Nor  do  not  feel  such  mortal  malice  in  me; 
But  since  we  cannot  both  enjoy  the  princess, 

I am  resolv’d  to  fight. 

Ruy.  Fight  home,  Armusia  ! 

For,  if  thou  faint’st  or  fall’st— 

Ann.  D’you  rnuke  all  vantages? 

Ruy.  All  ways,  unto  thy  life:  I will  not 
spare  thee, 

Nor  look  not  for  thy  mercy.. 

Arm.  I am  arm'd  then. 

Ruy.  Standstill,  I charge  you,  nephew, as 
you  honour  ine ! 

Arm.  And,  good  Emanuel,  stir  not. 

Pin.  Ye  speak  fitly; 

For  we  had  not  stood  idle  else. 

Gov.  I’m  sorry  forit41. 

Eman.  But  since  you’ll  have  it  so — 

Ruy.  Come,  sir! 

Ann.  I wait  you. 

Pin.  Ay,  marry',  this  looks  handsomely ! 
This  is  warm  work  ! 

Got.  Both  fall,  au’t  be  thy  will ! 

[Ruy  fulls. 

Pin.  My  uncle  dead  ! 

Eman.  .Stand  still,  or  my  sword’s  in — 
Arm.  Now,  brave  Ruy  Dias, 

Now,  where’s  your  confidence?  Your  prayers, 
quickly ! 

Your  own  spite  has  condemn’d  vou. 

Quisar.  Hold,  Armusia! 

Arm.  Most  happy  lady ! 

Quisar.  Hold,  and  let  him  rise; 

Sparc  him  forme! 

Arm.  A long  life  may  he  enjoy,  lady ! 
Gov.  What  ha’ you  done?  ’Tis  better  they’d 
all  perish’d.  [Armusia, 

Quisar.  Peace,  father ! I work  for  the  best. 
Be  in  the  garden  an  hour  hence. 

[ Exeunt  Quisar.  and  Got- 
Arm.  I shall,  madam. 


40  Quisar.  No  more , be  quiet  yet.] 

41  Gov.  Vm  sorry  fort. 


Possibly  these  words  belong  to  the  Governor. 

Syr upson. 

Eman.  But  since  you* 1 1 have  it  so — ] The  same  cause  of  complaint  returns  upon 
again  which  was  mentioned  above,  viz.  the  multiplication  of  names,  for  here  the  Govern 


o - . • , . — ucii-  me  oonr/io 

has  nothing  to  do.  But  these  lines  belong  to  Emanuel , sorry  that  the  seconds  are  not  pei 

mitted  to  fight ; or  »i — ..„i - »-  > » - - - ■ 1 • 

his  countryman. 


cr  - . . , * aTC  IlOt  pd 

muted  to  tight ; or  both  to  Armusiaf  for  the  unhappy  necessity  he  lay  under  of  fighting  wit 
If  it  was  left  to  me,  I believe  I should  determine  in  favour  of  Emanuel. 


The  old  books  surely  are  right : the  Governor  avows  bis  sorrow  that  they  are  to  st arid  idl 

Pi  i 
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Pin.  Now,  as  I live,  a gentleman  at  all 
inches! 

So  brave  a mingled  temper  saw  I never. 

Arm.  Why  ore  you  sad,  sir  ? How  would 
this  have  griev'd  you. 

If  you  had  fidl’n  under  a profess'd  enemy? 
Coder  one  had  taken  vantage  of  your  shame 
too?  [wronging  you, 

Pray  you  be  at  peace ! I am  so  far  from 
Or  glorying  in  the  pride  of  such  a victory, 
That  I desire  to  serve  you:  pray  look 
cbearfully ! 

Pin.  Do  you  hear  this,  sir  ? 

This  love,  sir?  Do  you  see  this  gentleman, 
How  he  courts  you  ? Why  do  you  hold  your 
head  down?  t 

Tis  no  high-treason,  I take  it,  to  be  eqaall’d; 
To  hare  a slip  i'th'  field,  no  sin  that's 
mortal: 

Come,  come ; thank  fortune  and  your  friend ! 
Arm.  It  may  be 

You  think  iny  tongue  may  prove  your  enemy, 
And  tlio’  restrain’d,  sometimes,  out  of  a 
bravery, 

May  take  a licence  to  disable  you4*: 

Believe  me,  sir,  so  much  I hate  that  liberty, 
That  in  a stranger’s  tongue  ’twill  prove  an 
And  I shall  right  you  in’t.  [injury; 

Pin.  Can  you  have  more,  uncle  ? 

Ruy.  Sir,  you  have  beat  me  both  ways; 
yet  so  nobly, 

That  I shall  ever  love  tlic  hand  that  did  it : 
Fortune  may  make  me  worthy  of  some  title 
That  may  be  near  your  frieud. 

Ann.  Sir,  I must  leave  you,  [fident, 
But  with  so  hearty  love — And  pray  be  con- 
I carry  nothing  from  this  place  shall  wrong 
you.  [Ere.  Arm.  and  Eman. 

Pin.  Come,  come;  you’re  right  again,  sir: 
love  your  honour,  [purposes, 

And  love  your  friend ; take  heed  of  bloody 
And  unjust  ends ! good  Heav’n  is  angry  with 
’em; 


Make  your  fair  virtues  and  your  fame  your 
mistress ; 

And  let  these  trinkets  go  ! 

Ruy.  You  teach  well,  nephew:  [man41. 

Now  to  be  honourable  even  with  this  gentle- 
Shall  be  my  business,  and  ray  euds  his. 

[Ercunf* 

Enter  Governor  and  King. 

Gov.  Sir,  sir ! 

You  must  do  something  suddenly,  to  stop 
His  pride,  so  great  and  high  he  is  shot  up  ; 
Upon  his  person  too,  your  state  is  sunk  else: 
You  must  not  stand  now  upon  terms  of 
gratitude. 

And  let  a simple  tenderness  besot  you. 

I'll  bring  you  suddenly  where  you  shall  see 
him, 

Attempting  your  brave  sister,  privately; 
Mark  but  his  high  behaviour  then. 

King.  I will,  father.  [too. 

Gov.  And  with  scorn;  I fear,  contempt 
King.  1 hope  not44. 

Gov.  I will  not  name  a lust;  it  may  be 
that  also. 

A little  force  must  be  applied  upon  him, 
Now,  now  applied,  a little  force  to  humble 
him ; [wanton. 

These  sweet  entreaties  do  but  make  him 
King.  Take  heed,  you  wrong  him  not ! 
Gov.  Take  heed  to  your  safety ! . [me, 

I but  forewarn  you,  king ; if  you  mistrust 
Or  think  I come  unsent — 

King . No,  I'll  go  with  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Armusia  and  Quisara , 

Arm.  Madam,  you  see  there’s  nothing  I 
can  reach  at, 

Either  in  my  obedience,  or  ray  service, 

That  may  deserve  your  love,  or  win  a 
liking, 


41  To  disable  you.]  Sympson  objects  to  the  word  disable ; fur  which  we  see  no  reason,  as 
Tueble  is  frequently  used  in  the  sense  of  disparage. 

41  Now  to  be  honourable  even  with  this  gent/enuin .]  I have  I believe  shewn  before,  that 
our  authors  take  the  same  liberty  in  our  language  that  the  Greeks  and  Latins  do  in  theirs, 
of  using  an  adjective  adverbially;  so  at  the  end  almost  of  this  play  we  have  the  saiua 
licence  took  a|ain. 

Quisar.  Which  way  you  go,  sir, 

I must  follow  necessary , i.  e.  necessarily . Sympson. 

44  And  with  scorn,  I fear  contempt  too. 

King.  I hope  not , 

Gov.  I wilt  not  name  a lust ; 

Jt  may  be  that  also.]  This  odd  passage  I would  reform  thus, 

Gov.  And  with  what  scorn  I fear  too— 

King.  1 hope  not. 

Got.  I will  not  name  a lust;  it  may  be  that  also. 

That  whal  is  dropt  in  the  first  line  seems  evident ; but  how  comes  contempt  to  l>e  inserted 
scorn , as  it  that  was  to  be  fear'd  much  more  than  the  other  when  it  is  so  nearly  the 
*ame  thing?  I take  the  whole  passage  to  have  been  confus'd  in  the  manuscript,  and  that 
contempt  was  put  in  by  an  unsuccessful  attempt  to  restore  it ; for  its  absence  with  a change 
tf  tbe  points  and  a proper  disposition  of  the  words,  restores  both  sense  and  measure. 

_T Seward. 

VOL.  III.  R * Hut 
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But  n poor  thought,  but  T pursue  it  seriously45, 
Take  pleasure  in  your  wilts,  e’en  in  your  anger, 
"Which  other  men  would  grudge  at,  and  grow 
stormy: 

I study  new  humility  to  please  you, 

And  take  a kind  of  joy  in  my  afflictions ; 
Because  they  come  from  you,  I love  my  sor- 
Prav,  madam,  but  consider — [rows. 

Quisar.  Yes,  I do,  sir; 

And  to  that  honest  end  I drew  you  hither. 

I know  you  have  deserv’d  as  much  as  man  cun, 
And  know  it  is  a justice  to  requite  you : 

I know  you  love. 

Ann.  If  ever  love  was  mortal,  [me. 

And  dwelt  in  man : and  for  that  love  command 
(So  strong  I find  it,  and  so  true,  here,  lady) 
Something  of  such  a greatness  to  allow  me, 
Those  things  I’ve  done  already  may  seeiu 
foils  to : 

Tis  eouitv,  that  man  aspires  to  Heaven 
Should  win  it  by  his  worth,  and  not  sleep 
to  it. 

Enter  Governor  and  King. 

Gov.  Now  stand  close,  king,  and  hear; 
and,  ns  you  find  him, 

Believe  me  right,  or  let  religion  suffer ! 
Quisar.  I dare  believe  your  worth,  without 
additions; 

But  since  you  are  so  liberal  of  your  love,  sir, 
And  would  be  furtlier  tried,  I do  intend  it, 
Because  you  shall  not,  or  you  would  not  win 
At  such  an  easy  rate — [me 

Arm.  I am  prepar’d  still, 

And  if  I shrink — 

Quisar.  I know  you  are  no  coward: 

This  is  the  utmost  trial  of  your  constancy; 
And  if  you  stand  fast  now',  I’m  yours,  your 
wife,  sir.  [atchieve  me, 

You  hold  there’s  nothing  dear,  that  may 
Doubted,  or  dangerous. 

Arm.  There’s  nothing,  nothing : 

Let  me  but  know,  that  I may  straight  fly  to  it! 
Quisar.  I’ll  tell  you  then  : change  your 
religion. 

And  be  of  one  belief  with  me  ! 

Arm.  IIow ! 

Quisar.  Mark  ! [bred  in, 

Worship  our  gods,  renounce  that  faith  you’re 
(T  is  easily  done ; I’ll  teach  you  suddenly) 
And  humbly  on  your  knees — 

Arm.  Ha!  I’ll  be  hang’d  first* 

Quisar.  Oder  as  we  do. 

Arm.  To  the  devil,  Indy  ? 

Offer  to  him  I bate  ? I know  the  devil ! 

To  dogs  and  cats?  you  do  make  olfer  to 
them46; 


[Act  4, 

To  every  bird  that  flies,  and  every  worm. 
How  terribly  I shake ! Is  this  the  venture, 
The  trial,  that  you  talk’d  of? — Where  have  I 
been, 

And  how  forgot  myself,  how  lost  my  memory? 
When  did  I pray,  or  look  up  stedfastly, 

Had  any  goodness  in  my  heart  to  guide  me, 
That  I should  give  this  Vantage  to  mine 
enemy. 

The  enemy  to  my  peace?  Forsake  my  faith? 
Quisar.  Come,  come,  l know  you  love  me. 
Arm . Love  you  this  way?  [lady. 

This  most  destroying  way?  Sure  you  but  jest, 
Quisar.  My  love  and  life  are  one  way. 
Arm.  Love  alone  then  ! 

And  mine  another  way:  I’ll  love  diseases  first, 
Dote  on  a villain  that  would  cut  my  throat, 
Wooe  nil  afflictions  of  all  sorts,  kiss  cruelty. 
Have  mercy,  Heaven  ! How  have  I been 
wnnd’ring,  [Maker? 

Wand’ring  the  way  of  lust,  and  left  ray 
IIow  have  I slept  like  cork  upon  a water, 
And  had  no  feeling  of  the  storm  that  toss’d 
me ! [sura  nee, 

Trod  the  blind  paths  of  death,  forsook  as- 
Eternity  of  blessedness,  for  a woman  ! 

For  a young  handsome  face,  hazard  my  being? 
Quisar.  Are  not  our  powers  eternal,  9* 
their  comforts? 

As  great  and  full  of  hopes  as  yours  ? 

Arm.  They’re  puppets — 

Gov.  Now  mark  him,  sir,  and  but  observe 
him  nearly ! [senseless  outsides ; 

Arm.  Their  comforts  like  themselves,  cold, 
You  make  ’em  sick,  as  we  are,  peevish, 
mad, 

Subject  to  age : and  how  can  they  cure  us, 
That  are  not  able  to  refine  themselves? 
Quisar.  The  sun  and  moon  we  worship, 
(those  are  hcav’nly) 

And  their  bright  influences  wo  believe. 

Arm.  Away,  fool ! 

I adore  the  Maker  of  that  sun  and  moon, 
That  gives  those  bodies  light  and  influence, 
That  point*  d out  their  paths,  and  taught 
their  motions;  [servants, 

They're  not  so  great  as  wo,  they  are  our 
•Plac’d  there  to  teach  us  time,  to  give  us 
knowledge  [main  arc. 

Of  when,  and  how,  the  swellings  of  tlx 
And  their  returns  agsun;  they’re  but  our 
stewards 

To  make  the  earth  fat,  with  their  influence, 
That  she  may  bring  forth  her  increase,  and 
feed  us. 

Shall  I fall  from  this  faith  to  please  a woman? 
For  her  embraces  bring  my  soul  to  ruin  ? 


45  But  a poor  thought , hut  1 pursue  it  seriously.]  I wish  the  authors  had  wrote  here, 

AW  n poor  thought,  or 
Bet  a poor  thought. 

The  sense  of  tiie  place  manifestly  requires  some  such  alteration.  Sympson • 

But  litre  is  taken  in  the  sense  of  even. 

46  To  dogs  and  eutsY  you  make  offer  to  them;]  Sympson  would  read  and  point, 

To  dogs  ami  cuts?  you  make  me  oiler  to  them? 

#•  . I look’d 
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I look’d  you  should  have  said,  make  me  a 
Christian ! [woman ; 

Work  that  great  cure ; for  ’tis  a great  one, 
1 l.at  labour  truly  to  perform,  that  venture, 
The  crown  of  all  great  trial,  and  tltc  fairest ; 
I look’d  you  should  have  wept  and  knecl'd  to 
beg  it,  . . t1*” 

Wash'd  off  your  mist  of  ignorance,  with  wn- 
Pure  and  repentant,  from  those  eyes;  I look’d 
You  should  have  brought  me  your  chief  god 
ye  worship. 

He  that  you  offer  human  blood  and  life  to, 
And  made  a sacrifice  of  him  to  memory. 
Beat  down  his  altars,  ruin’d  his  false  temples. 
Gov.  Now  you  may  see ! 

Quisar.  Take  heed ; you  go  too  far,  sir. — 
And  yet  I love  to  hear  him:  I must  have  you, 
And  to  that  end  I let  you  storm  a little. — 

I know  there  must  be  some  strife  in  your  bo- 
som [back ; 

To  cool  and  quiet  you,  ere  you  can  come’ 
I know  old  friends  cannot  part  suddenly; 
There  will  be  some  lett  still:  yeti  must  have 

, J'00’ 

Have  you  of  my  faith  too,  and  so  enjoy  you. 
Arm.  Now  1 contemn  you!  and  I hate 
myself 

For  looking  on  that  face  lasciviously! 

And  it  looks  ugly  now,  melhiuks. 

Quisar.  Ilow,  Portugal? 

Arm.  It  looks  like  death  itself,  to  which 
’twould  lead  me  : [me!) 

Your  eyes  resemble  pale  despait,  (they  fright 
And  in  their  rounds  a thousand  horrid  ruins 
Methinks  I see;  and  in  your  tongue  hear 
fearfully  [suffer’d. 

The  hideous  murmurs  of  weak  souls  have 
Get  from  me!  I despise  you.  And  know, 
woman,  [life  in, 

That  for  all  this  trap  you’ve  laid  to  catch  my 
To  catch  my  immortal  life,  I hate  and  curse 

Contemn  your  deities,  spurn  at  their  powers, 


And  where  I meet  your  Maumet  gods47,  I'll 

swing  ’em  . [dies ; 

Thus  o’er  ray  head,  and  kick  ’em  into  pud- 
Nay,  I will  out  of  vengeance  search  your 
templts,  [demolish 

And,  with  those  hearts  that  serve  ray  god. 
Your  shambles  of  wild  worships. 

Gov.  Now,  now  you  hear,  sir!  [crafty. 
Arm.  I will  have  in  v faith,  since  you  are  so 
The  glorious  cross,  altLo’  I love  your  brother; 
Let  him  frown  too,  I will  have  my  devotion. 
And  let  your  whole  state  storm ! 

King.  Enter,  and  take  him! — 

I’m  sorry,  friend,  that  I ain  forc’d  to  do  this. 
Gov.  Be  sure  ye  bind  him  fast. 

Quisar.  But  use  him  nobly. 

King.  Had  it  to  me  been  done,  I had  for- 
giv’n  it, 

And  still  preserv'd  you  fair;  but  to  our  gods, 
i Quisar.  Methinks  1 hate  ’em  now.  [sir— 
King.  To  our  religion, 

To  these  to  be  thus  stubborn,  thus  rebellious, 

To  threaten  them — 

Arm.  Use  all  your  violence: 

I ask  no  merev,  nor  repent  my  words; 

I spit  at  your  Lest  powers;  I sene  one 
Will  give  me  strength  to  scourge  your  gods — 
Gov.  Away  with  him ! [perse ’em, 

Ann.  To  grind  'em  into  base  dust,  and  dis-  * 
That  never  more  their  bloody  memories— 

Gov.  Clap  him  close  up ! 

King.  Good  friend,  be  cooler! 

Ann.  Never; 

Your  painted  sister  I despise  too— 

King.  Softly ! [scorn  at, 

Ann.  And  all  her  devilish  arts  I laugh  and 
Mock  her  blind  purposes. 

King.  You  must  be  temperate. 

Offer  him  no  violence,  I command  you  strictly. 
Gov.  Now  thou  art  up,  I shall  have  time 
to  speak  too. 

Quisar.  Oh,  how  I love  this  man,  how  truly 
honour  him ! [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


inter  Chris  top  hero  and  Pedro  at  one  door , 
Emanuel  and  Soza  at  another. 

Chris.  TA*  YOU  know  th’  news,  gentlemen  ? 

Enutn.  ’Would  wc  knew  as  well, 
Ilow  to  prevent  it!  [sir, 

Soza.  Is  this  the  love  they  bear  us, 

For  our  late  benefit?  Taken  so  maliciously, 
And  clap’d  up  close?  is  that  the  thanks  they 
render?  [tlicr’d  slightly; 

Chris.  It  must  not  be  put  up  thus,  smo- 
’Tri  such  a base  unnatural  wrong — 


Pedro.  I know, 

They  may  think  to  do  wonders,  aim  at  all, 
And  to  blow  us  with  a vengeance  out  o’  th’ 
islands; 

But  if  we  be  ourselves,  honest  and  resolute. 
And  contiuue  but  masters  of  our  ancient 
courages,  [lainies— 

Stick  close,  and  give  no  vantage  to  their  vil— 
Soza.  Nay,  if  we  faint  or  fall  a-pieces  now, 
We’re  fools,  and  worthy  to  be  mark'd  for  mi- 
sery. 


47  Meet  your  Maumet  gods.]  This  is  the  writing  of  tliis  word  in  the  old  copy  of  164? ; iu 
«l*e  rest  ’tis  thus, 

Meet  your  Slahmnet  guds.  Sump*"*. 

It  2 Begin 
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Begin  to  strike  at  him,  they  arc  all  bound  to? 
To  cancel  his  deserts?  What  must  we  look 
If  they  can  carry  this?  [for, 

Eman.  1*1!  carry  coals  then.  [men, 

1 have  but  one  life,  and  one  fortune,  gentle* 
But  i'll  so  husband  it  to  vex  these  rascals, 
These  barbarous  slaves — 

Chris.  Shall  wc  go  charge  ’em  presently  ? 
Sosa.  No,  that  will  he  too  weak,  and  too 
fool-hardy;  [friends, 

We  must  have  grounds  that  promise  safety, 

And  sure  offence;  we  lose  our  angers  else, 
And,  worse  than  that,  venture  our  lives  too 
lightly. 

Enter  Piniero. 

Pin.  Did  you  see  mine  uncle?  Plague  o’ 
these  barbarians ! [ye’re  angry : 

How  the  rogues  stick  i’my  teeth!  I know 
So  1 am  too,  monstrous  angry,  gentlemen; 
I’m  angry,  that  I choke  again. 

You  hear  Armusia’s  up,  honest  Armusia, 
Clap’d  up  in  prison,  friends,  the  brave  Ar- 
musia  ? 

Here  are  fine  boys ! 

Emun.  We  hope  he  shall  not  stay  there. 
Pin*  Stay?  no,  he  must  not  stay,  no  talk 
of  staying,  [rascals? 

These  are  no  times  to  stay.  Are  not  these 
Speak,  I beseech  you  speak,  are  they  not 
rogues?  [devils? 

Think  some  abominable  names — are  they  not 
But  the  devil’s  a great  deal  too  good  for  ’em 
— fusty  villains! 

Chris.  They  are  a kind  of  hounds. 

Pin.  Hounds  were  their  fathers; 

Old  blear-eyM  bob-tail’d  hounds.— —Lord, 
where’s  m * uncle? 

Soza.  Bui  what  shall  be  done,  sir? 

Pin.  Done? 

Soza.  Yes,  to  relieve  him? 

If  it  ben’t  suuden,  they  may  take  his  life  too. 
Pin.  1 hey  dare  as  soon  take  fire  and  swal- 
low it,  [ters. 

Takestakes  and  thrust  into  their  tails  for  clis- 
liis  life ? why,  ’tis  a thing  worth  all  the 
islands, 

And  they  know  will  be  rated  at  that  value : 
His  v ery  imprisonment  will  make  the  town 
stink,  [for  ’em. 

And  shake  and  stink;  IVe  physic  in  my  hand 
Shall  give  the  goblins  such  a purge— 

Eu ter  Ruy  Dias. 

Pedro.  Y our  u nde ! [seeking  you : 

Ruy.  1 hear  strange  news,  and  have  been 
They  say  Armusiu’s  prisoner. 

Pin.  *Tis  most  certain. 

Ruy.  Upon  what  cruse? 

Pin.  lie  lias  deserv’d  too  much,  sir; 

The  old  heathen  policy  has  lit  upon  him, 
And  paid  him  home. 

Ruy.  A most  unnoble  dealing ! [tamely. 
Pin.  You  are  the  next,  if  you  can  carry  it 
He  has  deserv’d  of  nil. 


Ruy.  I must  confess  it; 

Of  me  so  nobly  too ! 

Pin.  I’m  glad  to  bear  it;  [fession, 

You’ve  a time  now  to  make  good  your  con- 
(Your  faith  will  shew  but  cold  else,  and  for 
fashion).  [sy, 

Now  to  redeem  all,  now  to  thank  his courte- 
Now  to  make  those  believe,  that  held  you 
backward 

And  an  ill  instrument,  you  are  a gentleman, 
An  honest  man,  and  you  dare  love  your  na- 
tion. 

Dare  stick  to  Virtue,  tho’  she  be  opprest,  ^ 
And,  for  her  own  fair  sake,  step  to  her  rescue : 
If  you  live  ages,  sir,  and  lose  this  hour, 

Not  now  redeem  and  vindicate  your  honour, 
Your  life  will  be  a murmur,  nnd  no  {nan  m L 
Ruu.  I thank  you,  nephew. — Come  along 
with  me,  gentlen\en ! 

We’ll  make  ’em  dancing  sport  immediately  t 
We’re  masters  of  the  fort  yet;  we  shall  sec 
What  that  can  Ho. 

Pin.  Let  it  but  spit  fire  finely,  [luces, 
And  play  their  turrets,  and  their  painted  pa- 
A frisking  round  or  two,  that  they  may  trip 
And  caper  in  the  air ! [it, 

Ruy.  C ome ; we’ll  do  something  [plums, 
Shall  make  ’em  look  about ; we’ll  send  'em 
If  they  ben’t  too  hard  lor  their  teeth. 

Pin.  And  fine  potatoes 
Roasted  in  gunpowder:  such  a banquet,  sir, 
We’ll  prepare  their  unmannerly  stomachs — 
Ruy.  1 hey  shall  see 
There  is  no  safe  retreat  in  villainy. 

Come,  be  high-hearted  all ! 

0 mnes.  We’re  ;tll  on  fire,  sir.  \Eieunt% 

Enter  King  and  Governor. 

King.  I am  ungrateful,  and  a wretch (pe> 
suade  me  not !) 

Korgetful  of  the  mercy  he  shew’d  me. 

The  timely  noble  pity.  Why  should  I 
See  him  fast  bound  and  fetter'd,  whose  true 
courtesy,  [me  free? 

Whose  manhood,  and  w hose  mighty  hand,  set 
Why  should  it  come  from  me  ? why  I com- 
mand this?  [thankful? 

Sh  11  not  all  tongues  and  truths  call  me  un- 
Cov:  Had  the  offence  been  thrown  on  you, 
'tis  certain  {tion, 

It  had  been  in  your  power*  and  your  discre- 
To  have  it  turn’d  into  mercy,  and  forgiven  it, 
A nd  then  it  liad  shew’d  a virtuous  point  of  gra- 
titude, 

Timely,  and  nobly  ta’en;  but  since  the  cause 
Concerns  the  honour  of  our  gods,  and  tjuur 
title,  [pajsion, 

And  so  transcends  your  pow  er,  and  vourcom* 
(A  little  your  own  safety,  if  you  saw’t  too. 

If  your  too-fond  indulgence  did  not  dartk 
you) 

It  cannot  now  admit  a private  pity : 

’Tis  in  their  w ills,  their  mercies,  or  revenges, 
A nd  these  revolts  in  you  shew  mere  rebellious. 
King.  They’re  mild  aud  pitiful— 
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Gn.  To  those  repent. 

King.  Their  nature’s  soft  and  tender— 
Gov.  To  true  hearts, 

That  feel  compunction  for  their  trespasses: 
This  man  delies  ’em  still,  threatens  destruc- 
tion 

And  demolition  of  their  arms  and  worship, 
Spit)  at  their  powers : take  heed  you  be  not 
found,  sir, 

And  mark’d  a favourer  of  their  dishonour! 
They  use  no  common  justice. 

King.  What  shall  I do 
To  deserve  of  this  man  ? 

Gov . If  you  more  bemoan  him, 

Or  mitigate  your  power  to  preserve  him, 

111  curse  you  from  the  gods,  call  up  their 
vengeance. 

Enter  Quistira  with  her  hands  bound , Qui- 
sana  and  Hanunu 

And  fling  it  on  your  land  and  you : I’ve  charge 
I hope  to  wrack  you  all.  [for’t.— 

King.  What  ails  my  sister? 

Why  is  she  bound  ? why  looks  she  so  dis- 
tractedly ? 

Who  dares  do  this?  * 

Quisun.  We  did  it  (pardon,  sir!) 

And  for  her  preservation : she’s  grown  wild, 
And  raving  oa  the  stranger’s  love  and  honour, 
Sometimes  crying  out  1 Help,  help,  they’ll 
torture  him,  [presently  !’ 

4 They’ll  take  his  life,  they’ll  murder  him 
If  we  had  not  prevented  violently — 

Have  laid  hands  on  her  own  life4**. 

Gov.  These  are  tokens 
The  gods’  displeasure  is  gone  out : be  quick, 
And,  ere  it  fall,  do  something  to  appease 
’em!  [thus. 

You  know  the  sacrifice. — I’m  glad  St  works 
Quisur.  How  low  and  base  thou  look’st 
now,  that  wert  noble ! 

No  figure  of  a king,  inethinks,  shews  on  you. 
No  face  of  majesty  : foul  swarth  ingratitude 
Has  taken  off  thy  sweetness;  base  forgetful- 
ness 

Of  mighty  benefits,  has  turn’d  thee  devil ! 
Th’hast  persecuted  goodness,  innocence, 
And  laid  a hafd  and  violent  hand  on  virtue. 
On  that  fair  virtue  that  should  teach  and 
guide  us ; [least  merit, 

Th’  hast  wrong’d  thine  own  preserver,  whose 
Pois'd  with  thy  main  estate,  thou  canst  not 
satisfy  ; [still. 

Nay,  put  thy  life  in  too,  ’twill  be  too  light 
What  hast  thou  done  ? 

Gov.  Go  for  him  presently, 

Aud  once  more  we’U  try  if  we  can  win  him 
fairly; 


If  not,  let  nothing  she  says  hinder  you,  or 
stir  you ! [command  you. 

She  speaks  distractedly:  do  that  the  gods 
Do  you  know  what  you  say,  lady  ? 

Quisur.  I could  curse  thee  too  ! 

Religion  and  severity  have  steel’d  thee, 

Have  turn’d  thy  heart  to  stone ; th’  hast  made 
the  gods  hard  too, 

Against  their  sweet  and  patient  natures,  cruel* 
Noue  of  ye  feel  what  bravery  ye  tread  ou? 
What  innocence?  what  beauty — 

King.  Pray,  be  patient ! [behind  ye? 
Quisor.  What  honourable  things  ye  cast 
What  monuments  of  man? 

Enter  Armusia  and  Guard. 

King.  Once  more,  Armusia, 

Because  I love  you  tenderly  and  dearly. 

And  would  be  glad  to  win  you  mine,  I wish 
you, 

E’en  from  my  heart  I wish  and  vvooe  you— 
Arm.  What,  sir?  [you  hate  me; 

Take  heed  how  you  persuade  me  falsely ! then 
Take  heed  how  you  entrap  me ! 

King.  I advise  you, 

And  tenderly  and  truly  I advise  you. 

Both  for  your  soul’s  liealth,  and  your 
Arm.  Stay  ! [safety— 

And  name  my  soul  no  more ! she  is  toopre- 
cious,  [too. 

Too  glorious  for  your  flatt’ries,  too  secure 
Gov.  Consider  the  reward,  sir,  aud  tha 
honour 

That  is  prepar’d,  the  glory  you  shall  grow  to. 
Arm.  They’re  not  to  be  consider’d  in  these 
cases, 

Not  to  be  nam’d ; when  souls  are  questioned. 
They’re  vain  ami  flying  vapours.  Touch  my 
life, 

’Tis  ready  for  you ; put  it  to  what  test 
It  shall  please  you,  I’m  patient;  but  for  the 
rest, 

You  may  remove  rocks  withyourlittlc  fingers, 
Or  blow  a mountain  out  o’th’  way  with  bel- 
lows, [moots. 

As  soon  as  stir  my  faith : use  no  more  argu- 
Gov.  VVe  must  use  tortures  then. 

Arm.  Your  worst  and  pain  full’s  t 
I'm  joyful  to  accept. 

Gov.  You  must  the  sharpest,  [ties. 

For  such  has  been  your  hate  against  our  dei- 
Deliver’d  openly,  your  threats  and  scornings; 
And  either  your  repentance  must  be  mighty, 
W hich  is  your  free  conversion  to  our  cus- 


toms, 


priest, 


41  U we  hud  not  prevented  violently 

Have  laid  hands  on  her  own  life.]  Something  (perhaps  a whole  line)  seems  lost  here. 
The  line  dropt  probably  also  ended  with  the  word  violently , which  occasioned  the  omission, 
the  printer  thinking  he  liad  already  composed  it.  The  sense  required  seeius  to  be,  * If  we 
‘ had  not  used  violent  means  to  prevent  it,  she  would  before  now  liave  laid  violent  hands  on 
1 her  own  liic.’ 

• And 
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And  all  the  miseries  that  shall  attend  it ! 

Let  the  gods  glut  themselves  with  Christian 
blood; 

It  will  be  ask'd  again,  and  so  far  follow’d. 

So  far  reveng’d,  and  with  such  holy  justice, 
Your  gods  ot  gold  shall  melt  and  sink  before 
it;  [thing; 

Your  altars  and  your  temples  shake  to  no- 
And  you,  false  worshippers,  blind  fools  of 
ceremony,  [fears  in, 

Shall  seek  for  holes  to  hide  your  heads  and 
For  seas  to  sw  allow  you  from  this  destruction, 
Darkness  to  dwell  about  you,  and  conceal 
Your  mother’s  wombs  again — [you, 

Gov.  Make  the  fires  ready, 

And  bring  the  several  tortures  out! 

Quisur.  Stand  fast,  sir,  [nobly 

And  fear  ’em  not ! You  that  have  stept  so 
Into  this  pious  trial,  start  not  now ; 

Keep  on  your  way  ; a virgin  will  assist  you, 
A virgin  won  by  your  fair  constancy,  [you  ! 
And,  glorying  that  she’s  won  so,  will  die  by 
I’ve  touch’d  you  every  way,  tried  you  most 
honest,  [and  temperate, 

Perfect,  and  good,  chaste,  blushing-chaste, 
Valiant,  without  vain-glory,  modest,  staid, 
No  rage  or  light  affection  ruling  in  you; 
Indeed,  the  perfect  school  of  worth  I find  you, 
The  temple  of  true  honour. 

Arm.  Whither  will  she  ? [lady  ? 

What  do  you  infer  by  this  fi»ir  argument, 
Quistir.  Your  faith  and  your  religion  must 
be  like  you ; [mirrors : 

They  that  can  shew  you  these  must  be  pure 
When  the  streams  flow  clear  and  fair,  what 
arc  the  fountains?  [tune:  go  on! 

I  do  embrace  your  faith,  sir,  and  your  for- 
I will  assist  you ; I feel  a sparkle  here, 

A lively  spark  that  kindles  my  affection, 

And  tells  me  it  will  rise  to  flames  of  glorv. 
Let  ’em  put  on  their  augers ! suffer  nohly ; 
Shew  me  the  way,  and  when  1 faint,  instruct 
And  if  I follow  not — [me; 

Ann . Oh,  blessed  lady,  [uraph  ! — 

Since  thou  art  won,  let  me  begin  my  tri- 
Corae,  clap  vour  terrors  on ! 

Quisur.  All  your  fell  tortures ! 

For  there  is  nothing  he  shall  suffer,  brother, 
I swear  by  my  new  faith  (which  is  most  sa- 
cred, 

And  I will  keep  it  so),  but  I will  follow  in, 
And  follow  to  a scruple  of  affliction, 

In  spite  of  all  your  gods,  without  prevention. 
Gov.  Death  ! she  amazes  me. 

King.  What  shall  be  done  now? 

Gov.  They  must  die  both. 

And  suddenly;  they  will  corrupt  all  else. — 
This  woman  makes  me  weary  of  my  mis- 
chief ; 

She  shakes  me,  and  she  staggers  me. — Go 
iu,  sir; 

Til  see  the  execution. 


King.  Not  so  sudden : 

If  they  go,  all  my  friends  and  sisters  perish. 
Gov.  ’Would  I were  sate  at  home  again ! 

Enter  Messenger. 

Mess.  Arm,  arm,  sir!  [ders, 

Seek  for  defence ; the  castle  plays  and  thun- 
The  town  rocks,  and  the  houses  fly  i’th’  air. 
The  people  die  for  fear.  Captain  Ruy  Dias 
lias  made  an  oath  he  will  not  leave  a stone 
here, 

No,  not  the  memory  here  has  stood  a city, 
Unless  Annusia  be  deliver’d  fairly. 

King.  I have  my  fears : w hat  can  our  gods 
Gov.  Be  patient ! , [do  now  for  us? 

But  keep  him  still.  He’s  a cure,  sir,  against 
Both  rage  and  cannon.  Go  and  fortify ; 
Call  in  the  princes49,  make  the  palace  sure, 
And  let  ’em  know  you  are  a king;  look 
nobly,  [the  prisoner, 

And  take  you  courage  to  you  ! — Keep  close 
And  under  command ; we  are  betray’d  else. 
Arm.  How  joyfully  I go! 

Quisur.  Take  my  Lean  with  thee. 

Gov.  I hold  a wolf  by  the  ear:  now,  For- 
tune, free  roe ! [Exeunt. 

Enter  four  Townsmen. 

1 Towns.  Heav’n  bless  us,  whnt  a thun- 
d ’ring’s  here?  what  fire-spitting  ? 

We  can’t  drink,  but  our  cans  are  maul’d 
amongst  us. 

2 Towns.  I would  they  would  maul  our 
scores  too ! Shame  o’  their  guns. 

I thought  they  had  been  bird-pots,  or  great 
candle-cases ; [bullets 

How  devilishly  they  bounce,  and  how  the 
Borrow  a piece  of  a house  here,  there  ano- 
ther, [risb ! 

And  mend  those  up  again  with  another  pa- 
llere  flies  a powd ring-tub,  the  meat  ready 
roasted, 

And  there  a barrel  pissing  vinegnr ; [steeple, 
And  they  two,  over-taking  the  top  of  a high 
New  ly  slic’d  off  for  a sal  lad — 

3 Towns.  A vengeance  fire  ’em  ! 

2 Towns.  Nay,  they  fire  fast  enough;  you 
need  not  help  'em.  [How  loud  they  bellow ! 

4 Towns.  Are  these  the  Portugal  bulls? 
2 Towns.  Their  horns  are  plaguy  strong; 
they  push  down  palaces ; 

They  toss  our  little  habitations  [upward ; 
Like  whelps,  likegrindle-tnils,  with  tueir  heels 
All  the  windows  o’  th'  town  dance  a new 
trenchmore50 : ( 

Tis  like  to  prove  a blessed  age  for  glnsiers . 
I met  a hand,  and  a letter  in’t,  in  great  haste. 
And  by-and-by  a single  leg  running  after  it. 
As  if  the  arm  had  forgot  part  of  his  errand ; 
Heads  fly  like  foot-halls  every  where. 

1 Towns.  What  shall  wc  do? 

2 Towns.  I care  not;  iny  shop’s  cancell  d, 


49  Call  in  the  princess.]  Amended  by  Sympson. 
,0  Trenchmurc.]  See  note  41  on  the  Pilgrim. 
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And  all  the  pot*  and  earthen  pans  in’t  va- 
nish’d : [by  the  ears; 

There  was  a single  bullet  and  they  together 
You  would  have  thought  Tom  Tumbler  had 
Ami  all  his  troops  of  devils.  [been  there, 
3 Totem.  Let’s  to  th'  king, 

And  get  this  gentleman  deliver’d  handsomely ! 
By  das  hand,  there’s  no  walking  above 
ground  else.  [by  it, 

2 Town*.  By  this  leg  (let  me  swear  nimbly 
For  I know  not  how  long  I shall  owe51  it),  if 
I were 

Oat  of  the  town  once,  if  I came  in  again 
To  fetch  ray  breakfast,  I will  give  ’em  leave 
To  cram  ine  with  a Portugal  pudding.  Come, 
Let’s  do  any  thing  to  appease  this  thunder ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Piniero  and  Panura. 

Pin.  Art  sure  it  was  that  blind  priest? 
Pan.  Yes,  most  certain;  [ciful, 

He  lias  provok'd  all  this.  The  king  is  rnerci- 
Aad  wond’rous  loving;  but  lie  fires  him  on 
still. 

And,  when  he  cools,  enrages  him;  I know  it; 
Threatens  new  vengeance,  and  the  gods’ 
fierce  justice,  [sia; 

When  lie  but  looks  with  fair  eyes  on  Armu- 
Will  lend  biiu  no  time  to  relent.  My  royal 
mistress,  p 

Sb*  has  entertain’d  a Christian  hope. 

Pin.  Speak  truly ! [lie  lies  at  her, 

Pun.  Nay,  *tis  most  true;  but,  Lord!  how 
And  threatens  her,  and  Batters  her,  and 
damns  her  ! 

And,  I tear,  if  not  speedily  prevented. 

If  she  continue  stout,  both  shall  be  executed. 
Pin.  I’ll  kiss  thee  for  this  news  ! Nay, 
more,  Panura;  [Christian, 

If  thou  wilt  give  me  leave,  I’ll  get  thee  with 
The  best  way  to  convert  thee. 

Pan.  Make  me  believe  so. 

Pin.  I will,  i’laiih.  But  which  way 
caro’st  thou  hither  ? 

The  palace  is  close  guarded,  and  barricado’d. 
Pun.  I came  thro'  a private  vault,  which 
few  there  know  of; 

It  rises  in  a temple  uot  fur  hence, 

Close  by  the  castle  here. 

Pin.  IIow  ? to  what  end  ? 

Pa n.  A good  one:  [mistress, 

To  give  you  knowledge  of  ray  new-born 
And  in  what  doubt  Annusia  stands: 

Think  any  present  means,  or  hope  to  stop  ’em 
From  their  fell  ends.  T he  princes  are  come 
And  they  are  harden’d  also.  [in  too, 

Pin.  The  damn’d  priest — [religion 

Pan.  Sure  he's  a cruel  man  ! Metiiinks 

Should  teach  inure  temperate  lessons. 

Pin.  He  ti»e  firebrand/  fare? 

He  dare  to  touch  at  such  fair  lives  as  theirs 
” ell,  prophet,  I shall  prophesy,  I shall  catch 
you. 


When  all  your  prophecies  will  not  redeem  you* 
Wilt  thou  do  one  tiling  bravely? 

Fan.  Any  good  I am  able. 

Pin.  And,  by  thine  own  white  hand,  I’ll 
swear  thou’rt  virtuous, 

And  a brave  wench.  Durst  thou  but  guide 
me  presently  [palace. 

Thro’  the  same  vault  thou  cam’st,  into  the 
And  those  I shall  appoint,  such  as  I think  fit? 
Pan . Yes,  I will  do’t,  and  suddeuly,  and 
truly. 

Pin.  I’d  fain  behold  this  prophet. 

Fan.  Now  I have  you,  [him. 

And  shall  bring  you  where  you  shall  behold 
Alone  too,  and  unfurnish’d  of  defences; 

That  shall  be  my  care : but  vou  must  not 
betray  me.  [slaves,  rogues? 

Fin.  Dost  thou  thiuk  we’re  so  base,  such 
Pan.  I do  not : 

And  you  shall  see  how  fairly  I’ll  work  for  you. 
Pin . I must  needs  steal  that  priest,  steal 
him,  and  hang  him.  [strangle  him  ? 

Pan.  Do  any  thing  to  remove  his  mischief; 
Pin.  Come,  prithee,  love ! 

Pan.  You’ll  offer  me  no  foul  play? 

The  vault  is  dark. 

Pin.  Twas  well  remember’d. 

Pan.  And  you  may — 

But  I hold  you  honest. 

Pin.  Honest  enough,  I warrant  thee. 

Pan.  I’m  but  a poor  weak  wench;  and 
what  with  the  place,  [will  not — 

And  your  persuasions,  sir — but  I hope  you 
You  kuow  we’re  often  cozen’d. 

Pin.  If  thou  dost  fear  me, 

Why  dost  thou  put  me  in  mind  ? 

Pan  To  let  you  know,  sir,  [to  it, 

Tho*  it  be  iu  your  power,  and  things  fitting 
Yet  a true  gentleman — 

Pin.  I know  what  he’ll  do  : 

Come,  and  remember  me,  and  I will  answer 
thee,  [castle, 

I’ll  answer  thee  to  th’  full;  we’ll  call  at  the 
And  then,  mv  good  guide,  do  thy  will ! slm’t 
A very  tractable  man.  fliud  me 

Pan.  I hope  I shall,  sir.  [ bur uni. 

Enter  Bakum , , Syuna,  and  Soldiers. 

Btikam.  Let  my  men  guard  tiie  gates ! 
Sj/anu.  And  mine  the  temple. 

For  fear  the  honour  of  our  gods  should  suffer : 
And  on  your  lives  be  watchful! 

BakufJi.  And  be  valiant; 

And  let’s  sec,  if  these  l’ortugals  dare  enter, 
YVbat  their  high  hearts  dare  do!  Let’s  see 
liow  readily  [man ! 

The  great  liny  Dias  will  redeem  his  country- 
He  speaks  proud  word?,  and  threatens. 

Suana.  He’s  approv’d,  sir. 

And  will  put  fair  for  what  h'*  promises. 

I could  wish  friemilier  terms;  yet,  for  our 
liberties 


51  Owe.]  L e.  Own. 
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And  for  onr  gods,  we’re  bound  in  our  best  I 
service,  I Enter  Piniero,  Sosa,  and  Soldiers , with  the 

Ev’n  in  tlic  hazard  of  our  lives—  I Governor. 


Enter  the  King  above. 

King.  Come  up,  princes,  [fort  still 

And  give  your  counsels,  and  your  helps : the 
Plays  fearfully  upon  us,  beats  our  buildings, 
And  turns  our  people  wil4  with  fears, 
Bakam . Send  for 

The  prisoner,  and  j»ive  us  leave  to  argue. 

[Exeunt  Bakam  and  Syana. 

Enter  Buy  Dias,  Emanuel,  Christophcro, 
und  Pedro , with  SoldiersL 


Buy.  Come  on  nobly, 

And  let  the  fort  play  still ! we’re  strong  enough 
To  look  upon  ’em,  and  return  at  pleasure : 
II  may  be  on  our  view  they  will  return  him. 
Chris.  We  will  return  ’em  such  thanks 
else  shall  make  ’em 
Scratch  where  it  itches  not. 

Eman.  How  the  people  stare ! 

And  some  cry,  some  pray,  aud  some  curse 
heartily ; 

But  it  is  the  king— 


Pin.  No,  no;  go  on!  Look  here;  your 
god,  your  prophet ! 

King.  How  came  he  taken? 

Pin.  I conjur’d  for  him,  king: 

I am  a sure  cur  at  an  old  blind  prophet. 

I'll  hunt  you  such  a false  knave  admirably*1! 
A terrier  I : I earth’d  him,  and  then  snapt 
W*n.  [we  stole  him, 

Soza.  Saving  the  rev’rence  of  your  grace, 
E’en  out  of  the  next  chamber  to  you. 

Pin.  Come,  come ; berin,  king  ! 

Begin  this  bloody  matter  when  you  dare ! 
And  yet  I scorn  my  sword  should  touch  the 
rascal:  . [art  thou? 

I’ll  tear  him  thus  before  you.  Ha ! what 
[Pulls  his  beard  and  hair  cff. 
Kin£s  How’s  tliis?  Art  thou  a prophet? 
Buy.  Come  down,  princes ! [Armusia! 
King.  We  are  abus'd  ! — Oh,  my  most  dear 
Off  with  his  chains ! And  now,  my  noble  sister, 
Rejoice  with  me;  I know  you're  pleas’d  as  I 
tun.  [don  governor, 

Pin.  This  is  a precious  prophet  ! Why, 
What  make  you  here?  how  long  have  you 
ta’en  orders?  [this  mischief? 

Buy.  Why,  what  a wretch  art  thou  to  work 
T*  assume  this  holy  shape  to  ruimhonour, 
Honour  and  clmsdty  ? 

Enter  King , and  all,  from  above. 

Gov.  I’d  paid  you  all,  [my  doom. 

But  Fortune  play’d  the  slut.  Come,  give  me 
King.  I cannot  speak  for  wonder. 

Got.  Nay,  ’tis  I,  sir; 

And  here  I stay  your  sentence. 

King.  Take  her,  friend  ! 

(You’ve  half  persuaded  me  to  be  a Christian) 
And  with  her  all  the  joys,  and  all  the  bless- 
ings ! 

Why,  what  dream  have  we  dwelt  in? 

Ruy.  All  peace  to  ye,  fye- 

And  all  the  happiness  of  heart  dwell  with 
Children  as  sweet  and  noble  as  their  pa- 
rents— 

Pin.  And  kings  at  least ! 

Arm.  Good  sir,  forget  my  rashness; 

And,  noble  princess54,  fori  was  once  angry, 
And,  out  of  that,  might  utter  some  distempcrV 
1 hink  not  it  is  my  nature. 

Syana.  Your  joy’s  ours,  sir; 

And  nothing  we  find  in  you  but  most  noble. 
King.  To  prison  with  this  dog ! there  let 
him  howl,  # 

And,  if  he  can  repent,  sigh  out  his  villainies. 
His  island  we  shall  seize  into  our  hands;  # 
His  father  and  himself  have  both  usurp’d  it. 


Enter  Syana , Bakam,  Quisara,  Armusia , with 
Soldiers,  above. 

Buy.  I cannot  blame  their  wisdoms; 
They’re  nil  above.  Armusia  chain’d  and 
bound  too? 

Ob,  these  nre  thankful  squires ! 

Bakam.  Hear  us,  Ruy  Dias, 

Be  wise  and  hear  us,  and  give  speedy  answer  l 
Command  thy  cannon  presently  to  cease, 
No  more  to  trouble  the  afflicted  people, 

Or  suddenly  Armusia’s  head  goes  off, 

As  suddenly  as  said. 

Eman.  Stay,  sir,  be  moderate  ! [Dias ! 
Arm.  Do  nothing  that's  dishonourable,  Ruy 
Let  not  the  fear  of  me  master  thy  valour ! 
Pursue ’em  still;  they  are  base  malicious  peo- 
King.  Friend,  be  not  desperate ! [pie. 
Ann.  I scorn  your  courtesies ! 

Strike  when  you  dare!  a fair  aim  guide  the 
gunner 5l, 

And  may  he  let  fly  still  with  fortune ! Friend, 
Do  me  the  honour  of  a soldier’s  f unerals. 
The  last  fair  Christian  rite;  see  me  i’th’ 
ground,  [pies, 

And  let  the  palace  hum  first,  then  the  tem- 
And  on  their  scorned  gods  erect  my  monu- 
ment! 

Touch  not  the  princess,  as  you  are  a soldier! 
Quisar.  Which  way  you  go,  sir,  I must  fol- 
low necessary: 

One  life,  and  one  death  ! 

King.  Will  you  take  a truce  yet? 


ii  !>rm  tht  Amended  by  Svmpwn. 

5.  uf]  Surels  *°r  fu“in.t’  we  silould  here  rend  hunt.  Sympton. 

And  noble  Pnncesse.]  So  the  first  folio;  the  second,  and  octavo  1711,  Princesses; 
ward  and  Sympson,  Princes.  The  first  copy  surely  is  right,  Armusia  meaning  to  apologia 
for  his  passionate  language,  in  a former  scene,  to  Quisara. 
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Act  4.] 

And  kept  it  by  oppression : the  town  and 
castle. 

In  which  I lay  myself  most  miserable, 

Till  my  most  honourable  friend  redeem’d  me, 

Signor  Piniero,  I bestow  on  you ; 

The  rest  of  next  command  upon  tliesc  gen- 
tlemen ; 

Ppon  ye  all,  my  love. 

Arm.  Oh,  brave  Ruy  Dias, 

You’ve  started  now  beyond  me;  I must 
thank  you, 


And  thank  you  for  my  life,  my  wife,  and  ho- 
nour, 

JR i/i/.  I’m  glad  I had  her  for  you,  sir. 
King.  Come  princes;  [gentlemen; 

Come,  friends  and  lovers  all;  come,  noble 
No  more  guns  now,  nor  hates,  but  joys  and 
tiiumphs! 

An  universal  gladness  fly  about  us ! 

And  know,  how'ever  subtle  men  dare  cast 
And  promise  wrack,  the  gods  give  peace  at 
last.  [Lx cunt  omnes. 
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THE  WOMANS  PRIZE; 


OK, 

THE  TAMER  TAM’D. 

A COMEDY. 


This  Comedy  appears  to  be  one  of  the  performances  which  Fletcher  wrote,  without  the 
assistance  of  Beaumont.  The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  and  Lovelace,  as  well 
as  the  Prologue,  ascribe  it  to  him  alone.  We  believe  an  alteration  of  part  of  it  was  Acted 
about  twenty  years  ago  at  Drury-Lanc  Theatre,  as  an  After-Piece,  for  the  benefit  of  the 
late  Mrs.  Pritchard,  or  one  of  her  family. 


PROLOGUE. 


Indies,  to  you,  in  whose  defence  and  right 
Fletcher’s  brave  muse  prepar’d  herself  to 
fight 

A battle  without  blood  Ctwas  well  fought  too; 
The  victory’s  yours,  tho’  got  with  much  ado) 
We  do  present  this  Comedy;  in  which 
A rivulet  of  pure  wit  flows,  strong  and  rich 
In  fancy,  language,  and  all  parts  that  may 
Add  grace  and  ornament  to  a merry  play: 
Which  this  may  prove  ! Yet  not  to  go  too 
far 

In  promises  from  this  our  female  war, 


We  do  entreat  the  angry  men  would  not 
Expect  the  mazes  of  a subtle  plot,  ■ [worse, 
Set  speeches,  high  expressions,  and  what’s 
In  a true  Comedy,  politick  discourse. 

The  end  we  aim  at,  is  to  make  you  sport; 
Yet  neither  gall  the  city  nor  the  court. 
Hear,  and  observe  his  comick  strain,  and 
when 

Ye’re  sick  of  melancholy;  sce’t  again. 

Tis  no  dear  physick,  since  ’twill  quit  die 
cost, 

Or  his  intentions,  with  our  pains,  are  lost. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Me*. 

Moroso,  an  old  rich  doting  Citizen,  Suitor  to 
Liviu. 

Sopiiocle3,  'htuo  Gentlemen,  friends  toPe- 
Tranio,  ) truchio. 

Petruchio,  an  Italian  Gentleman , Husband 
to  Maria. 

Howland,  a young  Gentleman,  in  love  with 
Lizia. 

Pet p.om  us.  Father  to  Maria  and  Lizia * 
Iaql'l  1 

j twowitty  Servants  to  Petruchio. 


Doctor. 

Apothecary. 

Watchmen. 

Porters. 

Women. 

Maria, u chaste  witty  Lady,',  the  two  nascu- 
Livia,  Mistress  to  Row-  > lincDaughters 
land,  ; of  Petronius. 

Bianc a,  their  Cousin, andConunani/cr-in-chicf. 
City  Wives,  ) who  came  to  the  relief  yf 
Country  Wives,  ) the  Ladies. 

Maids. 


SCENE,  London. 
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THE  WOMAN’S  PRIZE;  OR,  THE  TAMER  TAM’D.  [Act  1.  Scene  1. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

j Enter  Morons*  Sophocles , and  Tranio , with 
rosemary 1 , ns  J)  om  a Wedding. 

Aloroso.  OD  give  'em  joy  J 
^ Tra.  Amen  ! 

Soph.  Amen,  say  I too! 

The  pudding’s  now  i’th’  proof.  Ahis,  poor 
wench,  [work. 

Thro’  what  a mine  of  patience  must  thou 
Ere  thou  know’st  good  hour  more ! 

Tru.  Tis  too  true,  certnin  : J 

Methinks  her  father  basdealt  harshly  with  her, 
Exceeding  harshly,  and  not  like  a father, 

To  match  her  to  this  dragon  : I protest 
I pity  the  poor  gentlewoman. 

A /or.  Methinks  now, 

He’s  not  so  terrible  as  people  think  him. 
Soph.  This  old  thief  flatters,  out  of  mere 
devotion, 

To  please  the  father  for  his  second  daughter. 
Tru.  But  shall  he  have  her? 

Soph.  Yes,  when  I have  Rome : 

And  yet  the  father’s  for  him. 

Mur.  l’il  assure  you, 

I hold  him  a good  man. 

Soph.  Yes,  sure,  a wealthy; 

But  whet  her  a good  w oman’s  man  is  doubtful. 
Tra.  'Would  ’twere  no  worse ! 
lilor.  What  tho*  his  other  wife, 

Out  of  her  most  abundant  soberness, 

Out  of  her  daily  hue  and  cries  upon  him, 
(For  sure  she  was  a rebel)  turn’d  his  temper, 
And  forc’d  him  blow  us  high  as  she ; does’t 
follow 

He  must  retai n that  long-since-bu ried  tempest, 
To  this  soft  maid? 

Soph.  T feMMt. 

Tra.  So  too; 

And  so  far,  that  if  God  hn<[madc  me  woman, 
A ud  his  wife  that  must  be — 


jlfor.  What  would  you  do,  sir? 

4 Tra.  I’d  learn  to  eat  coals  with  an  angry 
cat,  [him1, 

And  spit  fire  at  him;  I would,  to  prevent 
I)o  all  the  ramping,  roaring  tricks,  a whore, 
Being  drunk,  and  tumbling  ripe,  would 
tremble  at: 

There  is  no  safety  else,  nor  moral  wisdom, 
To  be  a wife,  and  his. 

Soph.  So  I should  think  too.  [first  wife 
Tra.  For  yet  the  bare  remembrance  of  his 
(I  tell  you  on  my  knowledge,  and  a truth  too) 
Will  make  him  start  in’s  sleep,  and  very  often 
Cry  out  for  cudgels,  colestnves,  any  thing; 
Hiding  his  breeches,  out  of  fear  her  ghost 
Should  walk,  and  wear  ’em  yet.  Since  his 
first  marriage, 

He  is  no  more  the  still  I'etruchio, 

Than  I um  Babylon. 

Soph.  He’s  a good  fellow, 

And  on  my  word  I love  him;  but  to  think 
A fit  match  for  this  tender  soul — 

Tra.  Ilis  very  frowu3,  if  she  but  say  her 
prayers  [tinder; 

Louder  than  inen  talk  treason,  makes  him 
The  motion  of  a dial,  when  he’s  testy, 

Is  the  same  trouble  to  him  as  a water-work; 
She  must  do  nothing  of  herself,  not  cat, 
Drink,  say  * Sir,  how  do  you  ?*  make  her 
Unless  he  bid  her.  [ready,  unready, 

Soph.  He  will  bory  her,  [three  weeks. 
Ten  pound  to  twentv  shillings,  within  these 
Tru.  I'll  be  your  finlf. 

Enter  Juquet,  with  a pot  of  H utf. 
Jlfor.  lie  loves  her  most  extremely, 

And  so  long  ’twill  he  honey-moon.  Now, 
You  are  a busy  man,  I’m  sure.  [Jaques! 

Jaqucs.  Yes,  certain; 

This  old  sport  must  have  eggs. 

Soph.  Not  yet  this  ten  days. 


* Rosemary.]  See  note  S3  on  the  Elder  Brother- 
a To  prevent  him .]  i.  p.  To  be  Ujorehund  with  him,  to  out-do  him. 

3 His  very  J'rtncu 

— — makes  him  tinder .]  This  very  unintelligible  passage,  we  have  no  assistance  from 
any  authority  to  set  right : what  stuff  is  it  to  say,  that  Petrtichio*s own  frown,  if  his  w ife  says 
her  prayers  &e.  makes  him  (Fetruchio)  tinder.  If  I may  venture  to  conjecture  what  the 
poet  did  write,  it  should  be  thus:  her  very  sound,  or,  as  it  might  be  wrote  nearer  to  tl»e 
trace  of  the  letters  in  Chaucer’s  manner,  her  very  sown,  i.  e.  voice,  ami  then  the  passage 
would  he  sense.  Sympson. 

\Ye  think  some  words  are  lost : his  very  frown,  is  a proper  beginning  of  a reply  to  the 
foregoing  speech.  The  last  speech  ending  with  an  imperfect  verse,  Trunio't  might  have 
begun  with, 

Oil,  no ! 

His  very  frown  would  throro  her  into  Jits; 

And  cv'n  her  voire,  if  she  but,  &c. 

We  do  not  presume  to  give  the  additional  words  as  those  lost,  but  only  as  supplying  some* 
tliingilike  the  sense  of  them. 

Jtiqvch 
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Jaques.  Sweet  gentlemen,  with  muskadel. 
Tra.  That’s  right,  sir. 

Mor.  This  fellow  broods  his  master*. 
Speed  you,  Jaques ! 

Soph.  We  shall  be  for  you  presently. 

Jaques.  Your  worships  [science, 

Shall  have  it  rich  and  neat,  and,  o’ my  con- 
A*  welcome  as  our. Lady-day.  Oh,  my  old 
sir> 

When  shall  we  see  your  worship  run  at  ring? 
That  hour,  a standing  were  worth  money. 
Mor.  So,  sir!  [tress, 

Jaques.  Upon  my  little  honesty,  yourmis- 
Jf  I have  any  speculation. 

Must  think  this  single  thrumming  of  a fiddle, 
Without  a bow,  but  e'en  poor  sport. 

Mor.  You're  merry. 

Jaques.  'Would  I were  wise  too!  So,  God 
bless  your  worship  ! [Exit. 

Tra.  The  fellow  tells  you  true. 

Soph.  When  is  the  day,  man? 

Come,  come;  you'll  steul  a marriage. 

Mor.  Nay,  believe  me: 

But  when  her  father  pleases,  I am  ready, 
And  all  my  friends  shall  know  it. 

Tra.  Why  not  now  ? 

One  charge  had  serv’d  for  both. 

Mor.  There’s  reason  iu’u 
Soph.  Call’d  Rowland. 

Mor.  Will  you  walk? 

They’ll  think  we  are  lost:  come,  gentlemen  ! 
Ira.  You’ve  wip’d  him  now. 

Soph.  So  will  he  ne’er  the  wench,  I hope. 
Tra.  I wish  it.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Rowland  and  Livia. 

Haul.  Now,  Livia,  if  you’ll  go  away  to- 

ui«ht, 

If  vour  affections  be  not  made  of  words— 

'Ll  via.  I love  you,  aud  you  know  how 
dearly,  Rowland: 

(T»  there  none  near  us  ?)  My  affections  ever 
Have  been  your  servants;  with  what  super- 
I've  ever  sainted  you — [stition 

Road.  Why  then  take  this  way? 

Livia.  Till  be  a childish,  and  a less  pro- 
sperous course  [we  do 

Than  his  that  knows  not  care;  why  should 
Our  honest  and  our  hearty  love  such  wrong, 
lo  over-rim  our  fortunes? 

Rowl.  Then  you  flatter! 

Livia.  Alas,  you  know  I cannot. 

Hml.  W hat  hope’s  left  else  * 

But  flying,  to  enjoy  ye  ? 

Livia.  None,  sv  far. 

For  let  it  be  admitted,  we  have  time, 

And  all  things  now  in  other  expectation, 

My  fathers  bent  against  us;  what  ut  ruin, 
Can  such  a bye-way  bring  us?  If  your  b ars 
Would  let  you  look  with  my  eyes,  I would 
shew  you, 


And  certain,  how  our  staying  here  would  win 
us 

A course,  tho’  somewhat  longer,  yet  far  surer. 
Rond.  And  then  Moroso  lias  ye. 

Livia.  No  such  matter : [whoring ; 

For  hold  this  certain ; begging,  stealing. 
Selling  (which  is  a sin  unpardonable) 

Of  counterfeit  cods,  or  musty  English  crocus, 
Switches,  or  stones  for  th’  tooth-ach,  sooner 
finds  me. 

Than  that  drawn  fox  Moroso. 

Rowl.  But  his  money; 

If  wealth  may  win  you — 

Livia.  If  a hog  may  be  [Rowland  ? 
High-priest  among  tfie  Jews!  IJis  money. 
Oh,  love  forgive  me  ! What  faith  hast  thou! 
Why,  can  his  money  kiss  me— 

Rowl.  Y'es. 

Livia.  Behind, 

Lac’d5  out  upon  a petticoat. — Or  gra«p  me. 
While  I cry,  oh,  good  thank  you!  (O’Tny 
troth,  [with  me. 

Thou  mak'st  me  merry  with  thy  fear!)  or  lie 
As  you  may  do  ? Alas,  what  fools  you  men 
are ! 

His  mouldy  money?  Half  a dozen  riders, 
That  cannot  sit,  but  stumpt  fast  to  their 
saddles ; 

No,  Rowland,  no  man  shall  make  use  of  me; 
My  beauty  was  born  free,  and  free  I’ll  give  it 
To  him  that  loves,  not  buys  me.  You  yet 
doubt  me  ? 

Roud.  I cannot  say  I doubt  you, 

Livia.  Go  thy  ways : . [sion — 

Thou  art  the  prettiest  puling  piece  of  pas- 
I'taith,  I will  not  fail  thee. 

RowL  I had  father — [carry  it, 

JAvia.  Prithee,  believe  me ! If  1 do  not 
For  both  our  goods— 

Rowl.  Buf — 

Livia.  What  but  ? 

Rowl.  1 would  tell  you.  [but  this; 

Livia.  1 know  all  you  can  t^li  me : all’s 
You’d  have  me,  and  he  with  me;  is’tnotso? 
Rowl.  Y’es.  [you?  (Jo. 

Livia.  Why,  you  shall ; will  that  content 
Rowl.  I am  very  loth  to  go. 

Enter  Bianca  and  Maria. 

Livia.  Now,  o’ my  conscience, 

Thou  art  an  honest  fellow  ! Here’s  my  sister! 
Go,  prithee  go!  this  kiss,  and  credit  me, 

Ere  l am  three  nights  older,  1 am  for  thee : 
You  ahull  hear  what  I do/  Farewell! 

Rowl.  Farewell!  [Exit. 

Livia.  Alas,  poor  fooL  how't  looks  ! [it. 
It  would  cv’n  hang  itself,  should  I but  cross 
For  pure  love  to  the  matter,  I must  hatch  it- 
Bumca.  Nay,  never  look  for  merry  hour, 
.Maria, 

If  now  you  make  it  not:  let  not  your  blushes. 
Your  modesty,  aud  tenderness  of  spirit. 


* Broods  his  master.]  i.  e.  Nourishes  or  cherishes  him. 

1 ImsJ,  first  ioho;  laid , second.  Thu  text  is  by  Svuipton. 

Make. 
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Make  you  continual  anvil  to  his  anger ! 
Believe  me,  since  his  first  wife  set  him  going, 
Nothing  can  bind  his  rage:  take  your  own 
council; 

You  shall  not  say  that  I persuaded  you. 

But  if  you  suffer  him — 

Maria.  Stay  ! sliall  I do’t? 

Bianca.  Have  you  a stomach  to’t? 

Maria.  I never  skew’d  it. [stronger6  in  you. 
Bianca.  Till  shew  the  rarer  and  the 
But  do  not  say  I urg’d  you. 

Maria.  I am  perfect.  [leap’d 

Like  Curtius,  to  redeem  my  ebuntry,  have  I 
Into  this  gulph  of  marriage ; and  I’ll  do  it. 
Farewell,  all  poorer  thoughts,  but  spite  and 
anger,  [cousin, 

Till  I have  wrought  a miracle! — Now, 
T am  no  more  the  gentle,  tame  Marin: 
Mistake  me  not;  I have  a new  soul  in  me. 
Made  of  a north-wind,  nothing  but  tempest; 
And,  like  a tempest,  shall  it  make  all  ruins, 
Till  1 have  run  mv  will  out ! 

Bianca.  This  is  brave  now,  [you ! 

If  you  continue  it:  but,  your  own  will  lead 
Maria.  Adieu,  all  tenderness  ! I dare  con- 
tinue. [blushes, 

Maids  that  arc  made  of  fears,  and  modest 
\ iew  me,  und  love  example  ! 

Bianca.  Here’s  vour  sister. 

Maria.  Here’s  the  brave  old  man’s  love — 
Bianca.  That  loves  the  young  man. 

Maria.  Ay,  and  hold  thee  there,  wench ! 
What  a grief  of  heart  is’t,  [night. 

When  Paphos*  revels  should  up-rouse  old 
To  sweat  ugninst  a cork,  to  lie  and  tell 
The  clock  o’th’  lungs,  to  rise  sport-starv’d  ? 
JJvia.  Dear  sister, 

Where  have  you  been,  you  talk  thus? 

Maria.  Whv,  at  church,  wench;  [now. 
Where  I am  tied  to  talk  thus:  I’m  a wife 
JJvia . It  seems  so,  and  a modest ! 

Maria.  You’re  an  ass  ! 

W hen  thou  art  married  once,  thy  modesty 
Will  never  buy  thee  pins. 

JJvia.  ’Bless  me  ! 

Maria.  From  what  ? [sin  Livia  ! 

Bianca.  From  such  a tame  fool  as  our  cou- 
Liziu.  You  are  not  mad  ? 


Maria.  Yes,  wench,  and  so  must  you  be, 
Or  none  of  our  acquaintance  (mark  me, 
Livia), 

Or  indeed  fit  for  our  sex.  Tis  bed-time: 
Pardon  me,  yellow  Hymen,  that  I mean 
Thine  offerings  to  protract,  or  to  keep  fasting 
My  valiant  bridegroom  ! 

Livia.  Whither  will  this  woman  ? 

Bianca.  You  may  perceive  her  end. 

Livia.  Or  rather  fear  it. 

Maria.  Dare  you  be  partner  iu’t  ? 

JJvia.  Leave  it,  Maria!  [leave  it! 

(I  fear  I’ve  mark’d  too  much)  for  goodness, 
Divest  you  with  obedient  hands ; to-bed ! 
Maria.  To  bed?  No, Livia;  there  are  co- 
mets hang 

Prodigious  over  that  yet ; there’s  a fellow 
Must  yet,  before  I know  that  heat  (ne’er 
start,  wench), 

Be  made  a man,  for  yet  lie  is  a monster; 
Here  must  his  head  be,  Livia. 

Livia.  Never  hope  it:  [as 

’Tis  as  easy  with  a sieve  to  scoop  the  ocean, 
To  tame  Petruchio. 

Maria.  Stay  ! — Lucina,  hear  me ! 

Never  unlock  the  treasure  of  my  womb, 

For  human  fruit  to  make  it  capable; 

Nor  never  with  thy  secret  hand  make  brief 
A mother’s  labour  to  me ; if  I do 
Give  way  unto  my  married  husband's  will, 
Or  be  a wife  in  any  thing  but  hopes, 

Till  l have  made  him  easy  as  a child, 

And  tame  as  fear!  (He  shall  not  win  a smile, 
Or  a pleas’d  look,  from  this  austerity, 

Tho’  it  would  pull  another  jointure  from  him, 
And  make  him  ev’ry  day  another  man) 

And  when  I kiss  him,  till  I have  my  will, 
May  I be  barren  of  delights,  and  know 
Only  what  pleasures  are  in  dreams  and  guesses! 
Livia.  A strange  exordium  ! 

Bianca.  All  the  several  wrongs 
Done  by  imperious  husbands  to  their  wives 
These  thousand  yearsand  upwards, strengthen 
Thou  hast  a brave  cause.  [thee ! 

Maria.  And  I’ll  do  it  bravely; 

Or  may  I knit  my  life  out  ever  after ! 

Livia.  In  what  part  of  the  world7  got  she 
this  spirit  ? 


6 Stronger.]  Syropson  would  read  stranger. 

7 In  u hat  part  of'  the  rear  Id.]  These  six  subsequent  lines  seem  almost  all  misplaced.  As 
they  now  stand,  part  of  the  sentence  is  intermixt  with  the  parenthesis,  and  makes  a paren- 
thesis to  the  parenthesis.  I read  the  whole  thus: 

Uvia.  In  what  part  of  the  world  got  she  this  spirit? 

Which  yet  I cannot  think  your  own,  it  shews 

So  distant  from  your  sweetness 

Af</r/e.Tis,  I swear. 

Livia.  Yet  pray,  jWarta,  look  before  you  truly,  • 

Besides  the  due  obedience  of  a wife, 

(Which  you  will  find  a heavy  imputation) 

Weigh  but  the,  bcc. 

I have  inserted  an  adjective  in  the  fifth  line,  which  seems  to  have  been  drop’d  by  accident  J 
it  is  necessary  to  the  measure,  natural  to  the  expression,  and  is  used  in  the  same  manner  in 
another  part  of  the  play.  Seward. 

\V  e see  no  need  of  transposition  : the  construction  is  not  more  violent  than  many  other 
passages  of  these  plays,  undoubtcdlygcnuine,  Yet 
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Yet  pray,  Maria,  look  before  you  truly  ! 
Besides  the  disobedience  of  a wife®, 

(Which  you  will  find  a heavy  imputation, 
Which  yet  I cannot  think  your  own)  it  shews 
So  distant  from  your  sweetness — 

Maria.  'Tis,  I swear,  [hopes  you  have, 
Uvia.  Weigh  but  the  person,  and  the 
To  work  this  desperate  cure  ! 

Maria.  A weaker  subject  [ence? 

Would  shame  the  end  1 aim  at.  Disobedi- 
You  talk  too  tamely  : by  the  faith  I have 
In  mine  own  noble  will,  that  childish  woman 
That  lives  a pris’ner  to  her  husband’s  plea- 
sure, 

Has  lost  her  making,  and  becomes  a beast. 
Created  for  his  use,  not  fellowship  ! 

Uvia.  His  first  wife  said  as  much. 

Maria.  She  was  a fool, 

And  took  a scurvy  course : let  her  be  nam’d 
’Mongst  those  that  wish  for  things,  but  dare 
I have  a new  dance  for  him*  [not  do  ’em ; 

Liria.  Are  you  of 
This  faith  ? 

Bianca.  Yes,  truly;  and  will  die  in’t. 
Uvia.  Why  then, 

Lei’s  all  wear  breeches ! [of  a woman : 
Maria.  Now  thou  com'st  near  the  nature 
Hang  these  taine-hearted  eyasses9,  that  no 
sooner  [hollow, 

See  the  lure  out,  and  hear  their  husband’s 
But  cry  like  kites  upon  'em : the  free  hag- 
gard [knows  it, 

(Which  is  that  woman  that  hath  wing,  and 
Spirit  and  plume)  will  make  an  hundred 
checks, 

To  shew  her  freedom,  sail  in  ev'ry  air, 

And  look  out  ev’ry  pleasure,  not  regarding 
Lure  nor  quarry  till  her  pitch  command 
What  she  desires;  making  her  founder'd 
keeper 

Be  glad  to  fling  out  trains,  and  golden  ones, 
To  take  her  down  again. 

Uvia.  You’re  learned,  sister; 

Yet  I say  still,  take  heed  ! 

Maria.  A witty  saying ! 

HI  tell  thee,  Livia,  had  this  fellow  tir'd 
As  uiany  wives  as  horses  under  him, 

With  spurring  of  their  patience;  had  he  got 
A patent,  with  an  office  to  reclaim  us, 
Confirm’d  by  parliament;  had  he  all  the  ma- 
And  subtilty  of  devils,  or  of  us,  [lice 

Or  any  thing  that’s  worse  than  botli — 

Uvia.  Hey,  bey,  boys!  this  is  excellent! 


Maria.  Or  could  lie  [’em 

Cast  his  wives  new  again,  like  bells,  to  make 
Sound  to  his  will ; or  had  the  fearful  liume 
Of  the  first  breaker  of  wild  women ; yet, 
Yet  would  I undertake  this  man,  thus  single. 
And,  spite  of  all  the  freedom  he  has  reach’d 
to,  [him 

Turn  him  and  bend  him  as  I list,  and  mould 
Into  a babe  again,  that  aged  women,  [him. 
Wanting  botli  teeth  and  spleen,  may  master 
Bianca.  Thou  wilt  be  chronicled. 

Maria.  That’s  all  I aim  at.  [heart 

Livia.  I must  confess  I do  with  all  my 
Hate  an  imperious  husband,  and  in  time 
Might  be  so  wrought  upon — 

Bianca.  To  make  him  cuckold? 

Maria.  If  lie  deserve  it. 

Livia.  Then  I’ll  leave  yc ,0,  ladies. 

Bianca.  Thou  hast  not  so  much  noble  an- 
ger in  thee.  [to  do 

Maria.  Go  sleep,  go  sleep ! What  we  intend 
Lies  not  for  such  starv’d  souls  as  thou  hast, 
Livia.  [be  witli  you  presently. 

Livia.  Good  night!  The  bridegroom  will 
Maria.  That’s  more  than  you  know. 

Livia.  If  you  work  upon  him 
As  you  have  promis’d,  you  may  give  example, 
Which  no  doubt  will  be  follow’d. 

Maria.  So! 

Bianca.  Good  night ! 

We’ll  trouble  you  no  further.  [harm! 

Maria.  If  you  mteud  no  good,  pray  do  no 
Livia.  None,  but  pray  for  you ! f£ri/. 
Bianca.  Cheer,  wench! 

Maria.  Now  Bianca,  [height! 

Those  wits  we  have,  let’s  wind  them  to  the 
My  rest  is  up,  wench,  and  I pull  for  that 
Will  make  me  ever  famous.  They  that  lay 
Foundations  arc  half-builders,  all  men  say. 

Enter  Jaquet . 

Jaynes.  My  master,  forsooth — 

Maria.  Oh,  how  does  thy  master? 

Prithee  commend  me  to  him. 

Jaqucx.  How  is  this? 

My  master  stays,  forsooth— 

Maria . Why,  let  him  stay! 

Who  hiuders  him,  forsooth? 

Jtufues.  The  revel’s  ended  now.— 

To  visit  you. 

Maria.  I atn  not  sick. 

Juqucs.  I mean 
To  see  his  c hamber,  forsooth. 


Besides  the  obedience  of  a wife.]  We  read,  disobedience,  which  Maria’s  answer  cer- 
tainly confirms.  Again,  obedience,  or,  as  Seward  would  read,  due  obedience,  is  no  heavy 
imputation,  but  disobedience  is ; and  supplies  die  syllable  required  by  Seward  to  complete 
the  measure,  and,  what  is  of  more  consequence,  agrees  with  the  sense  of  the  context. — We 
ought  to  observe,  that  we  have  altered  the  stops.  The  text  in  Maria* s speech  used  to  stand 
Unis: 

— — 1 A weaker  subject 

Would  shame  the  end  I aim  at,  disobedience . 

You  talk  too  tamelv. 

EgKUMt.1  Ei/rss,  a (watery-eyed)  hawk  brought  up  under  a kite.  Coles's  Diet.  1677. 

!°  Ihen  111  leave  ye.]  Probably  we  should  read,  there  i’ll  leave  ye. 

Maria . 
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Marin . Am  I his  groom  ? 

Where  lay  he  last  night,  forsooth? 

Jaques.  In  the  low  matted  parlour. 

Maria.  There  lies  his  way,  by  the  long  gal- 
lery. [very  merry,  mistress. 

J agues.  I mean  your  chamber.  You  are 
Maria.  Tis  a good  sign  I am  sound-heart- 
cd,  Jaques. 

But,  if  you’ll  know  where  I lie,  follow  me ; 
And  what  thou  seest,  deliver  to  thy  master. 
Bianca.  Do,  gentle  Jaques.  [Exeunt. 
Jaques.  11a!  is  the  wind  in  that  door? 

Bv’r  lady,  we  shall  have  foul  weather  then  ! 

I do  not  like  the  shuffling  of  these  women; 
They  are  mad  beasts,  when  they  knock  their 
heads  together:  [pers 

I have  observ’d  them  all  this  day,  their  whis- 
One  in  another’s  ear ; their  signs  and  pinches, 
And  breaking  often  into  violent  laughters, 
As  if  the  end  they  purpos’d  were  their  own. 
Call  you  this  weddings?  Sure  this  is  a kna- 
very, 

A very  trick,  and  dainty  knavery; 
Marvellous  finely  carried,  that’s  the  comfort. 
What  would  these  women  do  in  ways  of  ho- 
nour, [sir 

That  are  such  masters  this  way?  Well,  my 
Has  been  as  good  at  finding  out  these  toys 
As  any  living:  if  he  lose  it  now, 

At  his  own  peril  be  it ! I must  follow. 

[JEx/V. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Servants  with  Lights,  Petruchio ] Pe- 
tr onius,  Moroso,  Tranio,  and  Sophocles. 
Petru.  You  that  nre  married,  gentlemen, 
For  a round  wager  now ! [have  at  ye, 

Soph.  Of  this  night's  stage  ? 

Petru.  Yes. 

Soph.  I am  your  first  man:  a pair  of  gloves 
Of  twenty  shillings. 

Petru.  Done!  Who  takes  me  up  next? 

1 am  for  all  bets.  [night  now, 

Mor.  Well,  lusty  Lawrence,  were  but  my 
Old  as  I am,  I’d  make  you  clap  on  spurs, 
But  I would  reach  you,  and  bring  you  to  your 
I would,  gallants.  [trot  too; 

Petru.  Well  said.  Good-will;  but  where’s 
the  staff*,  hoy11,  ha? 

Old  father  Time,  your  hour-glass  is  empty. 


Tra.  A good  tough  train  would  break  thee 
all  to  pieces;  [ers. 

Thou  hast  not  breath  enough  to  say  thy  pray- 
Petron.  See  how  these  boys  deapisc  us!— 
Will  you  to  bed,  son  ? 

This  pride  will  have  a fall. 

Petru.  Upon  your  daughter; 

But  I shall  rise  again,  if  there  be  truth 
In  eggs,  and  butter’d  parsnips.  [talking? 

Petron.  Will  you  to  bed,  son,  and  leave 
To-morrow  morning  we  shall  have  you  look 
For  all  your  great  words,  like  St.  George  at 
Kingston,  [gon, 

Running  a foot-back  from  the  furious  ura- 
That  with  her  angry  tail  belabours  him 
For  being  lazy.  [quench’d— 

Tra.  His  courage  quench’d,  and  so  far 
Petru.  Ti»  well,  sir. 

What  then? 

Soph.  Fly,  fly,  quoth  then  the  fearful  dwarf; 
Here  is  no  place  for  living  man. 

Petru.  Well,  my  masters,  if  I 
Do  sink  under  my  business,  as  I find 
Tis  yery  possible,  I am  not  the  first 
That  has  miscarried  ; so  that’s  my  comfort; 
What  may  be  done  without  impeacn  or  waste, 

Enter  Jaques. 

I can  and  will  do.  How  now! 

Is  my  fair  bride  a-bed? 

Jaques.  No  truly,  sir.  [up 

Petron.  Not  a-bed  yet?  Body  o'me,  we’ll 
And  rifle  her!  Here’s  a coil  with  a maiden- 
’Tis  not  entailed,  is  it?  [head! 

Petru.  If  it  be, 

I’ll  try  all  the  law  i’th*  land,  but  I’ll  cut  it  off. 
Let’s  up,  let’s  up;  come! 

Jaques.  That  you  cannot  neither. 

Petru.  Why?  [nej 

Jaques.  Unless  you  will  drop  thro’  the  cnim- 
Like  a daw,  or  force  a breach  i’tli*  windows; 
You  may  untile  the  house,  ’tis  possible. 
Petru.  'What  dost  thou  mean?  [press  it: 
Jaques.  A moral,  sir ; the  ballad  will  cx- 
The  wind  and  the  rain 
Have  turn’d  you  hack  again, 

And  you  cannot  be  lodged  there. 

The  truth  is,  ail  the  doors  are  barricadoed ; 
Not  a catrhole,  but  holds  a inurd’rer  in’t : 
She’s  victuall’d  for  this  month. 


11  Where's  the  staff  boy,  ha  f]  Tho*  I take  no  pleasure  in  the  raking  into  a dunghill,  yet 
the  amending  of  passages  to  the  honour  of  our  author’s  good  sense,  whether  innocent  or  ob- 
scene, is  the  duty  of  every  careful  editor;  for  staff,  therefore,  I propose  reading  stuff,  and 
the  following  line  seems  to  confirm  the  alteration : 

hut  where’s  the  stuff  boy,  ha? 

Old  father  Time,  your  hour-glass  is  empty.  Sympson. 

W e think  Sympson  might  have  left  the  staff  alone. 

11  you  to  bed,  son , and  leave  talking  V 
J o-morrmr  morning  zee  shall  have  you  look, 

lor  all  your  great  tcords — ] The  gravity  of  the  speaker,  old  Petronius,  made  me  su*- 
picious  that.  For  all  your  great , &c.  must  belong  to  Sophocles : and  if  they  won’t  come  more 
decently,  yet  certainly  they  will  flow  more  properly  from  his  than  the  old  gentleman’s  mouth. 

Mr.  Seward  too  advanc'd  the  same  alteration,  altho’  I have  not  dar’d  to  disturb  the  text. 

Sympson. 

Petru , 


Digitized  by  Google 


137 


Act  I.  Scene  3.]  THE  WOMAN’S  PRIZE ; 

Petru.  Art  not  thou  drunk?  [let’s  up. 
Soph.  He’s  drunk,  he’s  drunk ! Come,  come; 
Jaqucs.  Yes,  ves,  [tlemen  ; 

I am  drunk!  Ye  inay  go  up,  ye  may,  gen- 
But  take  heed  to  your  heads : I say  no  more. 
Soph.  Pll  try  that.  [Exit. 

Petron.  How  dost  thou  say  ? the  door  fast 
lock’d,  fellow?  [guarded  too; 

Jaquet.  Yes,  truly,  sir,  ’tis  lock’d,  and 
And  two  as  desperate  tongues  planted  be- 
hind  it,  [honours, 

As  e*cr  yet  batter’d : they  stand  upon  their 
And  wou’t  give  up  without  straugc  compo- 
sition, 

I will  assure  you;  marching  away  with 
Tlieir  pieces  cock’d,  and  bullets  in  their 
Will  not  satisfy  them.  [mouths, 

Petru.  How’s  this  ? how’s  this  ? 

TVyare?  Is  there  another  with  her? 

Jaques.  Yes,  marry  is  there,  and  au  en- 
gineer. 

Mar.  Who’s  that,  for  Heaven's  sake? 

Jaquct.  Colonel  Bianca;  she  commands 
the  works;  [half-moon! 

Soinola’sbut  a ditcher  to  her  *5.  There  is  a 
I’m  but  a poor  man,  but  if  you’ll  give  me  leave, 

I’ll  venture  a year’s  wages,  draw  all  your 
force  before  it, 

And  mount  your  ablest  piece  of  battery, 

You  shall  not  enter  it  these  three  nights  yet. 

Enter  Sophocles. 

Petru.  I should  laugh  at  that,  good  Jaques. 
Soph.  Beat  back  again  ! 

She’s  fortified  for  ever. 

Jaques.  Am  I drunk  now,  sir  ? [be  cool’d. 
Soph.  He  tliat  dares  most,  go  up  now,  and 
1 lave  scap'd  a pretty  scouring. 

Petru.  What,  arc  they  mad?  have  we 
another  Bedlam? 

They  do  not  talk,  I hope? 

Soph.  Oli,  terribly. 

Extremely  fearful ; the  noise  at  London-bridge 
Is  notlung  near  her. 

Petru.  How  got  she  tongue  ? 

Soph.  As  you  got  tail:  she  was  bom  to’t. 
Petru.  Lock’d  out  a-doors,  and  on  my  wed- 
ding-night? 

Nay,  an  I suffer  this,  I may  go  graze. 

Come,  gentlemen,  I’ll  batter.  Are  these  vir- 
tues? [ns  I was: 

Si>pk.  Do,  and  be  beaten  off  with  shame, 

I went  up,  came  to  th’ door,  knock’d,  nobody 
Answer’d ; knock’d  louder, yet  heard  nothing; 

would  have  [work 

Broke  in  by  force;  when  suddenly  a water- 
Hew  from  the  window  with  such  violence, 
That,  had  1 not  duck’d  quickly  like  a friar, 


OR,  THE  TAMER  TAM’D. 

Ceetera  quis  ncscit  f 
The  chamber’s  uothing  but  a mere  Os^nd14; 
In  every  window  pewter  cannons  mounted, 
You’ll  quickly  find  with  what  they  are  charg’d, 
sir. 

Petru.  Why,  then,  tantara  for  us  ! 

Soph.  And  all  the  lower  works  lin’d  sure 
with  small  shot.  [score  blank 

Long  tongues  with  firelocks,  that  at  twelve- 
Hit  to  the  heart.  Now,  au  ye  dare  go  up — ■ 

Enter  Maria  and  Bianca  a hove. 

Mor.  The  window  opens ! Beat  a parley 
first. 

Tam  so  much  amaz’d,  my  very  hair  stands. 
Petron.  Why,  how  now,  daughter?  What, 
intrench’d? 

Maria.  A little  guarded  for  my  safety,  sir. 
Petru.  For  your  safety,  sweetheart?  Why, 
who  offends  you? 

I come  not  to  use  violence. 

Maria.  I think 

You  cannot,  sir;  I’m  better  fortified. 

Petru.  I know  your  ±nd  ; you  would  fain 
reprieve  your  maiden-head 
A night,  or  two. 

Maria.  Yes,  or  ten,  or  twenty, 

Or  say  an  hundred;  or,  indeed,  till  I list  lie 
with  you.  [sent  hour 

Soph.  That’s  a shrewd  saying ! From  thispre- 
I never  will  believe  a silent  woman; 

When  they  break  out  they  are  bonfires. 
Petron.  ’Till  you  list  lie  with  him  ? Why, 
who  are  you,  madam  ? 

Bianca.  That  trim  gentleman's  wife,  sir. 
Petru . Cry  you  mercy!  do  you  command 
too? 

Maria.  Yes,  marry  does  she,  and  in  chief. 
Bianca.  I do  command,  and  you  shall  go 
without — 

I mean  your  wife,  for  this  night. 

Maria.  And  for  the  next  too,  wench;  and 
so  as’t  follows. 

Petron.  Thou  wilt  not,  wilt  ’a  ? 

Maria.  Yes,  indeed,  dear  father; 

And  till  he  seal  to  what  I shall  set  down. 
For  any  thing  I know*,  for  ever. 

Soph.  Indeed  these  arc  bug-words. 

Tra.  You  hear,  sir,  she  can  talk,  God  be 
thanked  ! 

Petru.  1 would  I heard  it  not,  sir  ! 

Soph.  I find  that  all  the  pity  bestow’d  upon 
this  woman 

Makes  but  an  anagram  of  an  ill  wife. 

For  she  was  never  virtuous.  [jesting. 

Petru.  You’ll  let  me  in,  I hope,  for  allthis 
Maria.  Hope  still,  sir. 

Petron.  You  will  come  down,  I am  sure. 


n Spinola’s  but  a ditcher  to  her .]  The  marquis  of  Spinola,  who  was  commander  in  chief  at 
the  siege  of  Ostcnd,  mentioned  above.  R. 

14  .4  mere  Ostend,  Ac.]  Alluding  to  the  remarkable  siege  of  Ostendt  which  held  from  the 
5tli  of  July  1601,  to  the  8th  of  September  1601,  three  years  and  ten  weeks.  Sec, 4 A true 
history  of  the  memorable  siege  of  Os&nd,  and  what  passed  on  either  side  from  the  begin- 
' ning  of  the  siege  unto  the  yielding  up  of  the  town.’  4to.  1604» 

' OL.  III.  T Maria. 
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THE  WOMAN’S  PRIZE;  OR,  THE  TAMER  TAM'D.  [Act  1.  Scene  3. 


Maria.  I am  sure  I will  not. 

Petron.  I’ll  fetch  you  then.  [not,  sir, 
Bianca.  The  pow’rofthe  whole  county  can- 
Unless  we  please  to  yield;  which  yet  I think 
We  shall  not:  charge  when  you  please,  you 
Hear  quickly  from  us.  [shall 

Mor.  Heaven  bless  me  from 
A chicken  of  thy  hatching!  Is  this  wiving? 
Petru.  Prithee,  Maria,  tell  inc  what’s  the 
reason,  [with  me? 

And  do  it  freely,  you  deal  thus  strangely 
You  were  not  forc’d  to  marry;  your  consent 
Went  equally  with  mine,  if  not  before  it: 

I hope  you  do  not  douht  1 want  that  nu  ttle 
A roan  should  have,  to  keep  a woman  waking; 
I would  be  sorry  to  he  such  a saint  yet : 

My  person,  as  it  is  not  excellent,  [physick, 
So  ’ris  not  old,  nor  lame,  nor  weak  with 
Rut  well  enough  to  please  an  honest  woman, 
That  keeps  her  house,  and  loves  her  husband. 
Maria.  'Tis  so.  [no  shamers 

Petra.  My  means  and  my  conditions  are 
Of  him  that  owes  ’em,  (all  the  world  knows 
that) 

And  my  friends  no  reliers  on  my  fortunes. 
Maria.  All  this  I believe,  and  none  of  all 
these  parcels 

I dare  except  against;  nay  more,  so  far 
I am  from  making  these  the  ends  I aim  at. 
These  idle  outward  things,  these  women’s 
fears, 

That,  were  I yet  unmarried,  free  to  chuse 
Thro’  all  the  tribes  of  man,  I’ll  take  Petru- 
chio  [priest, 

In’s  shirt,  with  one  ten  groats  to  pay  the 
Before  the  best  man  living,  or  the  ablest 
That  e’er  leap’d  out  of  Lancashire ; and  they 
are  right  ones.  [stand  prating 

Petrun.  Why  do  you  play  the  fool  then,  and 
Out  of  the  window,  like  a broken  miller? 
Petru.  If  you  will  have  me  credit  you,  Ma- 
ria, 

Come  down,  and  let  your  love  confirm  it. 
Maria.  Stay 

There,  sir;  that  bargain’s  vet  to  make. 

Butnca.  I’luy  sure,  wench  ! 

The  pack’s  in  thine  own  hand. 

Soph.  I-et  me  die  lousy,  [very 

If  these  two  wenches  be  not  brewing  kna- 
To  stock  a kingdom! 

Petru.  Why,  this  is  a riddle; 

I love  you,  and  l love  you  not. 

Maria.  It  is  so  ; 

And  till  your  own  experience  do  unty  it, 
This  distance  I must  keep. 

Petru.  If  you  talk  more, 

I’m  angry,  very  angry  ! 

Maria.  I’m  glad  on’t,  and  I will  talk. 
Petru.  Prithee,  peace  ! [woman, 

Let  me  not  think  thou’rt  mad.  I tell  thee, 
It  thou  goest  forward,  I am  still  Petruchio. 
Muriu.  And  I am  worse,  a woman  that 
can  fear 

Neither  Petruchio  Furitis,  nor  his  fame, 

Nor  any  thing  that  tends  to  our  allegiance : 


There*#  a short  method  for  you ; now  you 
know  me. 

Petru.  If  you  can  carry ’t  so,  ’tis  very  well. 
Bianca.  No,  you  shall  carry' ’t,  sir. 

Petru.  Peace,  gentle  low-hell ! 

Petron.  Use  no  more  words,  but  come 
down  instantly ; 

I charge  tliee,  by  the  duty  of  a child ! 

Petru.  Prithee  come,  Maria!  I forgive  all. 
Maria . Stay  there!  That  duty,  that  you 
charge  me  by 

(If  you  consider  truly  what  you  say) 

Is  now  another  man’s;  you  gave’t  away 
I’  tli’  church,  if  you  remember,  to  my  husband; 
So  all  you  can  exact  now,  is  no  more 
But  only  a due  reverence  to  your  person, 
Which  thus  I pay:  your  blessing,  and  I’m 
To  be  l for  this  night.  . [gone 

Petron.  This  is  monstrous!  [det’i, 

That  blessing  that  St.  Dunstan  gave  the 
If  I were  near  thee,  I would  give  thee,  whore; 
Pull  thee  down  by  th*  nose! 

Bianca.  Saints  should  not  rave,  sir: 

A little  rhubarb  now  were  excellent. 

Petru.  Then,  by  that  duty  you  owe  to  roe, 
Maria, 

Open  the  door,  and  be  obedient ! 

Pm  quiet  yet. 

Maria.  I do  confess  tliat  duty: 

Make  your  best  on’t. 

Petru.  Why,  give  me  leave,  I will. 

Bianca.  Sir,  there’s  no  learning 
An  old  stiff  jade  to  trot;  you  know  the  moral. 

Maria.  Yet,  as  I rake  it,  sir,  I owe  no  more 
Than  you  owe  back  again. 

Petru.  You  will  not  article? 

All  I owe,  presently  (let  me  but  up)  I’ll  pay. 
Maria.  You  are  too  hot,  and  sucli  prove 
jades  at  length.  [you  again. 

You  do  confess  a duty,  or  respect  to  me  from 
That’s  very  near,  or  full  the  same  with  mine? 
Petru.  Yes.  [what 

Maria.  Then,  by  that  duty,  or  respect,  or 
You  please  to  ha\c  it,  go  to  bed  and  leave  me, 
And  trouble  me  no  longer  with  your  fooling; 
For  know,  I am  not  for  you. 

Petru.  Well,  what  remedy? 

Petron.  A fine  smart  cudgel.  Oh,  thnt  I 
were  near  thee ! [were  we  in ! 

Bianca.  If  you  had  teeth  now,  what  a case 
Mor.  These  are  the  most  authentic  rebels, 
Tyrone,  I ever  heard  of.  [next 

Maria.  A week  lienee,  or  a fortnight,  as 
you  bear  you, 

And  as  I find  my  will  observ’d,  I may, 

With  intercession  of  some  friends,  be  brought 
May  be  to  kiss  you  ; and  so  quarterly 
To  pny  a little  rent  by  composition. 

You  understand  me? 

Soph.  Thou,  boy,  thou! 

Petru.  Well,  [my  comfort. 

There  are  more  maids  tlian  Maudlin;  that’s 
Mar  id.  Ye#;  and  more  men  than  Michael. 
Petru.  I must  not 

To  bed  with  tliis  stomach,  mid  no  meat,  lady. 

Maria. 

I 
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Act  1.  Scene  4.]  TIIE  WOMAN'S  PRIZE;  OR,  THE  TAMER  TAM’D. 


Maria.  Feed  where  you  will,  so  it  be 
sound  and  wholesome ; 

Else,  live  at  livery,  for  I’ll  none  with  you. 
Bianca.  Y’  had  best  back  one  o’  tl»’  dairy 
maids,  tliey’ll  carry:  [bruise  else. 

But  take  heed  to  your  girths,  you’ll  get  n 
Petra.  N ow,  if  thou  wouldst  come  down, 
and  tender  me 

All  the  delights  due  to  a marriage-bed ; 

Study  such  kisses  as  would  melt  a man ; 

And  turn  thyself  into  a thousand  figures, 

To  add  new  dames  unto  me ; I would  stand 
Thus  heavy,  thus  regardless,  thus  despising 
Thee,  and  thy  best  all  tarings:  all  the  beauty 
That's  laid  upoa  your  bodies,  mark  me 
well, 

(For  without  doubt  your  minds  arc  miserable, 
You  have  no  masks  for  them)  all  this  rare 
beauty. 

Lay  but  the  painter  and  the  silk -worm  by, 
The  doctor  with  his  diets,  and  the  tailor, 

And  you  appear  like  tiea’d  cats;  not  so 
handsome.  [us  hither, 

Maria.  And  we  appear,  like  her  that  sent 
That  only  excellent  and  beauteous  nature, 
Truly  ourselves,  for  men  to  wonder  at, 

Bat  too  divine  to  handle : wc  are  gold, 

In  our  own  natures  pure;  but  when  we  suffer 
The  husband's  stamp  upon  us,  then  allays. 
And  base  ones,  of  you  men,  are  mingled 
with  us. 

And  make  us  blush  like  copper ! 

Petra.  Then,  and  never 
’Till  then,  are  women  to  be  spoken  of; 

For  till  that  time  you  have  uo  souls,  I take  it. 
Good  night ! —Come,  gentlemen ! I'll  fast 
for  this  night ; 

But,  by  this  hand — Well,  I shall  come  up  yet ! 
Maria.  No.  [wither’d  jury; 

Hetru.  There  will  I watch  thee  like  a 
Thou  slialt  neither  have  meat,  fire,  nor 
candle,  [so  soon  ? 

Yor  any  thing  that’s  easy.  Do  you  rebel 
Yet  take  mercy.  [I’ll  assure  you 

Bianca.  Put  up  your  pipes ; to  bed,  sir ! 
A month’s  siege  will  not  shake  us. 

Mor.  Well  said,  colonel ! 

Maria.  To  bod,  to  bed,  Pctruchio!  Good 
night,  gentlemen ! 

You’ll  make  my  father  sick  with  sitting  up. 
Here  you  shall  find  us  any  time  these  ten 
days,  [inent. 

Unless  we  may  march  off  with  our  content- 
Petru.  I’ll  hang  first ! 

Maria.  And  I’ll  quarter,  if  I do  not ! 

I’ll  make  you  know,  and  fear  a wife,  Pe- 
Ttierc  my  cause  lies.  [trucliio ; 

You  have  been  famous  for  a woman -tamer, 
And  hear  the  fear’d  name  of  a brave  wife- 
breaker:  [and  tame  you. 

A woman  now  shall  take  those  honours  off, 
Nay,  never  look  so  big ! she  shall,  believe  me, 
And  1 am  she.  What  think  ye?  Good 
Ye  shall  find  centinels — [night  to  all. 

Bianca.  If  ye  dare  sally,  [hxeuut  above. 


Petron.  The  devil’s  in  ’em,  ev’n  the  very 
The  down-right  devil ! [devil, 

Petru.  I’ll  devil  ’em ; by  tliese  ten  bones,"' 
l will ! 

I’ll  bring’t  to  tli’  old  proverb, 1 No  sport,  no 
pie.’ 

Fox  ! taken  down  i’th*  top  of  all  my  speed? 
This  is  fine  dancing!  Gentlemen,  stick  to  me: 
You  see  our  freehold’s  touch’d  ; and,  by  this 
light,  [out, 

We  will  beleaguer  ’em,  and  either  starve  ’em 
Or  make  ’em  recreant.  [about  ’em. 

Petron.  I’ll  see  all  passages  stopt,  hut  those 
If  the  good  women  of  the  town  dare  succour 
We  shall  have  wars  indeed.  [’em. 

Soph.  I’ll  stand  perdue  upon  ’em. 

Mor.  Mv  regiment  shall,  lie  before. 

Jaques.  I think  so ; 

’Tis  grown  too  old  to  stand.  [tackle  ! 

Petru.  Let’s  in,  and  each  provide  his 
We’ll  fire  ’em  out,  or  make  ’em  take  their 
pardons 

(Hear  what  I say)  on  their  bare  knees. 

Am  I Pctruchio,  fear’d,  and  spoken  of, 

And  on  my  wedding-night  ain  I thus  jaded? 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Ran: land  and  Pcdrot  at  several  doors. 
Root.  Now,  Pedro? 

Pedro.  Very  busy,  master  Rowland. 

Ron/.  What  haste,  man? 

Pedro.  I beseech  you  pardon  me, 

I aiu  not  mine  own  man. 

Rowl.  Thou  art  not  mad  ? 

Pedro.  No;  but,  believe  me,  as  hasty — 
Ron!.  The  cause,  good  Pedro? 

Pedro.  There  be  a thousand,  sir.  You 
Rowl.  Not  yet.  [are  not  innrried  ? 

Pedro.  Keep  yourself  quiet  then. 

Ron/.  Why? 

Pedro.  You’ll  find  a fiddle 
That  never  will  be  tun’d  else : from  all 
women — [Exit. 

Rowl.  What  ails  the  fellow,  tro? — Jaques? 

Enter  Jaques. 

Jaques.  Your  friend,  sir; 

But  very  full  of  business. 

Rowl.  Nothing  hut  business? 

Prithee  the  reason  ! Is  there  any  dying? 
Jaques.  I would  there  were,  sir! 

Rowl.  But  thy  business?  [lay 

Jaques.  I’ll  tell  you  in  a word:  I’m  sent  to 
An  imposition  upon  souse  and  puddings, 
Pasties,  and  penny  custards,  that  the  women 
May  not  relieve  von  rebels.  Fare  you  well, 

Rowl.  IIow  does  my  mistress?  [sir! 

Jaques.  Like  a resty  jade; 

She’s  spoilM  for  riding.  [Exit. 

Rowl.  What  a devil  ail  they? 

Enter  Sophocles. 

Custards,  and  penny  pasties,  fools  and  fiddles! 
What’s  this  to  tli’  purpose? — Oh,  well  inet. 

T 2 Soph, 
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THE  WOMAN’S  PRIZE;  OR,  THE  TAMER  TAM’D.  [Act  2.  Scene  1. 


Soph.  Now,  Rowland? 

I cannot  stay  to  talk  long. 

Real.  What’s  the  matter?  [you? 

Here’s  stirring,  but  to  what  end?  Whither  go 
Soph.  To  view  the  works. 

Rowl.  What  works? 

Soph.  The  women’s  trenches. 
liowl.  Trendies  ? Are  such  to  see  ? 

Soph.  I do  not  jest,  sir. 

Rowl.  I cannot  understand  you. 

Soph.  Don’t  you  bear 
In  what  a state  of  quarrel  the  new  bride 
Stands  with  her  husband  ? 

Rowl.  Let  him  stand  with  her, 

And  there’s  an  end. 

Soph.  It  should  be;  but,  by’r  lady,  [him, 
She  holds  him  out  at  pike’s  end,  and  defies 
And  now  is  fortified.  Such  a regiment  of 
rutters 

Never  defied  men  braver:  I am  sent 
To  view  their  preparation. 

Rowl.  This  is  news,  [not 

Stranger  than  armies  in  the  air14.  You  saw 
My  gentle  mistress? 

Soph.  Yes,  and  meditating  [found  it, 
Upon  some  secret  business;  when  sh'  had 
She  leap’d  for  joy,  and  laugh'd,  and  straight 
To  shun  Moroso.  [rptir’d 

Rowl.  This  may  be  for  me. 

Soph.  Will  you  idong? 

Row/.  No. 

Soph.  Farewell!  [Exit, 

howl.  Farewell,  sir ! — [joy  i n’t, 

Wlmt  should  her  musing  mean,  and  what  her 
f If  not  for  iny  advantage?  Stay  you!  may  not 

Enter  Livia  at  one  door , and  Moroso  at 
anothcrf  hearkening. 

That  bob-tail  jade  Moroso,  with  his  gold, 
His  gew-gaudes,  and  the  hope  she  has  to 
send  him 

Quickly  to  dust, excite  this?  Here  she  comps; 
And  yonder  walks  the  stallion  to  discover! 
Yet  I’ll  salute  her.  Save  you,  beauteous 
mistress!  [you,  sir! 

Livia.  The  fox  is  kennell’d  for  me. — Save 


Rou  l.  Why  do  you  look  so  strange  ? 

Livia . I use  to  look,  sir, 

Without  examination. 

Mpr.  Twenty  spur-ryals  for  that  word  ! 
Rowl.  Belike  then 
The  object  discontents  you  ? 

Livia.  Yes,  it  does.  [you  not? 

Rowl.  Is’t  come  to  this?  You  know  me, do 
Livia.  Yes,  as  I may  know  many,  by  re- 
pentance. 

Roul.  Why  do  you  break  your  faith? 
Livia.  I'll  tell  you  that  too : [you. 

You’re  under  age,  and  no  band  holds  upon 
Mor.  Excellent  wench ! 

Livia . Sue  out  your  understanding, 

And  get  more  hair  to  cover  your  bare 
knuckle ! [kisses) 

(For  boys  were  made  for  nothing  but  dry 
And,  if  you  can,  more  manners ! 

Mar.  Better  still ! [or  stockings, 

Livia.  And  then,  if  I want  Spanish  cloves, 
A ten-pound  waistcoat,  or  a nag  to  hunt  on, 
It  may  be  I shall  grace  you  to  accept  ’em. 
Rowl.  Farewell ! aud  when  I credit  wo- 
men more, 

May  I to  Smithfield,  and  there  buy  a jade 
(And  know  him  to  be  so}  that  breaks  ray 
neck  ! [thus  kind  to  you: 

Livia.  Because  I've  known  you,  I’ll  be 
Farewell,  ami  be  a man!  and  I’ll  provide  you, 
Because  I see  you’re  despe  rate,  some  staid 
chambermaid,  [doctrine. 

That  may  relieve  your  youth  with  wholesome 
Mor.  She's  mine  from  all  tl»e  world  \ — 
Livia.  Ha,  chicken  ! [Iln,  wench  ! 

[ Gives  him  a box  on  the  ear , and  exit. 
Mor.  How’s  this?  I do  not  love  tliese 
favours. — Save  you  ! 

Rowl.  The  devil  take  thee ! 

[Wrings  him  by  the  now. 
Mor.  Oh ! [ me  now ! 

Rowl.  There's  a love-token  for  you;  thank 
Mor.  I'll  think  on  some  of  ye;  and,  if  I 
live, 

My  nose  alone  shall  not  be  play'd  withal! 

[Exit. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Petronius  and  Moroso. 

Petron.  A BOX  oW  ear,  d'you  say  ? 

Mor.  Yes,  sure,  a sound  one; 
Beside  mv  nose  blown  to  my  Innd.  If  Cupid 
Shoot  arrows  of  that  weight.  I'll  swear  de- 
voutly, 

II’ has  sued  his  liv’ry,  and  is  no  more  a boy. 


Petron.  You  gave  her  some  ill  language? 
Mor.  Not  a word. 

Petron.  Or  might  be  you  were  fumbling? 
Mor.  'Would  l had,  sir  ! 

'Had  been  aforehand  then;  but  to  be  baffled, 
And  have  no  feeling  of  the  cause— 

Petroti.  Be  patient;  [cure  her. 

I have  a medicine  clapp’d  to  her  hack  will 
Mor.  No,  sure’t  must  be  afore,  sir. 


14  Than  arms  in  the  tfir.]  Corrected  in  1750. 
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'Pctron.  O’ my  conscience, 

When  I got  these  two  wenches  (who  till  now 
Ne'er  skew’d  their  riding)  I was  drunk  with 
bastard15. 

Whose  nature  is  to  form  things  like  itself, 
Heady  ami  monstrous.  Did  she  slight  him 
too?  [by-horse 

Mor.  Tliat’s  all  my  comfort ! “A  mere  hob- 
5be  made  chib!  Rowland'6 : ’Sfoot,  site  would 
not  know  him. 

Not  give  him  a free  look,  not  reckon  him 
Among  her  thoughts,  which  I held  more  than 
wonder ; [him, 

I having  seen  tier  with  in's  three  days  kiss 
With  such  an  appetite  as  tho’  she’d  eat  him. 
Pctron.  There  is  some  trick  in  this.  How 
did  he  take  it  ? 

A/or.  Ready  to  cry,  he  ran  away. 

Pctron.  I fear  her  : 

And  yet  I tell  you,  ever  to  my  anger 
She  is  as  tame  as  innocency.  It  may  be  . 

This  blow  was  but  a favour. 

Mor.  II 1 be  sworn 
Twas  well  tied  on  then. 

Pctron.  Go  to  ! pray  forget  it : [hours 

I have  bespoke  a priest,  and  within  s two 
HI  have  you  married:  will  that  please  you? 
Mor.  Yes.  [the  lady 

Pctron.  I’ll  see  it  done  myself,  and  give 
Such  a sound  exhortation  for  this  knavery, 
i’ll  warrant  you,  shall  make  her  smell  this 
month  on’t. 

Mor.  Nay,  good  sir,  be  not  violent. 

Pctron.  Neither— 

Mor.  It  may  be 

Out  of  her  earnest  love  there  grew  a longing 
(As  you  know  women  Iwve  such  toys)  in 
kindness, 

To  give  me  a box  o’  th’  ear,  or  so. 

Pctron.  It  may  be.  [night  then 

Mor.  I reckon  for  the  best  still.  This 
I shall  enjoy  her. 

Pctron.  You  shall  handsel  her.  [for’t 
Mor.  Old  ns  I am,  I’ll  give  l»er  one  blow 
Shall  make  her  groan  this  twelvemonth. 

Pctron.  Where’s  your  jointure? 

Mor.  I have  a jointure  for  her. 

Pctron.  Have  your  council  perus’d  it  yet  ? 
Mor.  No  council  but  the  night,  and  your 
sweet  daughter, 

Shall  e’er  peruse  that  jointure. 

Pctron.  Very  well,  sir. 
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Mor.  I’ll  no  demurrers  on’t,  nor  no  re- 
joinders. 

The  other’s  ready  seal’d. 

Pctron . Come  then ; let’s  comfort 
My  son  Petruchio:  he’s  like  little  children 
That  lose  their  baubles,  crying  ripe. 

Mor.  Pray  tell  me, 

Is  this  stern  woman  still  upon  the  flaunt 
Of  bold  defiance  ? 

Pctron.  Still,  and  still  she  shall  be, 

Till  she  be  starv’d  out : you  shall  see  such 
justice, 

That  women  shall  be  glad,  after  this  tempest, 
To  tie  their  husbands’  shoes,  and  walk  their 
horses.  [hear  the  rumour? 

Mor.  That  were  a merry  world  ! — D’you 
They  say  the  women  are  in  insurrection, 
And  mean  to  make  a — 

Pctron . They’ll  sooner 
Draw  upon  walls  as  we  do.  Let'em,  let'em? 
We’ll  ship  'em  out  in  cuck-stooU;  there 
they'll  sail 

As  brave  Columbus  did,  till  they  discover 
The  happy  islands  of  obedience. 

We  stay  too  long;  come! 

Mor.  Now  St.  George  be  with  us  ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Livia  alone. 

Livia.  Now  if  I can  but  get  in  handsomely, 
Father,  I shall  deceive  you ; and  this  night, 
For  all  your  private  plotting.  I’ll  no  wedlock : 
I've  shifted  sail,  and  And  my  sister’s  safety 
A sure  retirement.  Tray  to  Heav’n  *that 
Rowland 

Do  not  believe  too  far  what  I said  to  him? 
For  yon  old  foxcase  forc’d  me;  that’s  my 
fear.  [chio 

Stay,  let  me  see  ! this  quarter  fierce  Petru- 
Keeps  with  his  myrmidons:  I must  be  sud- 
den ; 

If  he  seize  on  me,  I can  look  for  nothing 
But  martial  law;  to  this  place  have  I scap'd 
Above  there!  [him: 

Enter  Maria  and  Bianca  above . 
Maria.  Qui  va  lay 
Livia.  A friend. 

Bianca.  Who  are  you? 

Livia.  Look  out  and  know  ? 

Maria.  Alas,  poor  wench,  who  sent  thee  ? 


15  Bastard.]  A kind  of  sweet  wine.  Johnson. 

,ft  Child  Howland.]  * Child  is  frequently  used  by  our  old  writers,  as  a title.  It  is  repeat- 
‘ edly  given  to  prince  Arthur  in  the  Fairie  Queen  ; and  the  son  ol  a king  is  in  the  same 
1 poem  called  child  Tristram  (B.  5.  c.  11.  st.  8.  13. — B.  6.  c.  2.  st.  36. — Iibid.  c.  8.  st.  15.) 

* In  an  old  ballad  quoted  in  Shakespeare’s  King  Lear,  the  heroot  Ariosto  is  called  child  Ro» 
4 laud.  Mr.  Theobald  supposes  this  use  of  the  word  was  received  along  with  their  romances 

* from  the  Spaniards,  with  whom  infante  signifies  a prince.  A more  eminent  critic  tells  us, 
‘ tlmt  “ in  the  old  times  of  chivalry,  the  noble  youth,  who  were  candidates  for  knighthood, 
41  during  the  time  of  their  probation  were  called  infuns,  varlets , damoysels , buchdiert.  The 
“ most  noble  of  the  youth  were  particularly  called  infant."  (Vide  Warburtou’s  Shakespeare). 
4 A late  commentator  on  Spenser  observes,  that  the  Saxon  word  cnihz,  knight,  signifies  also 
4 a child  (Upton’s  Glossary  to  F.  Q./  Sec  Dr.  Percy* t lieliquet,  vol.  ni.  p.  54. 
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TIIE  WOMAN’S  PRIZE;  OR,  THE  TAMER  TAM’D.  [Acts.  Scene  5. 


What  weak  fool  made  thy  tongue  bis  orator? 
I know  you  come  to  parley. 

Livid.  You’re  deceiv’d. 

Urg’d  by  die  goodness  of  your  cause,  I come 
To  do  as  you  do. 

Maria .*  You're  too  weak,  too  foolish, 

To  cheat  us  with  your  smoothness:  don’t  we 
Thou  hast  been  kept  up  tame?  [know 

Livia.  Believe  me ! 

Maria.  No;  prithee,  good  Livia, 

Utter  thy  eloquence  somewhere  edse. 

Bianca.  Good  cousin,  [late : 

Put  up  your  pipes ; we  are  not  for  your  pa- 
Alas  ! we  know  who  sent  you. 

Litia.  O’ ray  word — 

Bianca.  Stay  there;  you  must  not  think 
your  word. 

Or  by  your  maidenhead,  or  such  Sunday  oaths, 
Sworn  after  even-song,  can  inveigle  os 
To  loose  our  hand-fast:  did  their  wisdoms 
think, 

That  sent  you  hitlief,  we  would  be  so  foolish 
To  entertain  our  gentle  sister  Sinon'4 * * 7 * * * * *, 

And  give  her  credit,  while  die  wooden  jade 
Petruchio  stole  upon  us?  No,  good  sister! 
Go  home,  and  tell  the  merry  Greeks  that 
sent  you, 

Ilium  shall  bum,  and  I,  as  did  TEneas, 

Will  on  my  back,  spite  of  the  myrmidons, 
Carry  this  warlike  lady,  and  thro’  seas 
Unknown,  and  unbeliev’d,  seek  out  a land, 
Where  like  a race  of  noble  Araa2ons 
We’ll  root  ourselves,  and  to  our  endless  glory 
Live,  and  despise  base  men  ! 

Livia.  I’ll  second  you. 

Bianca.  How  long  have  you  been  thus? 
Livia.  That’s  all  one,  cousin; 

I stand  for  freedom  now. 

Bianca.  Take  heed  of  lying! 

For,  by  this  light,  if  we  do  credit  you, 

And  find  you  tripping,  his  infliction  [sport 
That  kill’d  the  prince  of  Orange13 *,  will  be 
To  what  we  purpose. 

Livia.  Let  me  feel  the  heaviest ! 

Maria.  Swear  by  thy  sweetheart  Rowland 
(for  by  your  maidenhead 
I fear  ’twill  be  too  late  to  swear)  you  mean 


Nothing  but  fair  and  safe,  and  honourable 
To  us,  ami  to  yourself. 

Livia.  I swear ! 

Bianca.  Stay  yet ! 

Swear  as  you  hate  Moroso  (that’s  the  surest), 
And  as  you  have  a certain  fear  to  find  him 
Worse  than  a poor  dried  jack,  full  of  more 
aches 

Than  autumn  has;  more  knavery  and  usury, 
And  foolery,*  and  brokery,  than  dogs-ditch; 
As  you  do  constantly  believe  lie’s  nothing 
But  an  old  empty  bag  with  a grey  beard, 
And  that  beard  sucli  a bob-tail,  that  it  looks 
Worse  than  a mare's  tuil  eaten  otf  with  flies; 
As  you  acknowledge,  that  young  handsome 
wench 

That  lies  by  such  a Riihoa  blade,  that  bends 
With  ev’ry  pats  he  makes,  to  th’ hilts,  most 
miserable, 

A dry-nurse  to  his  coughs,  a fewterer19 
To  such  a nasty  fellow,  a robb’d  thing 
Of  all  delights  youth  looks  for;  and,  to  end, 
One  cast  away  on  coarse  beef,  born  to  brush 
That  everlasting  c assock  that  has  worn 
As  many  servants  out,  as  tlf  N ortb-east  pas- 
sage [truly, 

Has  consum’d  suitors:  if  you  swear  this,  and 
Without  the  reservation  of  a gown, 

Or  any  meritorious  petticoat, 

’Tis  like  we  shall  believe  you. 

Ltvia.  I do  swear  it ! [wholesome  motion 
Maria.  Stay  yet  a little  ! Came  this 
(Deal  truly  sister]  from  your  own  opinion, 
Or  some  suggestion  of  the  foe? 

Livia.  N e’er  fear  me  ! 

For,  by  that  little  faith  I have  in  husbands, 
And  the  great  zeal  I bear  your  cause,  I come 
Full  of  that  liberty  you  stand  for,  sister! 
Maria.  If  we  believe,  and  you  prove 
errant,  Livia, 

Think  what  a maim  you  give  the  noble  cause 
We  now  stand  up  for ! Think  wliat  women 
shall,  [examples 

An  hundred  years  hence,  speak  tliec,  when 
Are  look’d  for,  and  so  great  ones,  whose  re- 
lations, [customs. 

Spoke,  as  we  do ’em,  weneb,  shall  make  new 


17  Sinon.]  See  Virgil’s  TEneid.  R.  . 

18  That  kill'd  the  prince  of  ’ Orange.  1 This  was  Balthazar  Gerard,  w ho  murdered  thepnn 
of  Orange  at  Delft,  on  the  10th  of  July,  1584.  The  horrible  punishments  inflicted  on  t ^ 
miserable  wretch  are  thus  related  by  a writer  who  lived  not  very  distant  from  the  tnue  » 
which  the  transaction  liappened  : * Here  first  he  had  his  right-hand  w ith  a hot  yron  sear 

* and  cut  off,  which  did  the  deede,  and  cast  into  the  fire:  next  of  all,  with  firie  hot  P,n<;. 


4 he  had  his  flesh  tome  and  pluckt  off  from  sixe  parts  of  his  bodie,  w hich  were  most 

4 sit,  of  his  breast,  nrmes,  legs,  and  buttocks,  and  those  cast  into  the  fire ; and  bi$  b ^ 

* beginning  from  the  lower  part,  was  with  an  axe  chopt  in  peeces,  his  belly  was  rippe  d ‘ 

* heart  was  pluckt  out  and  cast  nt  the  villaine’s  face  (yet  in  some  life)  and  afterwards 

* head,  being  chopt  off,  was  with  other  fonre  parts  of  his  Iwidie,  as  armes  and  feete,  set  up 

4 foure  poles  on  loure  turrits  or  ports  of  the  citie,  fastened  upon  a long  pole  set  upon  ^ 

* turrit  of  the  schoole  boose,  on  the  back-side  of  the  prince’s  lodging ; and  whatsoever 

* had  in  his  life-time  about  him  was  taken  from  him  and  given  away.’  A true  Disc 

Historicall  of  the  succeeding  Governors  in  the  Netherlands,  and  the  Civil  War  res  there 

gun  intheyeere  1565,  See.  4to.  1602.  B.  L.  p.  51.  R. 

19  Fewterer .]  A dog- keeper,  or  leader  of  a lime-hound,  &c.  Colas  Did.  1677- 
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Act«.  Scene 4.]  THE  WOMAN’S  PRIZE;  OR,  THE  TAMER  TAM’D. 


Bianca.  If  you  be  false,  repent,  go  home, 
and  pray, 

And  to  the  serious  women  of  the  city 
Confess  yourself;  bring  not  a sin  so  heinous 
To  load  thy  soul  to  this  place.  Mark  me, 
Livia ; [nours, 

If  thou  be’st  double,  and  betrny’st  our  ho- 
And  we  fail  in  our  purpose,  get  thee  where 
There  is  no  women  living,  nor  no  hope 
There  ever  shall  be!  ^ 

Maria.  If  a mother’s  daughter,  [band. 
That  ever  heard  the  name  of  stubborn  hus- 
Fmd  thee,  and  know  thy  sin — 

Bianca.  Nay,  if  old  age, 

One  that  ha*  worn  away  the  name  of  woman, 
And  no  more  left  to  know  her  by  but  railing, 
No  teeth,  nor  eyes,  nor  legs,  but  wooden 
ones,  [smell  thee, 

Come  hut  i’th’ windward  of  thee,  sure  she’ll 
Thoult  be  so  rank ; shell  ride  thee  like  a 
night-mare. 

And  say  her  prayers  backward  to  undo  thee ; 
She’ll  curse  tny  meat  and  drink,  and,  when 
thou  marriest, 

Clap  a sound  spell  for  ever  on  thy  pleasures. 
Maria.  Children  of  five  year  old,  like 
little  fairies. 

Will  pinch  thee  into  motley ; all  that  ever 
Shall  live,  and  liear  of  thee,  I meau  all  wo- 
men, 

Will  (like  so  many  furies)  shake  their  keys, 
And  toss  their  flaming  distntfso’er  theirheads, 
Crying,  revenge!  Take  heed;  ’tis  hideous, 

Oh,  ’tis  a fearful  office10  ! If  thou  hadst 
(Tho'  thou  be’st  perfect  now)  when  thou 
cam’st  hither 

A false  imagination,  get  thee  gone. 

And,  as  mv  learned  cousin  said,  repent! 

Tins  place  is  sought  by  soundness. 

Livia.  So  I seek  it, 

Or  let  me  be  a most  despis’d  example ! 

Maria.  I do  believe  thee ; be  thou  worthy 
I ou  come  not  empty  ? [of  it ! 

Livia.  No,  here’s  cakes  and  cold  meat, 
Ar.d  Iripe  of  proof ; behold,  here’s  wine  and 
beer! 

Be  sudden,  I shad  be  surprized  else. 

Maria.  Meet  at  the  low  parloar*door ; 
there  lies  a close  way  ; 

^hat  fond  obedience  you  have  living  in  you, 
Or  duty  to  a man,  before  you  enter 
fling  it  away;  ’twill  but  defile  our  ofTrings. 
Bianca.  Be  wary  as  you  come. 

Livia.  I warrant  you.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  three  Maids. 

1 Maid.  IIow  goes  your  business,  girls? 

*1  Maid.  A-foot,  and  fair.  [strength  ! 

3 Maid.  If  fortune  favour  us.  Away  to  your 
The  country  forces  are  arriv’d.  Be  gone! 

We  are  discover’d  else. 


1 Maid.  Arm,  and.be  valiant! 

2 Maid.  Think  of  our  cause! 

S Maid.  Our  justice! 

1 Maid.  ’Tis  sufficient.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Ran' land  and  Tranio f at  several  doors. 
Tra.  Now,  Rowland  ? 

Roeol.  How  do  you  ? 

Tra.  How  dost  thou,  man  ? 

Thou  look’st  ill. 

Rowl.  Yes.  Pray  can  you  tell  me,  Tranio, 
Who  knew  the  devil  first? 

Tra.  A woman. 

Rowl.  .So. 

Were  they  not  well  acquainted? 

Tra.  May  be  so. 

For  they  had  certain  dialogues  together. 
Hotel.  He  sold  her  fruit,  I take  it  ? 

Tra.  Yes,  and  cheese 
That  choak’d  all  mankind  after. 

Rowl.  Canst  thou  tell  me 
Whether  that  woman  ever  had  a faith, 

After  sh’had  eaten? 

Tra.  That  is  a school-question. 

Rowl.  No,  ’tis  no  question;  for  believe 
me,  Tranio,  [her 

That  cold  fruit,  after  eating,  bred  nought  in 
But  windy  promises,  and  cholick  vows, 

That  broke  out  both  ways.  Thou  hast  heard 
I’m  sure 

Of  Esculapius,  a far*fam’d  surgeon, 

One  tliat  could  set  together  quarter’d  traitors, 
And  make  ’em  honest  men. 

Tra.  IIow  dost  thou,  Rowland?  [cure 
Rowl.  I<et  him  but  take  (if  he  dare  do  a 
Shall  get  him  fame  indeed)  a faithless  woman, 
(There  will  be  credit  for  him,  that  will  speak 
him) 

A broken  woman,  Tranio,  a base  woman, 
And  if  he  can  euro  such  a wreck  of  honour, 
Let  him  come  here,  and  practise ! 

Tra.  Now,  for  honour’s  sake. 

Why,  what  ail’st  thou,  Rowland? 

Rowl.  I am  ridden,  Tranio, 

And  spur-gaM’d  to  the  life  of  patience, 
(Heaven  keep  my  wits  together!)  by  a tiling 
Our  worst  thoughts  are  too  noble  for,  a wo- 
man. [may  be  ? 

Tra.  Your  mistress  has  a little  frown'd,  it 
Rowl.  She  was  my  mistress. 

Tra.  Is  she  not  ? 

Rowl.  No,  Tranio : 

$h*  has  dooe  me  such  disgrace,  so  spitefully* 
So  like  a woman  bent  to  my  undoing. 

That  henceforth  a good  horse  shall  be  mv 
mistress,  [her, 

A good  sword,  or  a book.  And  if  you  see 
Tell  her,  I do  beseech  you,  even  for  love’s 
sake — 

Tra.  I will,  Rowland.  [thought  her, 
Rou  l.  She  may  sooner  count  the  good  I’ve 


10  OA,  'tis  a fearful  office.]  If  the  measure  did  not  greatly  reclaim  against  it,  I should 
ba\  e read  ojf  'ence.  Sympson. 

Our 
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Our  old  love  nnd  our  friendship, 

Shed  one  true  tear,  mean  one  hour  constantly, 
Be  old  and  honest,  married  and  a maid, 
Than  make  me  see  her  more,  or  more  be- 
lieve her:  [sir! 

And  now  I've  met  a messenger,  farewell, 

[Exit. 

Tra.  Alas,  poor  Rowland  ! I will  do  it  for 
thee. 

This  is  that  dog  Moroso;  but  I hope  [her. 
To  see  him  cold  i'th'  mouth  first,  ere  he  enjoys 
I’ll  watch  this  young  man;  desperate  thoughts 
may  seize  him, 

And,  if  my  purse  or  counsel  can,  I’ll  ease  him. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Petroniutj  Moroso , and  So - 
phocles. 

Petru.  For,  look  you,  gentlemen,  say  that 
I grant  her, 

Out  of  my  free  and  liberal  love,  a pardon, 
Which  you  and  all  men  else  know,  she  de- 
serves not,  [ing? 

( Teneutis  umici } can  all  the  world  leave  laugh- 
Petron.  1 think  not. 

Petru.  No,  by  Heaven,  they  cannot! 

For  pray  consider,  have  you  ever  read, 

Or  heard  of,  or  can  any  man  imagine, 

So  stiff  a Tom-boy,  of  so  set  a malice, 

And  such  a brazen  resolution,  [me! 

As  tliis  young  crab-tree?  and  then  answer 
And  mark  but  this  too,  friends,  without  a 
cause, 

Not  a*  foul  word  conic  cross  her,  not  a fear 
She  justly  can  take  hold  on  ; and  d’ye  think 
I must  sleep  out  my  anger,  and  endure  it, 
Sow  pillows  to  her  ease,  and  lull  her  mischief? 
Give  me  a spindle  first ! No,  no,  my  masters. 
Were  she  as  fair  as  Nell-n-Grcece,  nnd 
housewife  [still, 

As  good  as  the  wise  sailor’s  wife,  and  young 
Never  above  fifteen,  and  these  tricks  to  it, 
She  should  ride  the  wild  mare  once  a-week, 
she  should. 

Believe  me  friends,  she  should  ! Fd  tabor  her, 
*Till  all  the  legions  tliat  are  crept  into  her, 
Flew  out  with  fire  i’th’  tails. 

Soph.  Methinks  you  err  now'; 

For  to  me  seems,  a little  sufferance 
Were  a far  surer  cure. 

Petru.  Yes,  I can  suffer,  [merit. 

W here  I see  promises  of  peace  nnd  amend- 
A for.  Give  her  a few  conditions. 

Petru.  I’ll  be  hang’d  first! 

Petron.  Give  her  a crab-tree  cudgel ! 
Petru.  So  I will; 

And  after  it  a flock-bed  for  her  bones. 


And  hard  eggs,  till  they  brace  her  like  a drtun, 
She  shall  be  pamper'd  with;  [tlemen. 

She  shall  not  know  a stool  in  ten  months,  gen- 
• Soph.  Tliis  must  not  be. 

Enter  Jaques. 

Jaqucs.  Arm,  arm  ! out  with  your  weapons! 
For  all  the  women  in  the  kingdom’s  on  ye: 

^ Enter  Pedro. 

They  swarm  like  wasps,  and  nothing  can  de- 
strdy  ’em,  [of’etn. 

But  stopping  of  their  hive,  and  smoth’ring 
Pedro.  St  nnd  to  your  guard,  air!  all  the' 
devils  extant 

Are  broke  upon  us  like  a cloud  of  thunder; 
There  are  more  women  inarching  hitherward, 
In  rescue  of  my  miatress,  than  e’er  turn’d  tail 
At  Sturhridge-fair,  and  I believe  as  fiery. 
Jaqucs.  The  forlorn-hope’s  led  by  a tan- 
ner’s wife, 

(I  know  her  by  her  hide)  a desp’rate  woman ; 
She  flea’d  her  husband  in  her  youth, and  made 
Reins  of  his  hide,  to  ride  the  parish.  Take 
'em  all  together. 

They  are  a genealogy  of  jennets,  gotten 
And  born  thus,  J»y  the  boisterous  breath  of 
husbands;  [ension 

They  serve  sure*1,  and  arc  swift  to  catch  oc- 
(I  mean  their  foes  or  husbands)  by  the  fore- 
locks, [can, 

And  there  they  hang  like  favours;  cry  they 
But  more  for  noble  spite  than  fear : and  cry- 
ing 

Like  the  old  giants  that  were  foes  to  Heaven, 
They  heave  ye  stool  on  stool,  and  fling  main 
pot-lids 

Like  massy  rocks,  dart  ladles,  toasting  iron*1*, 
And  tongs  like  thunderbolts,  till  overlaid, 
They  fall  beneath  the  weight;  yet  still  aspir- 
ing [tame  'eui, 

At  those  imperious  codsheads*3  that  would 
There's  ne’er  a one  of  these,  the  worst  nnd 
weakest,  [raising, 

(Chuse  where  you  will)  but  dare  attempt  the 
Against  the  sovereign  peace  of  Puritans, 

A Alay-pole  and  a morris,  maugre  mainly 
Their  zeal,  and  dudgeon-daggers:  and  yet 
more,  [’em, 

Dares  plant  a stand  of  batt’ring  ale  against 
And  drmk  ’em  out  o’  th*  parish. 

Soph.  Lo , you,  fierce  4 

Petruchio ! this  conies  of  your  impatience. 
Pedro.  There’s  one  brought  in  the  bears, 
against  the  canons 

Of  the  town,  made  it  good,  and  fought  'em. 
Jaqucs.  Another,  to  her  everlasting  fame, 
erected 


~l  Serve  sure .]  «.  e.  observe  sure.  Sympson. 

Dart  ladles , tossing  irows.]  What  sort  of  irons  these  tossing  irons  are  is  a secret  to  me; 
the  Corruption  has  however  been  fix’d  here  ever  since  the  year  1647,  and  if  I conjecture  right, 
the  original  lection  might  have  been, 

• tosting  irons.  Spmpson. 


5 Codshcads.]  So  first  folio;  other  editions,  godheads. 
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Two  ale-houses  of  ease,  the  cfttarter  sessions 
Running  against  her  roundly;  in  which  bu- 
siness 

Two  of  the  disannulled  lost  their  night-caps; 
A third  stood  excommunicate  hy  th* cudgel. 
The  constable,  to  her  eternal  glorv,  [victor. 
Drank  hard,  and  was  converted,  and  she 
Pedro.  Then  are  they  victualled  with  pies 
and  puddings, 

(Tlie  trappings  of  good  stomacl*)  noble  ale, 
(The  true  defender),  sausages,  and  smoak’d 
ones, 

If  need  be,  such  as  serve  for  pikes ; and  pork, 
(Better  the  Jews  ne'er  hated)  here  and  there 
A bottle  of  metheglin,  a stout  Britaiu 
That  will  stand  to  ’em ; 

What  else  they  want,  they  war  for. 

Pctru.  Come  to  council!  [the  kingdom 
Soph.  Now  you  must  grant  conditions,  or 
Will  have  no  other  talk  but  this. 

Pctron.  Away,  tl>en, 

And  let’s  advise  the  best ! 

Sopk.  Why  do  you  tremble?  [o’  th’  head 
Mar.  Have  I liv’d  thus  long  to  be  ! nockt 
With  half  a washing- beetle  t Pray  be  wise, 
sir.  [it  is,  I know  not. 

Pctru.  Come;  something  I’ll  do;  but  what 
Sopk.  To  council  then,  and  let’s  avoid 
their  follies! 

Guard  all  the  doors,  or  we  sha’n’t  have  a 
cloak  left.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Petronius,  Petruchio,  Moroso , Sopho- 
clet , and  Tranio. 

Petron.  I am  ind iff 'rent,  tbo'  I must  con- 
I had  rather  see  her  carted.  [fess 

Tra.  No  more  of  that,  sir. 

Soph.  Are  ye  resolv’d  to  give  her  fair  con- 
Twill  be  the  safest  way.  [ditions  ? 

Petru.  I am  distracted  ! 

^ ould  I had  run  my  head  into  a halter 
When  I first  woo’d  her!  If  I offer  peace, 
Sl.di  urge  her  own  conditions;  that’s  the 
Soph.  Why,  say  she  do  ? [devil. 

Petru.  Suy,  I am  made  an  ass  then  ! 

I know  her  aim : may  I with  reputation, 
(Answer  me  this)  with  safety  of  mine  honour, 
After  the  mighty  manage  of  my  first  wife, 

W liich  was  indeed  a fury  to  this  filly, 
Afterray  twelve  strong  labours  to  reclaim  her, 
W hich  would  have  made  dou  Hercules  horn- 
mad, 

And  hid  him  in  his  hide,  suffer  this  Cicely, 
Ere  she  have  warm’d  ray  sheets,  ere  grappled 
with  me, 


This  pink,  this  painted  foist,  this  cockle-boat. 
To  hang  lier  fights  out4,  and  defy  me,  friends, 
A well-known  man  of  war?  If  this  be  equal. 
And  I may  suffer,  say,  and  I have  done. 
Petron.  I do  not  think  you  may. 

Tra.  You’ll  make  it  worse,  sir. 

■ Soph.  Pray  hear  me,  good  Petruchio.  But 
e'en  now 

You  were  contented  to  give  all  conditions. 
To  trv  how  fir  she’d  carry : Tis  a folly 
(And  you  will  rind  it  so)  to  clap  the  curb  on. 
Ere  you  be  sure  it  proves  a natural  wiiJucss, 
And  not  a forc'd.  Give  her  conditions; 

For,  on  my  life,  this  trick  is  put  into  her— 
Petron.  I should  believe  so  too. 

Soph.  And  not  her  own. 

Tra.  You’ll  find  it  so. 

Soph.  Then,  if  she  flounder  with  you. 

Clap  spurs  on;  and  in  this  you’ll  deal  with 
temperance; 

Avoid  the  hurry  of  the  world — 

Tra.  And  lose — [MusicA  above  % 

Mor.  No  honour,  on  my  life,  sir. 

Petru.  I will  do  it. 

Petron.  It  seems  they’re  very  merry* 

Enter  Jaques . 

Petru . Why,  God  hold  it! 

Mtr.  Now,  Jaques? 

Jaques.  They  are  i’ th’ flaunt,  sir. 

Soph.  Yes,  we  hear  ’em. 

Jaques.  They  liave  got  a stick  of  fiddles, 
and  they  firk  it 

In  wondrous  ways:  two  grand  capitanos 
(They  brought  the  auxiliary  regiments) 

Dance  with  their  coats  tuck’d  up  to  their 
bare  breeches,  [burden* 

And  hid  the  kingdom  kiss ’em;  that’s  the 
They’ve  got  the  metheglin,  and  audacious  ale. 
And  talk  like  tyrants. 

Petron.  How  know’st  thou? 

Juqucs.  I peep’d  in 
At  a loose  lansket. 

Tra.  Hark! 

Petron . A song ! Pray  silence* 

SONG. 

A health  for  all  this  day, 

To  the  woman  that  bears  the  sway, 

And  wear  the  breeches; 

Let  it  come,  let  it  come. 

Let  this  health  be  a seal, 

For  the  good  o’  ill*  common-weal, 

The  woman  shall  wear  the  breeches! 
Let’s  drink  then  and  laugh  it. 

And  merrily,  merrily  quaff  it. 


14  7b  hang  her  fights  out.]  This  expression,  which  is  to  be  met  with  in  Shakespeare  as  well 
a*  our  authors,  inclines  me  to  think,  that  a passage  in  act  iv.  scene  2.  of  The  Captain,  which 
tons  thus, 

1 Boy.  Does  he  (captain)  bear  up  still  ? 

. « 2 Boy.  Aforo  the  wind  still  with  his  lights  ud  bravely: 

should  be  read  in  this  sort, 

, 2 Boy.  Afore  the  wind  still  with  his  fights  up  bravely; 

out  *tis  with  submission  to  the  reader’s  better  judgment*  Sumpson. 

VOL.  III.  V W And 
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And  tipple,  and  tipple  a round: 

Here’s  to  thy  fool, 

And  to  my  fool ; 

Come,  to  all  fools, 

Tho*  it  cost  us,  wench,  many  a pound. 

Mor.  They  look  oat. 

[All  the  Women  above.  Citizens  and 
Country  Women. 

Petru.  Good  ev’u,  ladies ! 

Mafia . Good  you  good  ev’n,  sir! 

Petru.  How  have  you  slept  to-night? 
Maria.  Exceeding  well,  sir. 

Petru.  Did  you  not  wish  me  with  you? 
Marta.  No,  believe  me, 

I never  thought  upon  you, 

Coun.  Is  that  he  ? 

Bianca.  Yes. 

Coun.  Sir. 

Soph.  She  has  drank  hard : mark  her  hood. 
Coun.  You  are — 

Soph.  Learnedly  drunk,  I’ll  hang  else.  Let 
her  utter.  [friend, 

Coun.  And  I must  tell  you,  viva  vucc , 
A very  foolish  fellow. 

Fra.  There’s  an  ale-figure. 

Petru.  I thank  you,  Susan  Brotcs. 

Cit.  Forward,  sister.  [woman, 

Coun.  You  have  espoused  here  a hearty 
A comely,  and  courageous — 

Petru.  Well,  I have  so.  [damsels, 

Coun.  And,  to  the  comfort  of  distressed 
Women  out-worn  in  wedlock,  aud  such  ves- 
This  woman  has  defied  you.  [sels, 

Petru.  It  should  seem  so. 

Coun.  And  why? 

Petru.  Yes,  can  you  tell? 

Coun.  For  thirteen  causes. 

Petru.  Pray,  by  your  patience,  mistress — 
> Cit.  Forward,  sister ! 

Petru.  Do  you  mean  to  treat  of  all  these? 
Cit.  Who  shall  let  her25?  [not  now 

Pctron.  Do  you  bear,  velvet-hood?  we  come 
To  hear  your  doctrine. 

Coun.  For  the  first,  I take  it, 

It  doth  divide  itself  into  seven  branches. 

Petru.  Hark  you,  good  Maria, 

Have  you  got  a catemiiser  here  ? 

'fra.  Good  zeal ! [peace. 

Soph.  Goodthree-pird  predication,  will  you 
And  hear  the  cause  wc  come  for  ? 

Coun.  Yes,  bob-tails,  [the  cause : 

We  know  the  cause  you  come  for;  here’s 
But  never  hope  to  carry  her,  ne’er  dream 
Or  flatter  vour  opinions  w'itli  a thought 
Of  base  repentance  in  her. 

Cit.  Give  me  sack ! 

By  this,  and  next,  strong  ale — 

Coun.  Swear  forward,  sister ! [we’ll  bury 
Cit.  By  all  that’s  cordial,  in  this  place 
Our  l>oncs,  fames,  tongues,  our  triumphs,  and 
then  all 

That  ever  yet  was  chronicled  of  woman, 


But  this  brave  w encli,  this  excellent  despiscr, 
This  banc  of  dull  obedience,  shall  inherit 
Her  liberal  will,  and  march  off  with  condition* 
Noble  and  worth  herself. 

Coun.  Sl»e  shall,  Tom  Tilers, 

And  brave  ones  too.  My  hood  shall  make 
a hearse-cloth, 

And  I’ll  lie  under  it  like  Joan  o’Gaunt, 

Ere  I go  less;  my  distaff  stuck  up  by  me, 

For  the  eternal  trophy  of  my  conquests, 

And  loud  Fame  at  my  head  with  two  maia 
bottles. 

Shall  fill  to  all  tlie  w orld,  the  glorious  fall 
Of  old  don  Gillian  ! 

Cit.  Yet  a little  further. 

We’ve  taken  amis  in  rescue  of  this  lady. 
Most  just  and  noble:  if  yc  bent  us  off 
Witliout  conditions,  and  we  recant. 

Use  us  as  we  deserve  ; and  first  degrade  u* 
Of  all  our  ancient  chambering,  next  that 
Tlie  syinlmls  of  our  secresy,  silk  stockings 
Hew  off  our  heels;  our  petticoats  of  amis 
Tear  off  our  bodies,  anil  our  bodkins  break 
Over  our  coward  hernia. 

Coun.  And  ever  after, 

To  make  the  tainture  most  notorious, 

At  all  our  crests  ( videlicet , our  plackets) 

Let  laces  hang,  and  wc  return  again 
Unto  our  former  titles,  dairy-maids! 

Petru.  ^ No  more  wars!  Puissant  ladies, 
And  freely  I accept  ’em.  [shew  conditions, 
Maria.  Call  in  Li  via  y 
She’s  in  the  treaty  too. 

Enter  Liria  a bore. 

Mor.  How ! Livia  ? 

Maria.  Hear  you  that,  sir  ? 

There's  the  conditions  for  you ; pray  peruse 
’em.  [right  rebellion 

Pctron.  Yes,  there  she  is : it  had  been  no 
Had  she  lield  off.  What  think  you,  man? 

Mor.  Nay,  nothing : [science, 

I have  enough  o’  th’  prospect.  O’  my  cou- 
Thc  world’s  end  and  the  goodness  of  a woman 
Will  come  together. 

Pctron.  Are  you  there,  sweet  lady? 

Liriu.  Cry  you  mercy,  sir ! I saw  you  not : 
your  blessing ! [hies  w ith  roe. 

Pctron.  Yes,  when  I bless  a jade  that  stun*- 
Ilow  are  the  articles? 

Liria.  This  is  for  you,  sir; 

And  1 shall  think  upon't. 

Mor.  You’ve  us’d  me  finely ! [extant, 
Livia.  There  is  no  other  use  of  thee  now 
But  to  be  hung  up,  cassock,  cup,  and  all, 
For  some  strange  monster  nt  th*  apothecary  a 
Petron.  I hear  you,  whore. 

Livia.  It  must  be  his  then,  sir; 

For  need  will  then  Compel  me. 

Cit.  Blessing  ofi  fhee ! [coal*, 

Liria.  He  will  undo  me  in  mere  pans  ot 
To  tnake  liim  lusty26. 


25  Let  her.]  i.  e.  Hinder  her. 

*>  Livia.  he  will  undo  mey  &c]  This  speech  is  only  i&  first  folio. 


Pel  ran. 
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Pctron.  There’s  no  talking  to  'em. 

How  are  they,  sir? 

Petru.  As  I expected ; liberty  andelonths, 
[Reads. 

When,  and  in  what  way  she  will ; continual 
monies, 

Company,  nnd  all  the  house  at  her  dispose ; 
Xo  tongue  to  say,  uhtfs  this?  or,  whither 
Kill  it?  [points  here; 

New  conches,  and  some  buildings,  she  np- 
Hangiugs,  and  hunting-horses ; and  for  plate 
And  jewels  for  her  private  use,  I take  it. 

Two  thousand  pound  in  present ; then  for 
niusick, 

And  women  to  read  French — 

Petron.  This  must  not  be. 

Petru.  And  at  the  latter  end  a clause  putin, 
That  Livin  shad  hy  no  mau  be  importun'd, 
This  whole  month  yet,  to  marry. 

Petron.  This  is  monstrous ! [awhile: 
Petru.  This  shall  be  done ; I'll  humour  her 
If  nothing  but  repentance  and  undoing 
Can  win  her  love,  I'll  make  a shift  for 
one. 

Soph.  When  you  are  once  a-bed,  all  these 
Lie  under  your  own  seal.  [conditions 

Mona.  L)* you  like  ’em? 

Petru.  Yes; 

And,  by  that  faith  I gave  you 'fore  the  priest, 
J1I  ratify  ’em. 

Coun,  Stay  * what  pledges  ? 


Maria.  No;  Fll  take  that  oath. 

But  have  a care  you  keep  it ! 

Cit.  'Tia  not  now 
As  when  Andrea  liv'd. 

Conn.  If  you  do  juggle, 

Or  alter  but  a letter  of  these  articles 
We  have  set  down,  the  selfsame  persecu- 
Maria.  Mistrust  him  not.  [tion — 

Petru.  By  all  my  honesty — 

Maria,  Enough;  I yield. 

Petron.  What’s  this  inserted  here  ? 

Soph.  That  the  two  valiant  women  that 
commanded  here 

Shall  have  a supper  made  ’em,  and  a Urge  one, 
And  liberal  entertainment  without  grudging, 
And  pay  for  all  their  soldier*** 

Petru.  That  stiall  be  too ; 

And  if  a tun  of  wine  will  serve  to  pay  'em, 
They  shall  have  justice.  I ordain  ye  all 
Paymasters,  gentlemen. 

Tra.  Then  we  shall  have  sport,  boys! 
Maria,  We’ll  meet  you  in  the  parlour, 
Petru.  Ne’er  look  sad,  sir; 

For  I will  do  it. 

Soph.  There’s  no  danger  in’t. 

Petru.  For  Livia’i  article,  you  shall  ob- 
I've  tied  myself.  [serve  it; 

Petron.  I will. 

Petru.  Along  then! — Now 
Either  1 break,  or  this  stiff  plant  must  bow. 

[lureuaf. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Trunio  and  Rowland. 

Tra.  pOME,  you  sliall  take  my  counsel. 

* J Rou>l.  I shall  hang  first! 

I’ll  no  more  love,  that’s  certain ; ’tis  a bone 
(Next  that  they  poison  rats  with)  the  most 
mortal. 

N<  I thank  Heav*n,I’ve  got^my  sleep  again, 
And  now  begin  to  write  sense ; I can  walk  ye 
A long  hour  in  my  chamber  like  a man, 

And  think  of  something  that  may  better  me, 
Nome  serious  point  of  learning,  or  my  state ; 
No  more  ah-me  s,  and  miurert  s,  Tmnio17, 
tome  near  uiy  brain.  I’ll  tell  thee;  hud 
the  devil 

But  any  essence  in  him  of  a man, 


And  could  be  brought  to  love,  and  lore  a 
woman,  [horns  do, 

T would  make  his  head  ache  wooer  than  Ids 
And  firk  him  with  a fire  be  never  felt  yet. 
Would  make  him  dance.  1 tell  thee;'  there 
is  nothing  [me) 

(It  may  be  thy  case,  Tranio,  therefore  hear 
Under  the  suu  (reckon  the  inass  of  follies 
Crept  into  tit’  world  with  man)  so  desperate. 
So  mad,  so  seuselcss,  poor  aud  base,  so 
Koguy,  and  scurvy — [wretched, 

Tra.  Whither  wilt  thou,  Rowland  ? 

Rozl'L  As  ’tis  to  be  in  love. 

Tra.  And  why,  for  virtue  sake? 

Raul.  And  why,  tor  virtue’s  sake?  Dost 
thou  not  conceive  me? 

Tra.  No,  by  my  troth. 


17 ay-me\  and  mistresses,  'Tranio .]  For  taisJr esses  the  first  copy  has  miseries , which 

the  reader  may  perhaps  think  the  true  reading;  I imagine  the  word  wants  but  a syllable, 
which  I would  restore  thus, 

No  more  ay-me’s  and  misereriSy  Tranio. 

And  to  confirm  this,  in  act  v.  scene  2,  of  this  very  play,  we  have  the  very  expression  re- 
pealed  again: 

The  two  Fish  Streets, 

Were  the  ( Alarm ) but  once  arriv’d  amongst  the  whitings, 

Would  sing  a wofid  misereri , Pedro.  Sampson , 

U % Rau  l. 
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Rtnrl.  Pray  then,  and  heartily,  [too, 
For  fear  thou  fall  into't.  I’ll  till  thee  why 
For  I Imte  hope  to  save  thee:  when  thou 
lov’st, 

And  hrst  begin’st  to  worship  the  gilt  calf, 

(i  w r ur is,  thou  hast  lost  thy  gentry, 

And,  like  a prentice,  flung  away  thy  freedom) 
Forthwith  thou  art  a slave. 

Tru.-'\  hat’s  a new  doctrine. 

J (owl.  Next,  thou’rt  no  more  man. 

Tra.  What  then? 

Howl.  A frippery; 

Nothing  hut  braided  hair,  and  penny  ribband, 
G love, garter,  ring,  rose, or  at  hesfa  swabber; 
If  thou  const  love  so  near  to  keep  thy  making. 
Yet  thou  wilt  lose  thy  language. 

Tra.  Why? 

Hotel.  Oh,  Tran io! 

Those  things  in  love  ne’er  talk  ns  we  do. 

Tra.  No?  [shake  the  head, 

Howl.  No,  without  doubt ; they  sigh,  and 
And  sometimes  whistle  dolefiilly. 

Tra.  No  tongue  ? [no  reason  : 

Hotel.  Yes,  Tranio,  but  no  truth  in’t,  nor 
And  when  they  cant  (for  ’tis  a kind  of  canting) 
You  shall  hear,  if  you  reach  to  understand  ’em, 
(Which  you  must  beirfool  first, or  you  cannot) 
Such  gibb’rish;  such,  believe  me — I protest, 
sweet — [stel/ations 

And,  oh,  dear  Heat' ns,  in  which  such  ron- 
Rcig n ut  the  births  of'  lovers — This  is  too 
v.  ell ! 

And,  deign  me,  lady,  deign  me,  I beseech  you. 
Your  poor  unworthy  lump — and  then  she 
licks  him. 

Tra.  A pox  on’t,  this  is  nothing  ! 

Haul.  Thou  hast  hit  it. 

Then  talks  she  ten  times  worse,  and  wries, 
and  w riggles, 

As  tho’  she  had  the  itch  (and  so  it  may  be). 
Tra.  Why,  thou  art  grown  a strange  dis- 
coverer. 

Howl.  Of  mine  own  follies,  Tranio. 

Tra , W ilt  thou,  Rowland, 

Certain  ne’er  love  again? 

Houl.  I think  so,  certain; 

And,  if  I he  not  dead-drunk,  I shall  keep  it. 
Tra.  Tell  me  hut  this;  whnt  dost  thou 
think  of  women  ? [light  me, 

Howl.  Why,  as  I think  of  fiddles;  they  dc- 
T’ill  their  strings  break. 

Tra.  What  strings? 

Ravi.  Their  modesties,  [like  kits, 

Faiths,  vows,  and  maidenheads: ; for  they’re 
They  have  hut  four  strings  to  ’em. 

Tra.  What  wilt  thou  [lovest, 

Give  me  for  ten  pound  now,  when  tlwu  next 
And  the  same  woman  still? 

Rote/.  Give  me  the  money; 

A hundred,  and  my  bond  for’t. 

Tra.  But  pray  hear  me ; 

I’ll  work  all  means  I cun  to  reconcile  ye? 
Howl.  Do,  do ; give  me  the  money. 

Tra.  There ! 

Howl.  Work,  Tranio. 


Tra.  You  shall  go  sometimes  where  she  is. 
Howl.  Yes,  straight. 

This  is  the  first  good  I e’er  got  by  woman. 
Tra.  You’d  think  it  strange  now,  if 
another  beauty 
As  cood  as  hers,  say  better— 

Houl.  Well? 

Tra.  Conceive  ine, 

This  is  no  point  o’th’  wager. 

Howl.  1 hat’s  all  one. 

Tra.  Love  you  as  much,  or  more,  than 
she  now  hates  you — 

Howl.  Tis  n good  hearing!  Let  ’em  lovei 
ten  pound  more, 

I never  love  that  woman.  * 

Tra . There  it  is ; 

And  so  an  hundred,  if  you  lose. 

Howl.  Tin  done ! 

Have  you  anotlier  to  put  in? 

Ti a.  No,  no,  sir. 

Howl.  I’m  very  sorry.  Now  will  I erect 
A new  game,  and  go  hate  for  th’  bell;  'I’m 
I uni  in  excellent  case  to  win.  [sure 

Tru.  I must  have  leave 
To  tell  you,  and  tell  truth  too,  what  she  is, 
Aud  how  she  suffers  for  you. 

Row/.  Ten  pound  more, 

I ne’er  believe  you. 

Tra.  No,  sir;  I am  stinted. 

Howl.  Well,  take  your  best  way  then. 
Tra.  Let’s  walk.  I’m  glad 
Your  sullen  fever’s  off. 

Howl.  Shalt  see  me,  Tranio,  [wedding; 
A monstrous  merry  man  now.  Let’s  to  th* 
And,  as  we  go,  tell  me  the  general  hurry 
Of  these  mad  wenches,  and  their  works. 
Tra . I will. 

Haul.  And  do  thv  worst. 

Tra.  Something  I’ll  do— 

Howl . Do,  Tranio.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Pedro  and  Jaques. 

Pedro.  A pair  of  stocks  bestride  ’em!  are 
they  gone  ? [pans  »’  th’  town 

J a (juts.  Yes,  they  are  gone;  and  all  the 
Beating  before- ’em.  What  strange  admoni- 
tions 

They  gave  rny  master,  and  how  fearfully 
They  threaten’d,  if  he  broke  ’em ! 

Pedro.  O'  my  conscience, 

11’  has  found  his  full  mutch  now. 

Jay  ms.  That  I believe  too. 

Pedro.  How  did  she  entertain  him? 
Jaques.  She  look’d  on  him — 

Pedro.  But  scurvily. 

Jaques.  With  no  great  affection  ['*fj 
That  I saw;  and  I heard  some  say  he  kls5(* 
But  ’tvvas  upon  a treaty;  and  some  copies 
Say,  but  her  cheek. 

Pedro.  Jaques,  what  wouldst  thou  £1VC 
For  such  a wife  now? 

Jaques.  Full  as  many  prayers 
As  the  most  zealous  Puritan  conceives 
Out  of  the  meditation  of  tat  veal,  - 
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Or  birds  of  prey,  cramm'd  capons,  against 

plivers, 

A ad  to  as  good  a tune  too;  but  against  her. 
That  licav’n  would  bless  me  from  her! 

Mark  it,  Pedro  ; [night 

If  this  house  Lc  not  turned  within  this  fort- 
Widi  toe  foundation  upward,  I'll  be  carted. 
My  comfort  is  yet,  that  those  Amorites 
Thai  came  to  back  her  cause,  those  heathen 
whores. 

Had  their  hoods  hallowed  with  sack. 

Pedro.  How  devilish  drunk  they  were? 
Jaynes.  And  how  they  tumbled,  Pedro! 
Didst  thou  mark 
The  country  cavahero  ? 

Pedro.  Out  upon  her, 

How  she  turn'd  down  the  braggat78! 

Jayues.  Ay,  that  sunk  her. 

Pedro.  That  driuk  was  well  put  to  her: 
what  a somersalt,  [heels  upward ! 

When  the  chair  fell,  she  fetch’d  with  her 
Juyues.  And  what  a piece  of  landskip  she 
discover’d  ! [in  the  posset  ? 

Pedro.  Didst  mark  her  wheu  her  hood  fell 
Jayues.  Yes,  and  there  rid,  like  a Dutch 
boy.  The  tumbrel. 

When  she  had  got  tier  ballast— 

Pedro.  That  I saw  too.  [Sophocles 

Juyues.  How  fain  she  would  have  drawn  on 
To  rorae  abojpd,  and  how  she  simper’d  it — 
Pedro.  I warrant  her,  sh*  lias  been  a wor- 
thy striker.  [been  some  hope  on’t. 

Jayues.  1*  th’  heat  of  summer,  there  Imd 
Pedro.  Hnng  her  ! [belch’d  out, 

Jayuet.  She  offer’d  him  a Hnrry-grunt,  and 
Her  stomach  being  bl  .wo  with  ale,  such 
courtship,  [since. 

(Jpoa  my  life,  has  giv’n  him  twenty  stools 
Believe  my  calculation,  these  old  women, 
When  they  are  tippled,  and  a little  heated. 
Are  like  new  wheels;  they’ll  roar  you  all 
"'Till  tliey  he  greas’d.  [the  town  o’er 

Pedro.  The  city  cinque-a-pace, 

Dame  Toast- and-Butter,  had  the  bob  too. 

Jayues.  Yes:  ring; 

But  she  was  sullen  drunk,  and  giv’n  to  bleu- 
I sec  her  offer  at  a spoon. — My  master  ! 

I do  not  like  his  look  ; I fear  h’  hus  fasted, 
For  all  this  preparation : let’s  steal  by  him. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  HL 

Eater  Petruchio  and  Sophocles. 

Soph.  Not  let  you  touch  her  all  this  night? 
Petru.  Not  touch  her. 

Soph.  Where  was  your  courage  ? 

Petru.  Where  was  her  obedience? 

Never  poor  man  was  sham’d  so;  never  rascal 
That  keeps  a stud  of  whores  was  us’d  so 
basely.  [do  you  love  her  ? 

Sooh.  Pray  you  tell  me  one  thing  truly ; 
Petru.  I would  I did  not,  upon  that  con- 
l pass’d  thee  half  my  land.  [dition 


Soph.  It  may  be  then, 

Her  modesty  requir’d  a little  violence: 

Some  womeu  love  to  struggle. 

Petru.  She  liad  it, 

And  so  much  that  I sweat  for’t,  so  I did; 
But  to  no  end ; I wash’d  an  Ethiop. 

She  swore  my  force  might  weary  her,  but 
win  her 

I never  could,  nor  should,  till  she  consented; 
And  I might  take  her  body  prisoner, 

But  for  tier  mind  or  appetite — 

Soph.  Tis  strange ! 

This  woman  is  the  iiret  I ever  read  o£ 
Refus’d  a warranted  occasion, 

And  standing  on  so  fnir  terms. 

Petru.  I shall  quit  her. 

Soph.  Us’d  you  uo  more  art  ? 

Petru.  Yes ; I swore  to  her, 

And  by  no  little  ones,  if  presently, 

Without  more  disputation  on  the  matter, 

She  grew  not  nearer  to  me,  and  dispatch’d 
me 

Out  of  the  pain  I was  (for  I was  nettled), 
And  willingly,  and  eagerly,  and  sweetly, 

I would  to  her  chamber-maid,  and  in  her 
hearing 

Begin  tier  such  a hunts-up — 

Soph.  Then  she  started  ? [she  answer’d, 
Petru.  No  more  than  Ido  now:  marry. 
If  I were  so  dispos'd,  she  could  not  help  it; 
But  there  was  one  call’d  Jaqites,  a poor  but- 
ler, 

One  that  might  well  content  a single  w oman. 
Soph.  And  he  should  tilt  her  ? 

Petru.  To  that  sense.  And  last,  [Hang, 
She  bad  me  yet  these  six  nights  look  for  no- 
Nor  strive  to  purchase  it,  but  fair  good  night. 
And  so  good  morrow,  and  a kiss  or  two  [it. 
To  close  my  stomach;  for  her  vow  had  seal’d 
And  she  would  keep  it  constant. 

Soph.  Stay  you,  stay  you ! 

Was  she  thus  when  you  woo'd  her? 

Petru.  Nothing,  Sophocles, 

More  keenly  eager : I was  oil  afraid 
She  had  been  light  and  easy,  she  would  shower 
Her  kisses  so  upon  me. 

Soph.  Then  I fear 
Another  spokes  i’th’  wheel. 

Petru.  Now  thou  hast  found  me!  [tience. 
There  gnaws  my  devil,  Sophocles.  Oh,  Pn- 
Prescrve  me ! that  I make  her  not  example 
By  some  unworthy  way ; as  Haying  her. 
Boiling,  or  making  verjuice,  drying  her— 
Soph.  I hear  her. 

Petru.  Murk  her  then,  and  see  the  heir 
Of  spite  and  prodigality ! sh*  1ms  studied 
A way  to  beggar's  both,  and  by  this  hand 
[aluria  at  the  door , Servant, and  Woman . 
She  shall  be,  if  I live,  a doxy. 

SoDh.  Fy,  sir!  [too  poor: 

Maria.  I do  not  like  that  dressing;  *ti* 
Let  me  have  six  gold  laces,  broad  aud  massy, 
And  betwixt  ev’ry  lace  a rich  embroidery ; 


11  Praggat.]  A Welsh  drink,  made  of  honey,  &<v 
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Line  the  gown  thro’ with  plash  perfum’d,  and 
All  the  sleeves  down  with  pearl ! f purfle 

Petru.  What  think  you,  Sophocles? 

In  what  point  stands  my  state  now  ? 

Maria.  For  those  hangings, 

Let  ’em  be  carried  where  1 gave  appointment 
(They  are  too  base  for  my  use) ; and  bespeak 
New  pieces,  of  the  civil  wars  of  France: 

Let  ’em  he  large  and  lively,  and  all  silk-work, 
The  borders  gold. 

Soph.  Ay,  marry,  sir,  this  cuts  it. 

Maria.  That  fourteen  yards  of  sattin  give 
ray  woman ; 

I do  not  like  the  colour,  ’tis  too  civil ; 
There’s  too  much  silk  i’th’lace  too.  Tell 
the  Dutchman, 

That  brought  the  mares,  he  must  with  all 
speed  send  me 

Another  suit  of  horses;  and,  by  all  means. 
Ten  cast  of  hawks  for  th’ river:  I much  care 
not  [dying; 

What  price  they  bear,  so  they  be  sound,  and 
For  the  next  winter  I am  for  the  country. 
And  mean  to  take  my  pleasure.  Where’s  the 
horseman  ? 

Petru.  She  means  to  ride  a great-horse. 
Soph.  With  a side-saddle? 

Petru.  Yes;  and  she’ll  run  a-tilt  within 
this  twelvemonth.  [pray,  s*r> 

Maria.  Tomorrow  I’ll  begin  to  learn:  but 
Have  a great  care  he  be  an  easy  doer; 

Twill  spoil  a scholar  else. 

Soph.  An  easy  doer! 

Did  you  hear  that  ? 

Petru.  Yes  ; I shall  meet  her  morals 
Ere  it  be  long,  I fear  not. 

Maria.  Oh,  good  morrow ! 

Soph.  Good  morrow,  lady ! How  is’t  now  ? 
Maria . Faith,  sickly ; 

This  house  stands  in  an  ill  air — 

Petru.  Yet  more  charges? 

Maria.  Subject  to  rots,  and  rheums ; out 
on’t ! ’tis  nothing 
But  a til’d  fog. 

Petru.  What  think  you  of  the  lodge  then? 
Maria.  I like  the  seat,  hut  ’tis  too  little. 
Sophocles,  [ment. 

Let  me  have  thy  opinion;  thou  hast  judg- 
Petru.  ’Fib  very  well ! 

Maria.  What  if  I pluck  it  down. 

And  build  a square  upon  it,  with  two  courts 
Still  rising  from  the  entrance  ? 

Petru.  And  i’th*  midst 
A college  for  young  scolds. 

Maria.  And  to  the  southward 
Take  in  a garden  of  some  twent  y acres. 

And  cast  it  of  the  Dalian  fashion,  hanging? 
Petru.  An  you  could  cast  yourself  so  too. 
— Pray,  lady. 

Will  not  this  cost  much  money  7 
Maria.  Some  five  thousand ; 

Say  six.  I’ll  have  it  battl’d  too — 

Petru.  And  gilt? — Maria,  [on’t: 

This  is  a fearfulcourse  you  take ! Pray  think 
You  are  a woman  now,  a wife,  and  las 


Tliat  must  in  honesty  and  justice  look  for 
Some  due  obedience  from  you. 

Maria.  That  bare  word  [upon’t! 

Shall  cost  you  many  a pound  more,  build 
Tell  me  of  due  obedience  ? What’s  a hus- 
band? [ters? 

What  are  we  married  for  ? to  csirry  sump- 
Are  we  not  one  piece  with  you,  and  as  worthy 
Our  own  intentions,  ns  you  yours? 

Petru.  Pray  hear  me!  [equal  weigh’d, 
Maria.  Take  two  small  diops  of  water, 
Tell  me  which  is  the  heaviest,  ami  which 
First  to  descend  in  duty  ? [ought 

Petru.  You  mistake  me; 

I urge  not  service  from  you,  nor  obedience 
In  way  of  duty,  but  of  love  and  credit: 

All  I expect  is  but  a noble  care 

Of  wlmt  I’ve  brought  yon,  and  of  what  I am, 

And  what  our  name  may  be. 

Maria.  7 lint’s  in  inv  making. 

Petru.  Tis  true,  it  is  so. 

Muriu.  Yes,  it  is,  Petruchio:  [insr* 

For  there  was  never  man  without  ourmould- 
Without  our  stamp  upon  lum,  and  our  jus- 
tice, 

Left  any  thing,  three  ages  after  him. 

Good,  and  his  own. 

Soph.  Good  lady,  understand  him. 

Marin.  I do  too  much,  sweet  Sophocles: 
he’s  one 

Of  a most  spiteful  self-condition, 

Never  at  peace  with  any  thing  but  age. 

That  has  no  teeth  left  to  return  his  anger; 

A bravery  dwells  in’s  blood  yet,  of  abusing 
His  first  good  wife;  he’s  sooner  lire  than 
And  sooner  mischief.  [powder, 

Petru.  If  I be  so  sudden, 

Do  not  you  fear  me  ? 

Maria.  No,  nor  yet  rare  for  you  ; 

And,  if  it  may  be  lawful,  I defy  you ! 

Petru.  Does  tins  become  you  now? 
Maria.  It  shall  become  me. 

Petru.  Thou  dibobedient,  weak,  vain-glo- 
rious woman, 

Were  I but  half  so  w ilful  as  tl;ou  spiteful, 

I should  now  drag  tliec  to  thy  duty. 

Muriu.  Drag  me?  [your  pleasure! 

Petrt*.  But  I am  friends  again;  take  all 
Muriu,  Now  you  perceive  him,  Sophocles. 
Petru.  I love  thee 

Above  thy  vanity,  thou  faithless  creature! 
Maria.  ’Would  I had  been  so  happy, 
when  I married, 

But  to  have  met  an  honest  man  like  thee, 
(For  I am  sure  thou’rt  good,  I know  tliou’rt 
honest) 

A handsome  hurt  less  man,  a loving  man, 
Tho’  never  a penny  with  him,  and  those  eyes, 
That  face,  aud  thut  true  heart ! — Wear  llvis 
for  my  sake. 

And  when  thou  think’st  upon  me,  pity  me; 
I’m  cast  away  ! [JSrd. 

Soph.  Why,  how  now,  ratui? 

Petru.  Pray  leave  me ; 

Aud  follow  your  advices. 

SopL 
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Art  5,  Scene  4.] 

Soph.  The  man’s  jealous.  [ask  you 

Pctru.  1 shall  find  a time,  ere  it  belong,  to 
One  or  two  foolish  questions. 

Soph.  1 shall  answer 

As  well  as  I am  able,  when  vou  call  me! — 

If  she  mean  true,  ’tis  but  a little  killing, 

Ami  if  1 do  not  venture,  it’s — 

Farewell,  sir ! [£rif. 

Prtru.  Pray,  farewell ! — Is  there  no  keeping 
A wife  to  one  man’s  use  ? no  wintering 
These  cattle  without  straying?  Tis  hard 
dealing,  [mg! 

Very  hard  dealing,  gentlemen,  strange  deal- 
Now,  in  tlie  name  of  madness,  wlrnt  star 
feign'd,  [married 

What  dog-star,  bull,  or  bear-star,  when  I 
This  second  wife,  this  whirlwind,  that  takes 
all 

Within  her  compass?  Was  I not  well  warn’d, 
(1  thought  1 had,  and  I believe  I know  it) 
And  beaten  to  repentance,  in  the  days 
Of  my  first  doting?  had  I not  wife  enough 
To  turn  my  love  too?  did  I want  vexation, 

Or  any  special  care  to  kill  my  heart? 

Had  I not  ev’ry  morning  a rare  breakfast, 
Mix’d  with  a learned  lecture  of  ill  language, 
Louder  than  Torn  o*  Lincoln?  and  at  dinner, 
A diet  of  the  same  dish?  Was  there  evening 
That  e’er  past  over  us,  without  thou  knave, 
Or  thou  tchore,  for  digestion  ? had  I ever 
A pull  at  this  same  poor  sport  men  run  mad 
for,  [first, 

But  like  a cur  T was  fain  to  shew  mv  teeth 
And  almost  worry  her?  And  did  Heav’n 
forgive  me, 

And  take  this  serpent  from  me,  and  am  I 
.Keeping  tame  devils  now  again  ? My  heart 
aches! 

Something  I must  do  seedily:  I'll  die, 

If  I can  handsomely,  for  that’s  the  way 
To  make  a rascal  of  her.  1 am  sick, 

Aad  I’ll  go  very  near  it,  but  I’ll  perish. 

* [Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Livia , Bianca,  Trunin,  and  Ron  land. 
Livia.  Then  l must  be  content,  sir,  with 
Ruwl.  And  I with  mine.  [my  fortune. 
Livia.  I did  not  think  a look, 

Or  a poor  word  or  two,  could  have  displnutcd 
Such  a fix'd  constancy,  and  for  your  end  loo. 
Rovl.  Come,  coinc,  I know  your  courses! 
There’s  your  gewgaws,  [gave  me  : 

Your  rings,  and  bracelets,  and  the  purse  you 
The  money's  spent  in  entertaining  you 
At  plays,  and  cherry-gardens. 

Livia.  There’s  your  chain  too.  [still; 
But,  if  you’ll  give  me  leave,  I’ll  wear  the  hair 
I’d  yet  remember  you. 

Bianca.  Give  birn  his  love,  wench ; 

The  young  man  has  employment  fort. 

Tra.  Fy,  Rowland!  [pound 

Jtoa.7.  You  cannot  fy  me  out  a hundred 
With  this  poor  plot,— ‘Yet,  let  rao  ne’er  see 
day  more, 


something  do  not  struggle  strangely  in 
ne! 

Bianca.  Young  man,  let  me  talk  with  you, 
Ron  l . Well,  young  woman? 

Bianca.  This  was  your  mistress  once— 
Haul.  Yes. 

Bianca.  Are  you  honest  ? 

I see  you’re  young,  and  handsome. 

Ratal.  I am  honest. 

Bianca.  Why,  that’s  well  said.  And  there's 
no  doubt  your  judgment  [you 

Is  good  enough,  and  strong  enough,  to  tell 
Wiio  are  your  foes,  and  friends:  why  did 
you  leave  l»er  ? 

Hotel.  She  made  a puppy  of  me. 

Bianca.  He  that  granted  : 

She  must  do  so  sometimes,  and  oftentimes ; 
Love  were  too  serious  else. 

Rou'l.  A witty  woman  ! 

Bianca.  Hud  you  lov’d  me — 

Raid.  I would  I had! 

Bianca.  And  dearly,  [worse,  sir; 

And  I had  lov’d  you  so — You  may  love 
But  that  is  not  material. 

Raid.  I shall  lose! 

Bianco.  Some  rime  or  other,  for  varietv, 

I should  have  call'd  you  tool,  or  boy,  or  bid 
yon 

Play  with  the  pages;  but  have  lov’d  you  stilt. 
Out  of  all  question,  and  extremely  too: 

You  are  a man  made  to  be  lov’d. 

Rote/.  This  woman 

Either  abuse's  me,  or  loves  me  deadly. 
Bianca.  I’ll  tell  you  one  tiling;  if  I were 
to  cliuse 

A husband  to  mine  own  mind,  I should  think 
One  of  your  mother’s  making  would  content 
me; 

For  o’ my  conscience  she  makes  good  one*. 
Roid.  Lady, 

I’ll  leave  you  to  your  commendations. — 

I’m  in  ag:iin,  the  devil  take  their  tongues! 
Bianca.  You  shall  not  go. 

Hard.  I will.  Yet  thus  far,  Livia; 

Your  sorrow  may  induce  me  to  forgive 
you, 

But  never  love  again. — If  I stay  longer. 

I’ve  lost  two  liuudrcd  pound. 

JJvia.  Good  sir,  but  thus  much— 

Tra.  'Turn,  if  thou  be’st  a man. 

Livia.  But  one  kiss  of  you  ; 

One  parting  kiss,  and  I am  gone  too. 

Rind.  Come ; 

I shall  kiss  fifty  pound  away  at  this  clap. 
We’ll  have  one  more,  and  then  farewell. 
Livia.  Farewell! 

Bianca.  Well,  go  thy  ways ! thou  bear’s? 
a kind  heart  with  thee. 

Tra.  11*  has  made  a stand. 

Bianca.  A noble,  brave  young  fellow. 
Worthy  a wench  indeed! 

Rord.  I will — I will  not.  [ Exit* 

Tra.  He’s  gone;  but  shot  again.  Play 
you  but  yotir  part. 

And  I wdl  keep  my  promise*  forty  angels 
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In  fair  gold,  lady  (wipe  your  eyes!)  lie’s  yours, 
If  I have  any  wit. 

Livia.  I’ll  pay  the  forfeit. 

Biama.  Come  then  ; let's  see  your  sister, 
how  she  fares  now. 

After  her  skirmish ; and  be  sure  Moroso 
Be  kept  in  good  hand : then  all’s  perfect, 
Livia.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Jaquts  and  Pedro. 

Pedro.  Oh,  Jaques,  Jaques,  what  be- 
0b,  my  sweet  roaster!  [comes  of  us? 

Jaques.  Run  for  a physician, 

And  a whole  peck  ot  ’pothcraries,  Pedro. 

He  w ill  die,  didle,  didledie,  if  they  come  not 
Quickly;  and  bring  all  people  that  are  skilful 
In  lungs  and  livers ; raise  the  neighbours, 
And  all  the  uqua-viter  bottles  extant ; 

And,  oh,  the  parson,  Pedro,  oh,  the  parson! 
A little  of  his  comfort,  ne’er  so  little — 
Twenty  to  one  you  find  him  at  the  Bush; 
There’s  the  best  ale. 

Pedro.  I fly!  [Exif. 

Enter  Maria  and  Servants. 

Maria.  Out  with  the  trunks,  ho ! 

Why  are  you  idle?  Sirrah,  up  to  th’ chamber, 
And  take  the  hangings  down,  and  sec  the 
linen 

Pack’d  up,  and  sent  aw*ay  within  tlus  half-hour. 
What,  are  the  carts  come  yet  > Some  honest 
body  [wardrobe; 

Help  down  the  chests  of  plate,  and  some  tho 
Alas,  we  are  undone  else. 

Jaques.  Pray,  forsooth. 

And  I beseech  you,  tell  me,  is  he  dead  yet? 
Maria.  No,  but  he’s  drawing  on.  Out 
with  the  armour! 

Jaques.  Then  I’ll  go  see  him. 

Maria.  Thou’rt  undone  then,  fellow ; 

No  man  that  has  been  near  him  come  near 
me! 

Enter  Sophocles  und  Petronius. 

Soph.  Why,  how  now,  lady?  what  means 
Petron.  Now, daughter ! [this? 

How  does  my  son  ? 

Maria.  Save  all  you  can, for Heav’n’s  sake! 
Enter  Livia,  Bianca,  and  Tranio. 

Livia.  Be  of  good  comfort,  sister. 

Maria.  Oh,  my  casket ! 

Petron.  How  docs  thy  husband,  woman? 
Maria.  Get  you  gone,  [ness — 

If  vou  mean  to  save  your  lives:  tlie  sick- 
Pelron , Stand  further  off,  I prithee  ! 
Maria.  Is  i*th’ house,  sir.  My  husband 
has  it  now : 

Alas,  he  is  infected,  and  raves  extremely: 
Give  me  some  counsel,  friends. 

Bianca.  Why,  lock  the  doors  up, 

And  send  him  in  a woman  to  attend  him. 
Maria.  I have  bespoke  two  women,  and 
tiie  city 


Hath  sent  a watch  by  this  time : meat  nor 
He  shall  not  want,  nor  prayers.  [money 
Petron.  How  long  is’t 
Since  it  first  took  him  ? 

Maria.  But  within  this  three  hours. 

Enter  Watch- 

I’m  frighted  from  my  wits !— Oh,  here’s  the 
watch. 

Pray  do  your  office;  lock  the  doors  up,  friends: 
And  patience  be  his  nngel ! 

Tra.  This  comes  unlook’d  for. 

Maria.  I’ll  to  the  Lodge : some  that  are 
kind,  and  love  me, 

I know  will  visit  me- 

Petru.  [ nil /tin]  IV  you  hear,  my  masters? 
Ho,  you  that  lock  the  doors  up ! 

Petron.  T’is  his  voice. 

Tra.  Hold,  and  let’s  hear  him. 

Petru.  Will  ye  starve  me  here? 

Am  I a traitor,  or  an  heretick  ? 

Or  am  I grown  infectious? 

Petron.  Pray,  sir,  pray ! [puppp 

Petru.  I am  as  well  as  you  are,  goodinan 
Maria.  Pray  have  patience!  You  shall 
want  nothing,  sir.  [wickedness! 

Petru . I want  a cudgel,  and  thee,  thou 
Fetron.  He  speaks  well  enough. 

Maria.  H’had  ever  a strong  heart,  sir. 
Petru.  Will  ye  hear  me?  First,  be  pleas'd 
Tq  think  I know  ye  all,  and  can  distinguish 
Ev’ry  man’s  several  voice:  you  that  spoke 

first»  • . 
I know  my  father-in-law;  the  otlicr,  Tranio; 

And  I heard  Sophocles;  the  last,  pray  mark 
Is  my  damn’d  wife  Marin.  [®e» 

If  any  man  misdoubt  me  for  infected, 

There  is  mine  arm,  let  any  man  look  on’tl 

Enter  Doctor  and  Apothecary. 

Doctor.  Save  ye,  gentlemen ! 

Petron.  Oh,  welcome,  Doctor!  [nion. 
You  come  in  happy  time.  Pray  your  opi* 
What  think  you  of  his  pulse  ? 

Doctor.  It  beats  with  busiest, 

And  shews  a general  inflammation, 

Which  is  the  symptom  of  a pestilent  fever. 
Take  twenty  ounces  from  him. 

Petru.  Take  n fool ! [Deuz-ace. 

Take  an  ounce  from  mine  arm,  and,  doctor 
I’ll  make  a close-stool  of  your  velvet  costard . 
Pox,  gentlemen,  do  ye  ’make  a May-ga®* 
on  me  ? 

I tell  ye  once  again,  I am  ns  sound, 

As  well,  as  wholesome,  and  as  sensible. 

As  any  of  ye  all.  Let  me  out  quickly, 

Or,  as  I mn  a man.  I’ll  beat  the  w alls  down, 
And  the  first  thing  I light  upon  shall  pay  fort. 

[Exeunt  Doctor  and  Apothecary . 
Petron.  J\ay,  we’ll  go  with  you,  Doctor. 
Maria.  'Tis  the  safest. 

I saw  the  tokens,  sir. 

Petron.  Then  there’s  but  one  way. 
Petru.  Will  it  please  you  open  ? 

Ira,  Ilis  fit  grows  stronger  still. 
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Maria.  Let’s  save  ourselves,  sir; 

He's  past  all  worldly  cure. 

Petron.  Friends,  do  your  office ! 

And  wlmt  he  wants,  if  money,  love,  or 
labour, 

Or  any  way  may  win  it,  let  him  have  it. 
Farewell,  and  pray,  my  honest  friends. 

[Exeunt. 

Petru.  Why,  rascals!  IJaques! 

Friends!  gentlemen!  thou  beastly  wife! 
None  bear  me  ? Who’s  at  th’  door  there? 

1 Watch.  Think,  I pray,  sir. 

Whither  you’re  going,  and  prepare  yourself. 

2 Watch.  These  idle  thoughts  disturb  you : 

the  good  gentlewoman  [nothing. 

Your  wife  has  taken  care  you  shall  waut 
Petru.  Shall  I come  out  in  quiet  ? Answer 
me! 

Or  shall  I charge  a fowling-piece,  and  make 
Mine  own  way?  two  of  ye  I cannot  miss, 

If  I miss  three.  Ye  coine  here  to  assault 
me! 

I am  as  excellent  well,  I thank  Heav’n  for’t, 
And  have  as  good  a stomach  at  this  instaut — 
2 Watch.  That's  an  ill  sign ! 

1 Watch.  He  draws  on;  he’s  a dead  man ! 
Petru.  And  sleep  as  soundly — Will  you 
look  upon  me? 

1 Watch . Do  you  want  pen  and  ink/ 
While  you  have  sense,  sir, 

Settle  your  state. 

Petru.  Sirs,  I am  well  as  you  are, 

Or  any  rascal  living. 

2 Watch . ’Would  you  were,  sir! 

Petru.  Look  to  yourselves,  and,  if  you 
love  your  lives, 

Open  the  door,  and  fly  me!  for  I shoot  else ; 
By  Heav’n,  111  shoot,  and  presently,  chain- 
And  under  four  I will  not  kill.  [bullets; 

1 Watch.  Let’s  quit  him! 

It  may  he  it  is  a trick.  He’s  dangerous. 

2 Watch,  'live  de’ii  take  th’  hindmost,  I 

cry!  [I£ri7  Watch  running. 

Enter  Petruehio  with  a Piece. 

Petru.  Have  among  ye  ? [shoot. 

The  door  shall  open  too;  I’ll  have  a fair 
Are  ye  all  gone? — Tricks  in  my  old  days? 

crackers  [Sleeves  ? 

Put  now  upon  me  ? And  by  lady  Green- 


Am  I grown  so  tame  after  all  my  triumphs  ? 
Rut  that  I should  be  thought  mad,  if  I rail’d 
As  much  as  they  deserve,  against  these  women, 
I would  now  rip  up,  from  the  primitive 
cuckold, 

All  their  arch-villainies,  and  alltheir doubles; 
Which  are  more  than  a hunted  hare  e’er 
thought  on. 

When  a man /ins  tlie  fairest  and  the  sweetest 
Of  all  their  sex,  aud  as  he  things  the  noblest, 
What  has  he  then?  and  I’ll  apeak  modestly; 
He  has  n quartern* ague,  that  shall  shake 
All  his  estate  to  nothing,  never  cur’d, 

Nor  never  dying;  h’  has  a ship  to  venture 
llis  fame  aud  credit  in,  which  if  he  man 
not 

W’ith  more  continual  labour  than  a gaily, 

To  make  her  tith,  either  she  grows  a tumbrel. 
Not  worth  the  cloth  site  wears,  or  springs 
more  leaks 

Than  nil  the  fame  of  his  posterity  [hogs ! 
Can  ever  stop  again*9.  Out  on  ’em,  hedgo 
He  that  shall  touch  ’em,  has  a thousand 
thorns 

Run  thro’  his  fingers : if  I were  unmarried, 

I would  do  any  thing  below  repentance. 

Any  base  dunghill  slavery;  he  u hangman. 
Ere  I would  he  a husband.  Oh,  the  thousand. 
Thousand,  ten  thousand  ways  they  have  to 
kill  us!  [liddles, 

Some  fall  with  too  much  stringing  of  tl»a 
And  those  are  fools ; some,  that  they  are  not 
suffer'd,  [scorpions, 

And  those  are  maudlin  lovers;  some,  like 
They  poisou  with  their  tails,  and  those  sire 
martyrs ; 

Some  die  with  doing  good,  those  benefactors. 
And  leave  ’em  land  to  leap  away;  some 
few, 

For  those  are  rarest,  they  are  said  to  kill 
With  kindness  and  fair  usage ; hut  what  they 
are 

My  catalogue  discovers  not,  only’tis  thought 
They’re  buried  in  old  walls,  with  their  heels 
upward. 

I could  rail  twenty  days  together  now! 

I’ll  seek  ’etn  out;  and  if  1 have  not  reason, 
And  very  sensible,  why  this  was  done, 

I’ll  go  n-birding  yet,  and  some  shall  smart 
for’t!  [Flril. 


19  Can  ever  stop  again.  I could  rail  twenty  days; 

Out  on  ’em,  hedge  hogs , 

He  that  shall,  &e.]  We  think  it  cannot  be  doubted  but  that  the  words  I could  rail 
txcenty  days,  have  been  foisted  in  here  by  mistake,  and  have  therefore  omitted  them.  Tliey 
come  in  their  proper  place  afterwards  lower  down,  where  the  line  runs, 

I could  rail  twenty  days  together  now. 

There  they  complete  the  measure;  here  they  interrupt  it,  as  well  as  break  in  upon  the 
sense. 


VOL.  Ill, 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  T. 

Enter  Moroto  and  Pctronius. 

Mor. TTIAT  I do  love  her  is  without  all 
■*-  c(*  estion, 

And  most  extremely,  clearly,  most  exactly; 
And  that  I would  e’en  now,  this  present 
Monday,  [widows, 

Before  all  others,  maids,  wives,  women, 
Of  what  degree,  or  calling,  marry  her, 

As  certain  too;  but  to  be  made  a whim-wham, 
A jib-crack,  and  a gentleman  o’  th’  first  bouse, 
For  all  my  kindness  to  her — 

Petron.  Ilow  you  take  it!  [caps! 

Thou  get  a wench  ? thou  get  a dozen  night- 
Wouldst  have  her  coiuc  and  lick  thee  like  a 
calf, 

And  blow  thy  nose,  and  buss  thee  ? 

Mur.  Not  so  neither. 

Petron.  What  wouldst  thou  lrnve  her  do? 
Mnr.  Do  as  she  should  do ; f marry, 

Put  on  a clean  smock,  and  to  church,  and 
And  then  to  bed  i’ God's  name!  This  is  fair 
play,  [her  bobs 

And  keeps  the  king’s  peace.  Let  tier  leave 
(I’ve  had  too  many  of  them)  and  her  quillets. 
She  is  as  nimble  that  way  as  an  eel ; 

But  in  the  way  she  ought,  to  ine  especially, 
A sow  of  lead  is  swifter. 

Petron.  Quout  your  griefs  down,  [crazy, 
Mur.  Give  fair  quarter:  l ain  old  and 
And  suhje<  t to  much  fumhling,  I confess  it; 
Yet  something  I would  have  that’s  warm,  to 
hatch  me : 

But  understand  me,  l would  lrnve  it  so, 

I buy  not  more  repentance  in  the  bargain 
Than  the  ware’s  worth  1 have.  If  you 
allow  lute 

Worthy  your  son-in-law  and  your  allowance, 
Do  it  a way  of  credit,  let  me  shew  so; 

And  not  he  troubled  in  my  visitations 
With  blows,  and  bitterness,  and  downright 
railings, 

As  if  we  were  to  couple  like  two  cats. 

With  clawing,  and  lond  clamour. 

Petron.  Thou  fond  ipan, 

Hast  thou  forgot  the  ballad,  Crabbed  Age10? 
<Can  May  and  January  match  together, 

And  never  a storm  between  'em  ? Say  sh* 
Put  case  she  do!  [abuse  thee, 

*Mor.  Well? 

Petron.  Nay,  believe  she  does. 

Mur.  1 do  believe  she  docs. 

Petron'.  And  devilishly: 

Art  thou  a whit  the  worse? 

Mur.  That’s  pot  tlie  matter; 


I know,  being  old,  'tis  fit  I am  abus'd ; 

I know  'tis  handsome,  and  I know  moreovei 
I am  to  love  her  for’t. 

Petron.  Nopf  you  come  to  me. 

A lor.  Nay,  more  than  this;  I find  too, 
and  find  certain,  [ouches, 

What  gold  I have,  pearl,  bracelets,  rings,  or 
Or  what  she  can  desire,  gowns,  petticoats, 
Waistcoats,  embroider'd  stockings,  scarfs, 
cawls,  feathers,  rand  ribbands, 

Hats,  five-pound  garters,  muffs,  masks,  ruffs, 
I am  to  give  her  for’t. 

Petron.  Tis  right,  you  are  so. 

Mur.  But  when  I’ve  dope  all  this,  and 
think  it  duty, 

Is’t  requisite  another  bore  ray  nostrils  ? 
Kiddle  me  that! 

Petron.  Go,  get  you  gone,  and  dream 
She’s  thine  within  these  two  days,  for  she  is 
so.  [broths. 

The  boy’s  beside  the  saddle!  Get  warm 
And  feed  apace!  think  not  of  worldly  bu- 
siness, [they're  hateful, 

It  cools  the  blood;  lease  off  your  tricks, 
And  mere  forerunners  of  the  ancient  meat 
aures ; [V  erdugo’s, 

Contrive  your  heard  o'th*  top  cut,  like 
It  shews  you  would  be  wise ; and  burn  your 
night-cap, 

It  looks  like  half  a winding-sheet,  and  urges 
From  a young  wench  nothing  but  cold  re- 
pentance ; 

You  may  eat  onions,  so  you’ll  not  be  lavish. 
Mor.  I'm  glad  of  that. 

Petron.  They  purge  the  blood,  and  quicken ; 
But  after  ’em,  conceive  me,  sweet  your  mouth, 
And  where  there  wants  a tooth,  suck  in  a 
clove. 

Mor.  Shall  I hope  once  again?  say  it! 
Petron.  You  shall,  sir; 

And  you  shall  hove  your  hope. 

Mor.  Why,  there's  a match  then! 

Enter  Bianca  and  Tranio. 

Bianca.  You  shall  not  find  me  wanting; 
get  you  gone ! [plotting  else 

Here’s  the  old  man;  he'll  think  you’re 
Something  against  his  new  son.  [Exit  Tra. 
Mor.  Fare  you  well,  sir!  [Exit* 

Bionca.  An  ev’ry  buck  bad  his  doe, 

And  ev’ry  cuckold  a bell  at  his  toe; 

Oh,  what  sport  should  we  have  then,  boys, 
then, 

Oh,  what  sport  should  we  have  then! 

Petron.  This  is  the  spirit  that  inspires 
’em  all. 


•10  Crabbed  Age.]  The  ballad  here  alluded  to  is  printed  amongst  the  Poems  of  Shakespeare, 
and  supposed  to  he  one  of  his  productions.  It  is  also  preserved  iu  Dr.  Percy’s  Keliqucs  of 
Ancient  Poetry,  vol.i.  M. 

Bianca. 
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Bianca.  Give  you  good  ev’n! 

Petnm.  A word  with  you,  sweet  lady! 
Bianca.  I’m  very  hasty,  sir. 

Petron.  So  you  were  ever. 

Bianca.  Well,  what’s  your  will? 

Petron.  Was  not  your  skilful  hand  [chiefs 
In  this  last  stratagem?  Were  not  your  mis- 
Eking  the  matter  on? 

Bianca.  In’s  shutting  up  ? 

Is  that  it  ? m 

Petron.  Yes. 

Bianca.  Ill  tell  you. 

Petron.  Do. 

Bianca.  And  truly. 

Good  old  man,  I do  grieve  exceeding  much, 

I fear  too  much — 

Petron.  I’m  sorry  for  your  heaviness. 

Belike  you  can  repent  then? 

Bianca.  There  you’re  wide  too : 

Not  that  the  thing  was  done  (conceive  me 
rightly) 

Does  any  way  molest  me. 

Petron.  What  then,  lady  ? [sorrow-, 

Bianca.  But  that  I was  not  in  it,  there’s  my 
There;  now  you  understand  me ! for  I’ll  tell 

It  was  so  sound  a piece,  and  so  well  carried, 
And  if  you  mark  the  way,  so  handsomely, 

Of  such  a height  h,  and  excellence,  and  art, 

I have  not  known  a braver ; for,  conceive  me, 
When  the  gross  fool  her  husband  would  be 
sick — 

Petron.  Pray  stay ! [no  sense  for’t, 

Bianca.  Nay,  good  your  patience ! — And 
Then  slept  vour  daughter  in — 

Petron.  6y  vour  appointment  ? 

Bianca.  I would  it  had,  on  that  condition 
I had  but  one  half-smock,  I like  it  so  well ! — 
And,  like  an  excellent  cunning  woman,  cur’d 
me 

One  madness  with  another;  which  was  rare, 
And,  to  our  weak  beliefe,  a wonder. 

Petron.  Hang  you ! 

Tor  surely,  it*  your  husband  look  not  to  you, 

I know  what  will. 

Bianca.  I humbly  thank  your  worship ! 

And  so  I take  my  leave. 

Petron.  You’ve  a hand,  I hear  too— 

Bianca . I have  two,  sir. 

Petron.  In  my  young  daughter’s  business. 
Bianca.  You  will  find  there 
A fitter  hand  than  miue,  to  reach  her  frets, 
And  play  down-diddle  to  her. 

Petron.  I shall  watch  you. 

Bianca  Do. 

Petron.  And  I sliall  have  justice. 

Bianca.  Where? 

Petron.  That’s  all  one ; 

I shall  he  with  you  at  a turn  henceforward. 
Bianca.  Get  you  a posset,  do ; and  so  good 
ev’n,  sir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Pctrucfuo , Jaqucs,  and  Pedro. 
Jaqurs.  And,  as  I told  your  worship,  all 
the  hangings, 
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Brass,  pewter,  plate,'  ev’u  to  the  very  look- 
ing-glasses. 

Pedro.  And  tliat  that  hung  for  our  defence, 
the  armor,  [Jaques, 

And  the  March-beer  was  going  too : Oh, 
What  a sad  sight  was  that  ? 

Jaques,  E’en  the  two  rundlets, 

The  two  that  was  our  hope,  of  muskadel, 
Better  ne’er  tongue  tript  over,  those  two  can- 
nons, 

To  batter  brawn  withal  at  Christmas,  sir, 
Ev’n  those  two  lovely  twins,  the  enemy 
Had  almost  cut  off  clean. 

Petru.  Go  trim  the  house  up, 

And  put  the  things  in  order  as  they  were ! 

TTlreuwf  Pedro  and  Juqites. 
I shall  find  time  for  all  this; — Could  I find 
her  [ness: 

But  constant  any  way,  I have  done  my  busiJ‘ 
Were  she  n whore  directly,  or  a scold, 

An  unthrift,  or  a woman  made  to  hate  me, 

I had  iny  wish,  and  knew  which  way  to  rein 
her ; [losses, 

But  while  she  shews  all  these,  and  all  their 
A kind  of  linsev-wolsey,  mingled  mischief 
Not  to  be  guess'd  at,  and  w hether  true  or  bor- 
row’d 

Enter  Maria . 

Not  certain  neither — What  a hap  had  I, 
And  what  a tidy  fortune,  when  my  fate 
Flung  me  upon  this  bcar-wlielp  [ Here  she 
comes. 

Now,  if  she  have  a colour,  (for  the  fault  is 
A cleanly  one)  upon  my  conscience 
I stall  forgive  her  yet,  and  find  a something 
Certain  I married  for,  her  wit:  I’ll  mark  her. 
Maria.  Not  let  his  wife  come  near  him  to 
his  sickness? 

Not  come  to  comfort  him?  she  that  all  laws 
Of  Heav’n,  and  nations,  have  ordain’d  his  se- 
cond, * 

Is  she  refus’d  ? and  two  old  paradoxes, 
Pieces  of  five  and  fifty,  without  faith, 

Clapt  in  upon  him?  Has  a little  pet. 

That  all  young  wives  must  follow  necessary, 
Having  their  maidenheads— 

Petru.  This  is  an  axiom 
I never  heard  before. 

Maria.  Or  say  rebellion, 

If  we  durst  be  so  foul,  (which  two  fair  words, 
Alas,  win  us  from  in  an  hour,  an  instant, 

We  are  so  easy)  make  him  so  forgetful 
Both  of  his  reason,  honesty,  and  credit, 

As  to  deny  his  wife  a visitation  ? 

His  wife,  that  tho’  she  was  a little  foolish,  * 
Lov’d  him,  oh,  lleav’n  forgive  her  fort!  nay 
doted. 

Nay,  had  run  mad,  had  she  not  married  him? 
Petru.  Tho’  I do  know  this  falser  than  tlie 
devil, 

I cannot  chuse  but  love  it. 

Maria.  What  do  I know, 

But  those  that  came  to  keep  him,  might  have 
kill’d  him? 

XS  Id 
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In  what  a case  had  I been  then  ! I dare  not 
Relieve  him  such  a base,  debgsh’d  companion, 
That  one  refusal  of  a tender  maid  [need, 
Would  make  hint  feign  this  sickness  out  of 
And  take  a keeper  to  him  of  fourscore 
To  ulav  at  billiards ; oik*  that  mew’d  content 
Anu  all  her  teeth  together.  Not  come  near 
him?  [most  rare  Jesuit; 

Pctru.  This  woman  would  have  made  a 
She  can  prevaricate  on  any  tiling;  [her 
Tliere  whs  not  to  be  thought  a way  to  save 
In  all  imagination,  beside  this. 

Marin.  His  unkind  dealing,  which  was 
worst  of  nil, 

In  sending,  who  knows  whither,  all  the  plate, 
And  all  thehoushold-stuff,  lmd  I not  cross'd  it, 
Uy  a great  providence,  and  my  friends’  as- 
sistance, 

Which  he  will  thank  me  one  day  for — Alas, 
I could  have  watch'd  as  well  as  they,  have 
serv’d  him 

In  any  use,  better,  and  willinger: 

The  law  commands  me  to  do  it,  love  com- 
mands me. 

And  my  own  duty  charges  me. 

Pctru.  lleav’n  bless  me ! [her. — 

And,  now  I’ve  said  my  prayers,  I’ll  go  to 
Are  you  a w ife  for  any  man? 

Maria.  For  you,  sir,  [well, 

If  I were  worse,  I were  better:  that  you’re 
At  lenst,  that  you  appear  so,  I thank  Heav’n, 
Long  may  it  hold  1 and  that  you’re  here,  1 
am  glad  too: 

Rut  that  you  have  abus’d  me  wretchedly. 
And  such  a way  that  sbiynes  the  name  of  hus- 
band, 

Such  a malicious  mangy  way,  so  mingled 
(Never  look  strangely  on  me ; I dare  tell  you) 
With  breach  of  honesty,  care,  kindness,  man- 
ners— 

Pctru.  Holla!  you  kick  too  fast. 

Maria.  Was  I a stranger? 

Or  had  I vow’d  perdition  to  your  person? 
Am  I not  married  to  you?  Tell  me  that! 
Pctru.  I would  l could  not  tell  you ! 
Maria.  Is  iny  presence, 

The  stock  I come  of,  which  is  worshipful, 

If  I should  say  right  worshipful  I lied  not, 
My  grandsire  was  a knight — 

Pctru.  O’  the  shire? 

Maria.  A soldier, 

Which  none  of  all  thy  family  e’er  heard  of, 
Rut  one  conductor  of  thy  name,  a grasier 
That  ran  away  with  pay ! — Or  am  1 grown, 
Because  I’ve  been  a little  peevish  to  you, 
Only  to  try  your  temper,  such  a dog-leech, 

I could  not  be  admitted  to  your  presence? 
Pctru.  If  I endure  this,  hang  me! 

- Maria . And  two  death’s  heads, 

Two  Hurry-groats,  that  had  their  faces  worn, 
Almost  their  names  away  too— 

Pctru.  Now  hear  uie! 

For  1 will  stay  no  longer. 

Maria.  ’I  bis  you  shall ! 

However  you  shall  think  to  flatter  me 


For  this  offence,  (which  no  submission 
Can  ever  mediate  for,  you’ll  find  it  so) 
Whatever  you  shall  do  by  intercession, 

What  you  can  offer,  what  your  land  can  pur- 
chase, 

What  all  your  friends  or  family  can  win, 
Shall  be  but  this,  not  to  forswear  your  know* 
ledge. 

But  ever  to  forbear  it.  Now  your  will,  sir! 
Pctru.  Thou  art  the  subtlest  woman  I think 
living,  [me; 

I’m  sure  the  lewdest ! Now  be  still  and  mark 
Were  I hut  any  way  addicted  to  the  devil, 

I should  now  think  I had  met  a playfellow 
To  profit  by,  and  that  way  the  most  learned 
That  ever  taught  to  murmur.  Tell  me,  thou. 
Thou  most  poor,  paltry,  spiteful  whore— 
D’  you  cry  ? 

I’ll  make  you  roar,  before  I leave. 

Maria.  Your  pleasure ! 

Pctru.  Was  it  not  sin  enough,  thon  fruit- 
erer, [ker, 

Full  of  the  fall  thou  eat’st,  thou  devil’s  bro- 
Thou  seminary  of  all  sedition,  [o’er  us, 
Thou  sword  of  veng’ance  with  a thread  hung 
Was  it  not  sin  enough,  and  wickedness 
In  full  abundance,  was  it  not  vexation 
At  all  points,  cap-a-pte — Nay,  I shall  pinch 
‘you! — 

Thus  like  a rotten  rascal  to  abuse 
The  uatne  of  Heav’n,  the  tie  of  marriage. 
The  honour  of  thy  friends,  the  expectation 
Of  all  tliat  thought  thee  virtuous,  with  rebel- 
lion. 

Childish  and  base  rebellion?  but, continuing 
After  forgiveness  too,  and  worse,  your  mis- 
chief? [by, 

And  against  him,  setting  the  hope  of  Heaven 
And  the  dear  reservation  of  his  honour, 
Nothing  above-ground  could  have  won  to  hate 
thee? 

Well,  go  thy  ways! 

Maria.  Yes. 

Pctru.  You  shall  hear  me  out  first: 

What  punishment  mayst  thou  deserve,  tlioa 
thing,  . [roue, 

Thou  idle  thing  of  nothing,  thou  pull’d  prim- 
Thattwo  hours  after  art  a weed,  and  wither’d. 
For  this  last  flourish  on  me?  Am  I one 
Selected  out  of  all  the  husbands  living, 

To  be  so  ridden  by  a tit  of  ten-pence  ? 

Am  I so  blind,  and  bed-rid?  I was  inad, 
And  had  the  plague,  and  no  man  must  come 
near  me ! 

I must  be  shut  up,  and  my  substance  bezxled, 
And  an  old  woman  watch  me! 

Maria.  Well,  sir,  well; 

You  may  well  glory  in’t.  [my  plot, 

Pctru.  And  when  it  coines  to  opening, ’ti* 
I must  undo  myself,  forsooth  ! Dost  hear  me  ? 
If  i should  beat  tlice  now,  as  much  may  be, 
Dust  thou  not  well  deserve  it?  O’  thy  con- 
science. 

Dost  thou  not  cry,  Come  Leut  rug  ? 

Maria.  I defy  you! 

And, 
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And,  ray  last  loving  tears,  farewell ! The  first 
stroke 

The  very  first  you  gave  me,  if  you  dare  strike, 
(Try  me,  and  you  shall  find  it  so)  for  ever, 
Never  to  be  recall'd,  (I  know  you  love  rae, 

Mad  till  you  have  enjoy’d  me)  l do  turn 
Utterly  from  you;  and  what  man  I meet  first, 
That  has  hut  spirit  to  deserve  n favour, 

Let  him  bear  any  shape,  the  worse  the  better, 
Shall  kill  you,  and  enjoy  me.  What  I’ve  said 
About  your  foolish  sickness,  ere  you  have  me 
As  you  would  have  me,  you  shall  swear  is 
certain,  , 

And  challenge  any  man  that  dare9  deny  it; 

Aod  in  all  companies  approve  my  actions. 

And  so,  farewell  for  this  time ! [2£n7. 

Petru.  Grief  go  with  thee ! 

If  there  be  any  witchcrafts,  herbs,  or  potions, 
Saying  my  prayers  backward,  fiends,  or  fai- 
ries, 

That  can  again  unlove  me,  I am  rv^de. 

• * [Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Bianca  and  Tranio . 

Tra.  Mistress,  you  must  do’t. 

Bianca.  Are  the  writings  ready 
I told  you  ot? 

Tra.  Yes,  they  are  ready;  but 
To  what  use  I know  not. 

Bianca.  You  are  an  ass, 

You  roust  have  all  things  constru’d, 

Tra.  Yes,  and  pierc'd  too11, 

Or  I Had  little  pleasure. 

Bianca.  Now  you're  knavish; 

Co  to!  Fetch  Rowland  hither  presently; 

Your  twenty  pound  lies  bleeding  else;  she’s 
married 

Within  these  twelve  hours,  if  we  cross  it  not. 
And  see  the  papers  of  one  size ! 

Tra.  I have  you. 

Bianca.  And  for  disposing  of ’em — 

Tra.  If  I fail  you, 

Now  I have  found  the  way,  use  tnartiul  law, 
And  cut  my  head  otV  with  a hand-saw  ! 

Bianca.  Well,  sir! 

Petronius  and  Moroso  I’ll  see  sent  for. 

About  your  business ; go ! 

Tra.  I’m  gone.  [Enf. 

Enter  Livia . 

Bianco.  IIo,  Livia! 

Livia.  Who’s  that?  [look  now, 

Bianca.  A friend  of  yours.  Lord,  how  you 
Ai  if  y’had  a carruck ! 

Uvia.  Oh,  Bianca! 

I am  the  most  undone,  unhappy  woman — 
Bianta.  Be  quiet,  wench ! thou  shall  be 
done,  and  done. 

And  done,  and  double  done,  or  all  shall 
aplit  for’t. 
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No  more  of  these  minc’d  passions ! they  arc 
mangy, 

And  ease  thee  of  nothing,  but  a little  wind: 
An  apple  will  do  more.  Thou  fear’st  Moroso? 
Livia.  E’en  as  I fear  the  gallows. 

Bianca.  Keep  thee  there  still ! 

And  you  love  Rowland  ? say. 

Livia.  If  I say  not, 

I’m  sure  I lie.  [man, 

Bianca.  What  wouldst  thou  give  that  wa- 
in spite  of  all  his  anger,  and  thy  fear. 

And  all  thy  father’s  policy,  that  could 
Clnp  ye  within  these  two  nights  quietly 
Into  a bed  together? 

Liv ut.  How? 

Bianca.  Why,  fairly,  [blood  comes ! 
At  half-sword,  man  and  wife : now  the  red 
Ay,  marry,  now  the  matter’s  chang'd. 

Livia.  Bianca, 

Methinks  you  should  not  mock  me. 

Bianca.  Mock  u pudding ! [ing. 

I speak  good  honest  English,  and  good  rutan- 
Livia.  I should  not  be  ungrateful  to  that 
woman.  [but  my  counsel, 

Bianca.  I know  thou  wouldst  not:  follow 
And  if  thou  hast  him  not,  despite  of  fortune, 
Let  me  ne’er  know  a good  night  more!  You 
Be  very  sick  o’ th’ instunt.  [must 

Livia.  Well,  what  follows?  [your  friends, 
Bianca.  And  in  that  sickness  send  for  all 
Your  father  and  your  fever,  old  Moroso  ; 
And  Rowland  shall  be  there  too. 

Livia . What  of  these?  [shall  follow 
Bianca.  Do  you  not  twitter  yet?  Of  this 
That  which  shall  make  thy  heart  leap,  and 
thy  lips 

Venture  as  many  kisses  as  the  merchants 
Do  dollars  to  th’  East  Indies:  you  shall  know 
all; 

But  first  walk  in,  and  practise;  pray,  be  sick. 
J.ivia.  I do  believe  you,  and  t am  sick. 
Bianca.  Do : [servants 

To  bed  then;  come! — I’ll  send  away  your 
Post  for  your  fool,  uml  father:  uud,  good 
fortune. 

As  we  mean  honesty,  now  strike  an  up-shot ! 

[k.ceunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Tranio  and  Rowland. 

Tra.  Nay,  on  my  conscience,  I have  lost 
my  money;  [you; 

But  that’s  all  one : I’ll  never  more  persuade 
I see  you’re  resolute,  and  1 commend  you. 
Rowl.  But  did  she  send  for  me? 

Tra.  You  dare  believe  me?  [for  profit 
Rowl.  I cannot  tell ; you  have  your  ways 
Allow’d  you,  Tranio,  as  well  as  1 
Have  to  avoid  ’em  fenr. 

Tra.  No,  on  my  word,  sir, 

I deal  directly  with  you. 


11  }«,  and  pierc’d  too.]  The  word  constru'd  going  before,  would  make  one  suspect  tlrat 
Jprid  should  have  followed,  and  so  I imagine  it  at  first  was  wrote.  Sympsun. 

It  is  clear  that  h loose  pun  is  inteuded;  so  the. text  should  stand  as  it  does. 

.i  Enter 
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If  you  can  love  her,  do ; if  you  can,  hate  her. 
Or  any  else  that  loves  you — 

Rowl.  Prithee,  Tranio ! 

2'ra.  Why,  farewell,  twenty  pound ! ’twill 
not  undo  me; 

You  have  my  resolution. 

Howl.  And  your  money : ffeit. 

Which,  since  you  are  so  stubborn,  iflfor- 
Make  me  a Jack  o’ Lent3*,  and  break  ray 
shins  [with  you; 

For  untagg’d  points  and  counters ! ill  go 
But  if  thou  gett’st  a penny  by  the  bargain— 
A parting  kiss  is  lawful? 

Tra.  1 allow  it.  [Yet,  a bargain  1 

Howl.  Knock  out  my  brams  with  apples. 
Tra.  I tell  you,  I’ll  no  bargains;  win  and 
wear  it. 

Rowl.  Thou  art  the  strangest  fellow ! 

Tra.  That's  all  one.  [if  thou  dar’st, 

Howl.  ' long  then  ! Twenty  pound  more, 
I give  h<A*ot  a good  word  ! 

Tra.  . penny.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Petruchio,  J iuju.es,  and  Pedro. 
Petru.  Prithee,  entreat  her  come ; I will 
not  trouble  her 

Above  a word  or  two.  Ere  I endure 

[Exit  Pedro . 

This  life,  and  with  a woman,  and  a vow’d 
one 

To  all  the  mischiefs  she  can  lay  upon  me, 
I’ll  go  to  plough  again33,  and  eat  leek-ppr- 
ridge  1 [ber’d). 

(Begging’s  a pleasure  to’t,  not  to  be  nura- 
No,  there  be  other  countries,  Jaques,  forme, 
And  otlier  people;  yea,  and  other  women: 
If  I have  need,  here’s  money,  there’s  your 
ware. 

Which  is  fair  dealing;  and  tlie  sun,  they  *JJ» 
Shines  as  warm  there  ns  here  ; and  till  I ve 
lost 

Either  myself  or  her— I care  not  whether 
Nor  which  first— 

Jaques.  Will  your  worship  hear  me? 
Petru.  And  utterly  outworn  the  memory 
Of  such  a curse  as  this,  none  of  my  nation 
Shall  ever  know  me  more. 

Jaques.  Out,  alas,  sir. 

What  a strange  way  do  you  run ! 

Petru.  Any  way, 

So  I out-run  this  rascal. 

Jaques.  Methinks  now,  [tience-* 

If  your  good  worship  could  but  have  the  p* 
Petru.  The  patience  ? why  the  patience 

51  This  lehorson  manners  will  require  a struggling,  . 

Of  two  and  twenty,  or  by  r lady , thirty.]  Struggling  here  means  kissing,  hut  I rat  if* 
think  the  author’s  word  was  smuggling,  which  I have  heard  used  in  that  sense.  The  ieCO, 
line  seems  wrong:  lie  had  before  mentioned  ten  kisses,  and  people  generally,  inincrca*“e 
a number,  advance  by  decimals  : I read  therefore,  as  a much  more  natural  way  of  speaking. 
Often,  or  twenty,  or  by  r Indy,  thirty.  Seward. 

**  Juek  e’Xenf]  See  note  28  on  the  Wild-Goose  Chase. 

J1  PH  go  to  plough,  and  tat  let k -porridge.]  The  copies  in  general,  except  that  of  3 * 

want  the  dissyllabic  again.  Sympsotu  . 


Enter  Servant  hastily. 

Howl.  How  now,  fellow? 

Whither  post  you  so  fast? 

Serv.  Oh,  sir,  my  master  1 
Pray  did  you  see  my  master  t 
Howl.  Why  your  master? 

Serv.  Sir,  his  jewel — 

Howl.  With  tne  gilded  button? 

Serv.  My  pretty  mistress  Livia— 

Howl.  What  of  her? 

8erz\  Is  fallen  sick  o’  th*  sudden — 

Howl.  How,  o’  th’  sullens? 

Serv.  O’ th*  sudden,  sir,  I say;  very  sick. 
Hxw  l.  It  seems  sh’  imth  got  the  tooth-ache 
with  raw  apples.  [fare  you  well,  sir! 

Serv.  It  seems  you’ve  got  the  liead-achc  : 
You  did  not  see  my  master? 

Howl.  Who  told  you  so  ? 

Tra.  No,  no;  he  did  not  see  him. 

Row!.  Farewell,  blue-bottle. 

[Exit  Servant. 

What  should  her  sickness  be  ? 

Tra.  For  you,  it  may  be. 

Howl.  Yes,  when  my  brains  are  out,  I may 
believe  it;  '» 

Never  before,  Fm  sure.  Yet  I may  see  her; 
’Twill  be  a point  of  honesty.  # 

Tra.  It  will  so.  ’ [be  fing  ring 

Howl.  It  may  be  not  too;  you  would  fain 
This  old  sin-otf’ring  of  two  hundred,  Tranio: 
How  daintily  and  cunningly  you  drive  me 
Up  like  a deer  to  th*  toil ! yet  I may  leap  it; 
And  what’s  the  woodman  then  ? 

Tra.  A loser  by  you. 

Speak,  will  you  go,  or  not?  Tome’tis  equal. 
Rowl.  Come;  what  goes  less? 

2Vn.  Nav,  not  a penny,  Rowland. 

Rowl.  Shall  I have  liberty  of  conscience, 
Which,  by  interpretation,  is  ten  kisses? 
Ilaog  me,  i(*l  atfcct  her;  yet,  it  may  be, 
This  whorson  maimers  will  require  a strug- 
gling31. 

Of  two  and  twenty,  or  by’r  lady,  thirty. 

Tra.  By’r  lady,  I’ll  require  my  wager  then. 
For  if  you  kiss  so  often,  and  no  kindness, 
I’ve  lost  my  speculntiou : I’ll  allow  you — • 
Rowl.  Speak  like  a gamester  now. 

2'ra.  It  may  be  two.  [setting : 

Howl.  Under  a do2en,  Tranio,  there’s  no 
You  shall  have  forty  shillings,  wink  at  small 
faults.  [nest, 

Say  I take  twenty.  Come,  by  all  that's  ho- 
I Jo  it  but  to  vex  her. 

Tra.  Ill  no  by-blows. 
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Jeques.  Why,  I'll  tell  you ; ' 

Could  you  but  have  tl»e  patience— 

Pctru.  Well,  the  patience.  [she  rails, 
Jaque*.  To  laugh  at  all  she  does,  or,  when 
To  have  a drum  beaten  o’  th*  top  o’  th'  house, 
To  give  the  neighbours  warning  of  her  larum, 
As  f do  when  iny  wife  rebels — 

Petra.  Thy  wife  ? 

Thy  wife’s  a pigeon  to  her,  a mere  slumber ; 
The  dead  of  night’s  not  stiller — 

Jaque*.  Nor  an  iron-mill. 

Pctru.  But  thjrwife’s  certain — 

Jaqucs.  That’s  false  doctrine ; 

You  never  read  of  a certain  woman. 

Petru.  Thou  know'st  her  way. 

Jaquet.  I should  do,  I am  sure ; 

I’ve  ridden  it  night  and  day,  this  twenty  year. 
Pctru.  But  mine  is  such  a drench  of  bal- 
derdash, [bow, 

Such  a strange  carded  cunningness,  the  rain- 
When  sl»e  hangs  bent  in  Heav’n,  sheds  not 
her  colours  [man 

Quicker,  and  more,  than  this  deceitful  wo- 

Enter  Pedro . 

Weaves  in  her  dyes  of  wickedness. — What 
says  she?  [pointed  to  me, 

Pedro.  Nay,  not  a word,  sir;  but  she 
As  tho’  she  meant  to  follow.  Pray,  sir,  bear  it 
E’en  as  you  may:  I need  not  teach  your 
worship  [mortal — 

The  best  men  have  their  crosses,  we  are  all 
Petru.  What  ails  the  fellow? 

Pedro.  And  no  doubt  she  may,  sir — 
Petru . What  may  she?  or  what  does  she? 
or  what  is  she  ? 

Speak  and  be  bang’d  ! 

Pedro.  .She’s  inad,  sir. 

Pctru.  Heaven  continue  it! 

Pedro.  Amen,  ift  be  his  pleasure. 

Pctru.  How  nuid  is  sl»e  ? 

Pedro.  As  mad  ns  heart  can  wish,  sir:  she 
has  dress’d  herself  [cut 

(Saving  your  worship’s  reverence)  just  i th’ 
Of  one  of  those  tliat  multiply  i’  th*  suburbs 
For  single  money,  and  as  dirtily : 

If  any  speak  to  her,  first  she  whistles, 

And  then  begins  her  compass  witn  her  fingers, 
And  points  to  what  she’d  have. 

Petru.  What  new  way’s  this? 

Pedro.  Tliere  came  iu  master  Sophocles — 
Petru.  And  what 

Did  master  Sophocles,  when  lie  came  in  ? 
Get  my  trunks  ready,  sirrah ! I’ll  be  gone 
Pedro.  He’s  here  to  tell  you.  [straight. 
She’s  horn  mad,  Jaques. 

Enter  Sophocles . 

Soph.  Call  you  this  a woman  ? 

Petru.  Yes,  sir,  she  is  a woman. 

Soph.  Sir,  I doubt  it. 

Petru.  I’d  thought  y*  had  made  experience. 
Soph.  Yes,  I did  so, 


And  almost  with  my  life. 

Petru.  You  rid  too  fast,  6ir, 

Soph.  Pray,  be  notmistaken  : by  this  hand. 
Your  wife’s  as  chaste  and  honest  as  a virgin. 
For  any  thing  I know ! Tis  true,  she  gave  me 
A ring— 

Petru.  For  rutting. 

Soph.  You  are  much  deceiv’d  still: 

Believe  me,  I ne’er  kiss’d  her  since ; and  now 
Coming  in  visitation,  like  a friend, 

(I  think  she’s  mad,  sir)  suddenly  she  started. 
And  snatch’d  the  ring  away,  and  drew  lier 
knife  out. 

To  what  intent  I know  not. 

Petru.  Is  this  certain? 

Soph.  As  I am  here,  sir. 

Petru.  I believe  you  honest; 

And  pray  continue  so. 

Enter  Maria. 

Soph.  She  comes. 

Petru.  Now,  damsel, 

What  will  your  beauty  do,  if  I forsake  you  ? 

[.S' Ac  makes  signs . 
D’  you  deal  by  signs  and  tokens?  As  I guest 
then,  [captains; 

You’ll  walk  abroad  this  summer,  and  catch 
Or  hire  a piece  of  holy  ground  i’th’  suburbs. 
And  keep  a nest  of  nuns? 

Soph.  Oh,  do  not  stir  her! 

You  see  in  wliat  a case  she  is. 

Petru.  She’s  dogged, 

And  in  a beastly  case,  I’m  sure. — I’ll  make 
her,  [cles. 

If  she  have  any  tongue,  yet  tattle. — Sopho- 
Prithee  observe  tins  woman  seriously, 

And  eye  her  well;  and  when  th’hast  done, 
hut  tell  me 

(For  thou  hast  understanding)  in  what  case 
My  sense  was,  when  I chose  this  thing. 

Soph.  I'll  tell  you, 

I’ve  seen  a sweeter— 

Petru.  An  huudred  times,  cry  oysters. 
There’s  a poor  beggar- wench  about  Black- 
Friers,  [her. 

Runs  on  her  fireeeh,  may  be  an  empress  to 
Soph.  Nay,  now  you  are  too  bitter. 

Pctru.  Never  a whit,  sir. — [tliee. 

I’ll  tell  thee,  woman,  for  now  I’ve  day  to  see 
And  all  my  wits  about  ine,  and  I speak 
Not  out  of  passion  neither  (leave  your  mump- 
ing; [give 

I know  you’re  well  enough). — Now  would  I 

A million  but  to  vex  her! — When  I chose 
thee 

To  make  a bedfellow,  I took  more  trouble14 
Than  twenty  terms  can  come  to;  such  a 
cause, 

Of  such  n title,  and  so  everlasting, 

That  Adam’s  genealogy  may  he  ended 
F.rcany  law  find  thee:  I took  a leprosy, 

Nay  worse,  the  plague,  nay  worse  yet,  a pos- 
session, 


34  Took  mu  T*or»LE.l  •.  t.  Not  took  more  paim,  but  chute  more  vexation. 

And 
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And  had  the  devil  with  thee,  if  not  more; 

And  yet  worse,  was  a beast,  and  like  a beast 
Had  my  reward,  a jade  to  flinfc  my  fortunes: 
For  who  that  had  but  reason  to  distinguish 
The  light  from  darkness,  wine  from  water, 
hunger 

From  full  satiety,  and  fox  from  fern-bush, 
That  would  have  mnnied  thee? 

Soph.  She's  not  so  ill. 

Petru.  She's  worse  than  I dare  think  of; 
she’s  so  lewd, 

No  court  is  strong  enough  to  hear  her  cause ; 
Sli’  hath  neither  manners,  honesty,  behaviour, 
Wifehood,  nor  womanhood;  nor  any  mortal 
Can  force  me  think  she  had  a mother:  no, 

I do  believe  her  sted lastly,  and  know  her, 

To  he  a woman-wolf  by  transmigration; 

Her  first  form  was  a ferret's  under-ground ; 

She  kills  the  memories  of  men. — Not  yet? 
Soph.  D'you  think  she’s  sensible  of  this? 
Petru.  I care  not ! 

Be  what  sl*e  will,  the  pleasure  I take  in  her, 
Thus  I blow  off;  the  care  I took  to  love  her, 
.Like  this  point,  I unty,  and  thus  I loose  it; 
The  husband  I am  to  her,  thus  I sever; 

My  vanity,  farewell!  Yet,  for  you've  been 
So  near  me,  as  to  bear  the  name  of  w ife, 

JMy  uuquench’d  charity  shall  tell  you  thns 
much, 

(Tho'  you  deserve  it  well)  you  shall  not  beg: 
What  I ordain’d  your  jointure,  honestly 
You  sliull  have  settled  on  you,  and  half  my 
house; 

The  other  half  shall  he  employ’d  in  prayers, 
(That  meritorious  charge  I’ll  be  at  also) 

Yet  to  confirm  you  Christian;  your  apparel, 
And  what  belongs  to  build  up  such  a folly, 
Keep,  I beseech  you,  it  infects  our  uses : 

And  now  I am  for  travel. 

Maria.  Now  I love  you; 

And  now  I see  you  are  a man,  I’ll  talk  to  you ; 
And  I forget  your  bitterness. 

Soph.  How  now,  man?  [mous, 

Petru.  Oh,  Pliny,  if  thou  wilt  be  ever  fa- 
Mnke  but  this  woman  all  thy  wonders! 

Alvria.  Sure,  sir, 

You  have  hit  upon  a happy  course,  a blessed. 
And  what  will  make  you  virtuous. 

Petru.  She  will  ship  me.  [wish’d  for; 
Maria.  A way  of  understanding  I long 
And  now  ’tis  come,  tuke  heed  you  fly  not 
back,  sir! 

Methinks  you  look  a new  man  to  ine  now, 

A man  of  excellence;  and  now  I see 
Some  great  design  set  in  you.  You  may 
think  now  [part 

(And  so  may  most  that  know  me)  Twere  my 
Weakly  to  weep  your  loss,  and  to  resist  you; 
Nay,  hang  about  your  neck,  and  like  a do- 
tard 

Urge  ray  strong  tie  upon  you  : but  I love  yon, 

15  Upon  a new  adventure. 

Soph.  Make  us  nothing.] 
the  second)  is  genuine,  and 


THE  TAMER  TAM’D.  [Act  4.  Scene  3. 

And  all  the  world  shall  know  it,  beyond  wo- 
man : 

And  more  prefer  the  honour  of  your  country, 
Which  chiefly  you  are  born  for,  and  may  per- 
fect, 

The  uses  you  may  make  of  other  nations, 
The  ripening  of  your  knowledge,  conversation, 
The  full  ability  and  strength  of  judgment, 
Than  any  private  love,  or  wanton  kisses. 
Go,  worthy  man,  and  brine  home  understand- 
ing. [breed  school-men. 

Soph.  This  were  an  excellent  woman  to 
Maria.  For  if  the  merchant  thro’  unknown 
seas  plough  [you 

To  get  nis  wealth,  then,  dear  sir,  w hat  must 
To  gather  wisdom?  Go,  and  go  alone, 

Only  your  noble  mind  for  your  companion; 
And  ifa  woman  may  win  credit  with  you, 
Go  far,  too  far  you  cannot,  still  the  farther 
The  more  experience  finds  you:  and  go  spar- 
ing; 

One  meal  a-week  will  serve  you,  and  one  suit, 
Thro’  all  your  travels;  for  you'll  find  it  cer- 
tain, 

The  poorer  and  the  baser  you  appear, 

The  more  you  look  thro*  still. 

Petru.  Dost  hear  her  ? 

Soph.  Yes.  [were  suffer’d 

Petru.  What  would  this  woman  do,  if  she 
Upon  a new  religion55  ? 

Soph.  Make  us  Pagans. 

I wonder  that  she  writes  not. 

Maria.  Then  when  time, 

And  fullness  of  occasion,  have  new-made  you, 
And  squar'd  you  from  a sot  into  a signor, 
Or  nearer,  from  a jade  into  a courser; 
Come  home  an  aged  man,  as  did  Ulysses, 
And  I your  glad  Penelope — 

Petru.  That  must  have 
As  many  lovers  as  I Languages;  [njht 
And  what  she  does  witli  onei’th*  day,  it!*’ 
Undo  it  with  another. 

Maria.  Much  that  way,  sir; 

For  in  your  absence  it  must  be  mv  honour, 
That  that  must  male  me  spoken  of  hereafter* 
To  have  temptations,  and  not  little  ones. 
Daily  and  hourly  offer'd  me,  and  strongly, 
Almost  believ’d  against  me,  to  set  off 
The  faith  and  loyalty  of  her  that  loves  you. 
Petru.  What  should  I do? 

Soph.  Why,  by  my  soul,  I would  travel ; 
Did  not  you  mean  so  ? 

Petru.  Alas, no;  nothing  less,  man ; 

I did  it  but  to  try,  sir.  She’s  the  devil ! 
And  now  I find  it,  (for  she  drives  me)  1 must 
go.  [ready? 

Are  my  trunks  down  there,  and  my  horses 
Maria.  Sir,  for  your  house,  and,  if  you 
please  to  trust  me 
With  that  you  leave  behind — 

Petru.  Bring  down  the  money! 


So  iho  fir.-t  folio.  We  have  no  doubt  hut  the  text  (which  is  from 
that  an  ideal  delicacy  caused  the  variation. 

Mariu. 
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Act  5.  Scene  1.]  TIIE  WOMAN’S  PRIZE;  OR,  THE  TAMER  TAM’D. 


Maria.  As  I am  able,  and  to  my  poor  for- 
tunes, 

I'll  govern  as  a widow.  I shall  long 
To  hear  of  your  well-doing,  and  your  profit; 
And  when  1 l»car  not  from  you  once  a quarter. 
Ml  wish  you  in  the  Indies,  or  Cathaya, 

Those  are  the  climbs  must  make  you. 

Pelru.  How’s  the  wind? — 

She'll  wish  me  out  o’th*  world  anon ! 

Maria.  For  France 

Ti>  very  fair:  get  you  aboard  to-night,  sir, 
And  lose  no  time;  you  know  the  tide  stays 
no  roan. 

I have  cold  meats  readv  for  you. 

Petru.  Fare  thee  well ! [vengeance  ! 
Th’  hast  fool’d  me  out  o’  ill’  kingdom  with  a 
An  thou  canst  fool  me  in  again — 

Maria.  Not  I,  sir  ; [sure. 

I love  you  better;  take  your  time  and  plea- 
Fll  see  you  hors’d.  [too, 

Pctrii.  I think  thou  wouldst  see  me  hang'd 
Were  I but  half  as  w illing. 

Maria.  Any  thing 

That  you  think  well  off,  I dare  look  upon. 
Petru.  You’ll  bear  me  to  the  lund's  end, 
Sophocles  ? 

And  other  of  my  friends,  I hope. 

Maria.  Ne’er  doubt,  sir; 

You  cannot  want  companions  for  your  good. 
I’m  sure  you’ll  kiss  me  ere  I go;  I’ve  business, 
And  stay  long  here  I must  not. 

Petru.  Get  tbee  going! 

For  if  thou  tarriest  but  another  dialogue, 

1 11  kick  tbee  to  thy  chamber. 


Maria.  Fare  you  well,  sir!  [more. 

And  bear  yourself,  l do  beseech  you  once 
(Since  you  have  undertaken  doing  wiselv) 
Manly,  uud  worthily;  ’tis  for  iny  credit,  [lies. 
And  for  those  dying  fames  here  of  your  fol- 
Your  gambols,  and  ill-breeding  of  your  youth, 
For  which  I understand  you  take  this  travel, 
(Nothing  should  make  me  leave  you  else)  I’ll 
deal 

So  like  a wife  that  loves  your  reputation. 
And  the  most  large  addition  of  your  credit, 
That  those  shall  die.  If  you  want  iimon- 
wnters, 

Or  any  thing  to  take  the  edge  o’th*  sea  off. 
Pray  speak,  and  be  provided. 

Pelru.  Now  the  devil,  [blessing 

That  was  yonr  first  good  master,  shower  his 
Upon  ye  all ! into  whose  custody — 

Maria.  I do  commit  your  reformation; 
And  so  I leave  vou  to  vour  stilo  novo16  ! 

[Exit. 

Petru.  I will  go! — Yet  I will  not! — Once 
more,  Sophocles, 

I’ll  put  her  to  the  test. 

Soph.  You  had  better  go.  ftlier  out, 
Petru.  I will  go  then ! Let’s  sock  my  fa- 
And  all  my  friends,  to  see  me  fair  aboard: 
Then,  women,  if  there  be  a storm  at  sea 
Worse  than  your  tongues  can  make,  and 
waves  more  broken 

Than  your  dissembling  faiths  are,  let  me  feel 
Nothing  but  tempests,  till  tliey  crack  mv  keel ! 

[lL\rcu/if, 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Pctronius  and  Bianca. 

Bianca.  'Vj'OW  whether  I deserve  that 
blame  you  gave  me, 

Let  all  the  world  discern,  sir ! 

Pet  ton.  If  this  motion 
(I  mean  this  fair  repentance  of  my  daughter) 
Spring  from  your  good  persuasion,  os  it  seems 
so, 

I must  confess  I’ve  spoke  too  boldly  of  you, 
And  I repeat. 

Hiunca.  The  first  touch  was  her  own, 
Taken  no  doubt  from  disobeying  you; 

The  second  I put  to  her,  when  I told  her 
How  good  and  gentle  yet,  with  free  contrition, 
Again  you  might  be  purchas’d  : lovingwomnn! 
She  heard  me,  and,  I thank  her,  thonght  tnc 
worthy 

Observing  in  this  print.  Yet  all  my  counsel 
And  comfort  in  this  case  could  not  so  heal 


But  that  grief  got  his  share  too,  and  she  sick- 
en’d. [sickness 

Petron.  Pin  sorry  she’s  so  ill;  yet  glad  hex 
Has  got  so  good  a ground. 

Enter  Jlfuroto.  v 
Bianca.  Here  comes  Moroso. 

Petron.  Oh,  vou  are  very  welcome ; 

Now  yon  shall  know  your  happiness. 

Mor.  I’m  glad  on’L 
What  makes  this  lady  here? 

Bianca.  A dish  for  you,  sir. 

You’ll  thank  me  for  hereafter. 

Petron.  True,  Moroso: 

Go  get  you  inj  and  see  your  mistress. 

Bianca.  She  is  sick,  sir ; 

But  you  may  kiss  her  whole. 

Mor.  How? 

Bianca.  Comfort  her. 

Mar.  Why  am  I sent  for,  sir? 

Petron.  Will  you  in  nnd  see? 

Bianca.  May  be  she  needs  confession. 

JR. 

Mor. 


16  Stilo  noro.l  Alluding  to  the  manner  in  which  foreign  letters  were  dated. 
VOL.  TH.  Y 
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Mor.  By  St.  Mary, 

She*  shall  have  absolution  then  and  penance; 
But  not  above  her  carriage. 

Pctron.  Get  you  in,  fool ! [J Ksit  Mor. 

Bianca.  Here  comes  the  other  too. 

Enter  Rowland  and  Tranio. 

Telron.  Non-,  Tranio ! 

Good  ev’n  to  you  too  ! uiyl  you’re  welcome. 
Roicl . Thank  you. 

Pctron.  1 have  a certain  daughter — 

Rowl.  ’Would  you  had,  sir! 

Pctron.  No  doubt  you  know  her  well — 
Rowl.  Nor  never  shall,  sir: 

She  is  a woman ; and  the  ways  unto  her 
Are  like  the  finding  of  & certain  path 
After  a deep-fall'ii  snow. 

Pctron.  ell,  that’s  by  th’bve  still. 

This  daughter  that  I tell  you  of  is  fall’n 
A little  cron-sick,  with  the  dangerous  surfeit 
She  took  ot  your  affection. 

Roicl.  Mine,  sir? 

Pctron.  Yes,  sir: 

Or  rather  as  it  seems,  repenting.  And  there 
She  lies  within,  debating  on  it. 

Ratal.  Well,  sir? 

Pctron.  1 think  'twere  well  you’d  sec  her. 
Rowl.  If  you  please,  sir; 

I am  not  squeamish  of  my  visitation. 

Pctron.  But  this  1*11  tell  you,  she  is  al- 
ter’d much; 

You'll  fiud  her  now  another  Livia. 

Roicl.  I have  enough  o’th'old,  sir. 

Pctron.  No  more  loo!,  [land, 

To  look  gay  babies  iu  your  eyes,  young  Row* 
And  hang  about  your  pretty  neck — 

Roicl.  1’  in  glaJ  on't. 

And  thank  my  fates  I’ve  scap’d  such  execution. 
Pctron.  And  buss  you  till  you  blush  again. 
Roicl.  That’s  hard,  sir; 

She  must  kiss  shamefully  ere  I blush  at  it; 

I never  was  so  boyish.  Well,  what  follows  ? 
Pctron.  She’s  mine  now,  as  I please  to  set- 
tle her,  [her: 

A tmy  command,  and  where  I please  to  plant 
Only  she’d  take  n kind  of  farewell  of  you, 
Ami  give  you  back  a wandring  vow  or  two. 
You  left  iu  pawn;  and  two  or  three  slight 
oaths 

She  lent  you  too,  she  looks  for. 

Rou  t.  She  shall  have  ’em,  [better, 

With  all  my  heart,  sir;  and,  if  you  like  it 
A free  release  in  writing. 

Pctron.  That’s  the  matter; 

And  you  from  her  shall  have  another,  Rowland, 
And  then  turn  tail  to  tail,  and  peace  he  with 
you.  [Tnuiio. 

Rowl.  So  br’t.  Your  twenty  pound  sweats, 
Tra.  ’Twill  not  undo  me,  Howland;  do 
your  worst! 

Rowl.  Come,  shall  we  sec  her,  sir? 

Bianca.  Whnte’er  she  says  [ness 

You  must  bear  munly,  Rowland ; for  her  sick- 
llas  made  her  somewhat  teulish. 

Howl.  Let  her  talk 


Till  her  tongue  ache,  I care  not.  By  this 
hand,  [body 

Thou  hast  a handsome  face,  wench,  and  a 
Daintily  mounted ! — Now  do  I feel  ail  hun« 
dred 

Running  directly  from  me,  as  I piss’d  it. 
Livia  discovered  a-bed,  and  Moroso  by  her. 
liionca.  Pray  draw  her  softly!  the  least 
hurry,  sir, 

Puts  her  to  much  impatience. 

Pctron.  How  is’t  daughter?  [whnt 

Livia.  Oh,  vefy  sick,  very  sick ; yet  sorae- 
Better,  I hope,  a little  lightsoiner, 

Because  this  good  man  has  forgiven  me. 
Pray  set  me  higher:  oh,  my  head! 

Bianca  Well  done,  wench  ! 

Livia.  Father,  and  all  good  people  that 
shall  hear  me, 

I have  abus’d  this  man  perniciously; 

Was  never  old  man  humbled  so;  I’ve  scorn’d 
him,  [him. 

And  call’d  him  nasty  names;  I have  spit  at 
Flung  candles'  ends  in’s  beard,  and  call’d  him 
Harrow , ” [him. 

That  must  be  drawn  to  all  he  does ; contemn’d 
For  niethought  then  he  was  a beastly  fellow, 
(Oh,  God,  my  side!)  a very  beastly  fellow; 
And  gave  it  out,  his  cassock  was  a barge- 
cloth, 

Pawn’d  to  his  predecessor  by  a sculler, 

The  man  yet  living;  I gave  him  purging  com- 
fits 

At  a great  christning  once,  [night 

That  spoil’d  his  cnmblet  breeches;  and  one 
I strew’d  the  stairs  with  pease,  as  he  pass'd 
down;  [for’t !) 

And  the  good  gentleman,  (woe  worih  me 
Ev’n  with  his  reverend  head,  this  head  of  wis- 
dom. 

Told  two  and  twenty  stairs,  good  and  true. 
Miss’d  not  a step,  and  as  we  say,  verbatim 
Fell  to  the  bottom,  broke  his  casting-bottle, 
Ixist  a fair  toad-stone  of  some  eighteen  shil- 
ling*, _ 

Jumbled  his  joints  together,  had  two  stools, 
And  was  translated.  All  this  villaiuy 
Did  I;  I,  Livia;  I alone,  untaught. 

Mor.  And  l,  unask’d,  forgive  it. 

Livia.  Where’s  Bianca? 

Bianca.  Here,  cousin. 

Livia.  Give  me  driuk. 

Bianco.  There. 

Livia . Who’s  that? 

Mor.  Rowland.  [part 

Livia.  Oh,  my  dissembler,  you  and  imust 
Come  nearer,  sir. 

Rowl.  I’m  sorry  for  your  sickness. 

Livia.  Be  sorry  for  yourself,  sir:  you  have 
wrong'd  me ; 

But  l forgive  you.  Are  the  papers  ready? 
Bianca.  I have  'em  here : wilft  please  you 
Pctron.  Yes.  [view  'em? 

1 Livia.  Shew  ’em  the  young  man  too;  I 
know  he's  willing 
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To  sliift  his  sails  too ; ’tis  for  his  more  ad- 
vancement : 

Alas,  we  might  have  beggar’d  one  another; 
We  are  young  both,  and  a world  of  children 
Might  have  been  left  behind  to  curse  our 
follies ; 

We  had  been  undone,  Bianca,  had  we  married, 
Undone  fur  ever.  I confess  1 lov’d  him 
(I  care  not  who  shall  know  it)  most  entirely; 
And  once,  upon  my  conscience,  he  lov’d  me: 
But  farewell  that!  we  must  he  wiser,  cousin; 
Line  must  not  leave  us  to  the  world.  Have 
you  done? 

Rotvl.  Yes,  and  atn  ready  to  subscribe. 
Livia.  Pray  stay  then. 

Give  me  the  papers,  (and  let  me  peruse  them) 
And  so  much  time  as  may  afford  a tear 
At  our  lost  parting. 

Bianca,  Pray  retire,  and  leave  her; 

I’ll  call  ye  presently. 

Pctron . Come,  gentlemen; 

The  shaver  must  tall. 

Rout.  ’Would  I had  never  seen  her! 

[Krarnf. 

Bianca.  Thou  hast  done  bravely,  wench. 
Liria.  Pray  Ileav’n,  it  prove  so! 

Bianca.  I here  arc*  the  other  papers : when 
they  come, 

Begin  yog  first,  and  let  the  rest  subscribe 
Hard  by  your  side:  give  ’em  as  little  light 
As  drapers  do  their  wares. 

Liria.  Didst  mark  MorosOj  [most 

In  what  an  agony  he  was?  and  how  he  cried 
When  1 abus'd  him  most  ? 

Bianca.  That  was  but  reason. 

Lilia.  Oh,  what  a stinking  thief  is  this! 
Tlio’  I was  but  to  counterfeit,  he  made  me 
Directly  sick  indeed:  T hatnes-strect,  to  him, 
Isa  mere  pomander. 

Bianca.  Ix  t him  be  lmng’d! 

JJvia.  Amen ! 

Bianca.  And  lie  you  still; 

And  once  more  to  your  business ! 

Liria.  Call  ’em  in. 

Now,  if  there  be  a power  that  pities  lovers, 
Help  now,  and  hear  my  prayers ! 

Enter  Fetronius , Rowland,  Tranio,  and 
Moroso, 

Petrov.  Ts  she  ready?  [go  to  her. 

Bianca.  Sh’lms  done  her  lamentations:  pray 
Liria.  Rowland,  come  near  me ; and,  be- 
fore you  seal,  [toy ! 

Gite  lue  your  hand:  take  it  again;  now  kiss 
This  is  the  last  acquaintance  we  must  have! 
J wish  you  ever  happy!  There’s  the  paper. 
Roud.  Pray  stay  u little! 

Rctron.  Let  me  never  live  more, 

But  I do  begin  to  pity  this  young  fellow; 
How  heartily  he  weeps ! 

Bianca.  There’s  pen  and  ink,  sir. 

Liria.  Ev’n  here,  I pray  you : ’tis  a little 
emblem 

How  near  you  have  been  to  me. 

Haul.  There. 


B anco.  Your  hands  too. 

As  witnesses. 

Petrov.  By  any  means;  to  th*  book,  son. 
Mor.  With  all  ray  heart. 

Bianca.  You  must  deliver  it.  [on  thee! 
Rou  t.  There,  Livia;  and  a better  love  light 
I can  no  more. 

Bianca.  To  this  you  must  be  witness  too. 
Pctron.  We  will. 

Bianca.  Do  you  deliver’t  now. 

Lina.  Pray  set  me  up.  [ina  v 

There,  Howland,  all  thy  old  love  back:  and 
A new  to  come  exceed  mine,  and  be  happy ! 
I must  up  more.  ^ 

Rout.  Farewell! 

Livia.  A long  farewell!  [E.ri?  Rorcland. 
Bianca.  Leave  lier,  by  any  means,  till  this 
wild  passion 

Be  off  la  r head.  Draw  all  the  curtains  close. 
A day  hence  you  may  sec  her;  ’twill  be 
She’s  now  for  little  company.  {better: 
Pctron.  Pray  tend  her.  [along  too, 

I must  to  horse  straight;  yon  must  needs 
To  see  my  son  aboard : were  but  his  wife 
As  fit  for  pity  ns  this  wench,  I were  happy. 
Bianca.  Time  must  do  that  too.  Tare  yc 
well ! To-morrow 

You  shall  receive  a w ile  to  quit  your  sorrow. 

^Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Jagucs , Pedro,  and  Porters , :i\ith 
Chixt  and  Hamper*. 

Jagucs.  Bring  ’em  away,  sirs ! 

Pedro.  Must  the  great  trunks  go  too? 
Jugtics.  Yes,  and  the  hampers.  Nay,  be 
speedy,  masters ! 

He’ll  be  at  sea  before  us  else. 

Pedro.  Oh,  Jaques! 

What  a most  blessed  turn  hast  thou — 

J agues.  I hope  so.  [this  woman! 

Pedro.  To  have  the  sea  between  thee  atn! 
Nothing  can  drown  her  tongue  but  a storm. 

Jagucs.  By  your  leave, 

Wc  II  get  us  up  to  Paris  with  all  speed ; 

For,  on  my  soul,  as  far  ns  Amiens 
She’ll  carry  blank.  Away  to  Lyon-kcy, 

And  ship  ’em  presently!  we’ll  follow  ye. 
Pedro.  Now  could  I wish  her  in  that  trunk. 
Jagucs.  God  shield,  man! 

I lmd  rather  have  a bear  in’t. 

Pedro.  Yes,  I’ll  tell  you: 

For  in  the  passage,  if  a tempest  take  you, 

As  many  do,  and  you  he  beating  for  i% 
Then,  if  it  pleas’d  the  fates,  1 would  have 
the  master, 

Out  of  a powerful  providence,  to  cry, 

* Lighten  the  ship  of  all  hands,  or  we  perish;’ 
Then  this  for  one,  as  best  spar’d,  should  by 
Over-board  presently.  [all  means 

Jaques.  O'  that  condition, 

So  we  were  certain  to  be  rid  of  her, 

I would  wish  her  with  us.  But,  believe  me, 
Pedro,  [ever; 

She  would  spoil  the  fishing  on  this  «oa*t  for 
Y 2 For 
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For  none  would  keep  her  company  but  dog- 
fish, 

As  curijibh  ns  herself,  or  porpoises, 

Made  to  all  fatal  uses : the  two  Fish-Streets, 
Were  she  but  once  arriv’d  among  the  whitings, 
Would  sing  a woful  misereri , Pedro, 

And  mourn  in  Poor-John,  till  her  memory 
Were  cast  o’ shore  again,  with  a strong  sen- 
breach ; [fork. 

She  would  make  god  Neptune,  and  his  tire- 
And  ull  lus  demi-gods  and  goddesses. 

As  weary  of  the  Flemish  channel,  Pedro, 

As  ever  boy  was  of  the  school ; ’tis  certain, 

I f she  but  tin  at  him  fair,  and  were  well  anger’d, 
She  would  break  his  god-head. 

Pedro.  Oh,  her  tongue,  her  tongue ! 

Jo (jues.  Rather  her  tftany  tongues! 

Pedro.  Or  rather  strange  tongues! 

Jaques,  Her  lying  tongue ! 

Pedro.  Her  lisping  tongilt ! 

Jaquts . Her  long  tongue ! 

Pedro.  Her  lawless  tongue! 

Jaquts.  Her  loud  tongue ! 

Pedro.  And  her  liquorish — 

Jaquts.  Many  other  tongues,  and  many 
stranger  tongues 

Than  ever  Ha  be!  had  to  tell  his  ruius, 

Were  women  rais'd  withal ; hut  ne’er  a true 
one. 

Enter  Sophocles. 

Soph.  Home  with  your  stuff  again!  the 
journey’s  ended, 

Jaquts.  What  does  your  worship  mean? 
Soph.  Your  master — Oh,  Pctruchio!  Oh, 
poor  fellows ! 

Pedro.  Oh,  Jaques,  Jaques! 

Soph.  Oh,  your  master’s  dead, 

His  body  coming  back  ! Ilis  wife,  his  devil, 
The  grief  of  her  ’6 — 

Jaques.  Has  kill’d  him? 

Soph.  Kill’d  him,  kill'd  him! 

Pedro.  Is  there  no  law  to  hang  her  ? 

Soph.  Get  ye  in, 

And  let  her  know  her  misery:  I dare  not," 
For  fear  impatience  seize  me,  see  her  more; 
I must  away  again.  Bid  her  for  wife-hood, 
For  honesty,  if  she  have  any  in  her, 

E’en-  to  ovoid  the  shame  that  follows  her, 
Cry  if  she  can.  Your  weeping  cannot  mend 
it.  [tell  her) 

The  body  will  be  here  withih  this  hour,  (so 
And  all  his  friends  to  curse  her.  Farewell, 
fellows!  '[Exit. 

Pedro.  Oh,  Jaques,  Jaques ! 

Jaques.  Oh,  my  worthy  master!  [her — 
Pedro.  Oh, my  most  beastly  mistress!  Hang 


Jaques.  Split  her — 

Pedro.  Drown  her  directly — 

Jaques.  Starve  her — 

Pedro.  Stink  upon  her — [be  eggs, 

Jaquts.  Stone  her  to  death ! May  all  she  eat 
'Till  she  run  kicking-mad  for  men! 

Pedro.  And  he, 

That  man  that  gives  her  remedy,  pray  Ileov’n 
He  may  e/n  ipso  facto  lose  his  longings17! 
Jaques.  Let’s  go  discharge  ourselves ; and 
he  that  serves  her, 

Or  speaks  a good  word  of  her  from  tliis  hour, 
A sedgly  curse  light  on  him;  which  is,  Pedro 
The  tiend  ride  thro’  him  booted  and  spurr’d, 
with  a scythe  at's  back ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Rowland,  and  Tranio  stealing  behind 

him. 

Rowl.  What  a dull  ass  was  I to  let  her  go 
thus!  [paper, 

Upon  my  life,  she  loves  me  still.  Well, 
Thou  only  monument  of  what  I\e  had, 
Thou  all  the  love  now  left  me,  and  now  lost. 
Let  me  yet  kiss  her  hand,  yet  tuke  my  leave 
Of  what  I must  leave  ever.  Farewell,  Li  via! 
Oh,  bitter  words,  I’ll  read  ye  once  again, 
And  then  for  ever  study  to  forget  ye. — . 

How’s  this?  let  me  look  better  on’t!  A 
contract  ? 

By  Heaven,  a contract,  scal’d  and  ratified, 
Her  lathers  hand  set  to  it,  and  Moroso’s! 

I do  not  dream  sure ! Let  me  read  again: 
The  same  still ; ’tis  a contract  l 
Tra.  Tis  so,  Rowland ; 

And,  hv  the  virtue  of  the  same,  you  pay  me 
An  hundred  pound  to-morrow. 

Roul.  Art  sure,  Tranio, 

We’re  both  alive  now  ? 

Tra.  Wonder  not;  you’ve  lost. 

Rou  l.  If  this  be  true,  I grunt  it. 

Tra.  Tis  most  certain! 

There’s  a ring  lor  you  too;  you  know  it? 
Roul.  Yes. 

Tra.  When  shall  I have  my  money? 
Roul.  Slay  you,  stay  you  l 
When  shall  1 marry  her? 

'Tra.  To-night. 

Rotcl.  Take  heed  now 
You  do  not  trifle  with  me:  if  you  do. 

You’ll  find  more  payment  than  your  money 
comes  to  j 

Come,  swear  (I  know  I am  a man,  and  find 
I may  deceive  myself),  swear  fuithfuliy, 
Swear  me  directly,  am  I Rowland? 

Tra.  Yes. 

Roul.  Am  I awake  ? 


The  grief  of— her.]  So  tlie  former  copies ; but  surely  tb$  dash  should  be  after  her, 
ad  of  nefbre : 


36 

instead  i 

The  cpief  of  her — 

Jaques.  Has  kill’d  him  ? 

The  grief  of  her  signifies,  his  grief  occasioned  by  her. 
Lost  his  longings.]  So  first  folio;  other  copies, 
■ - lose  his  f adding . 


Tra, 
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Tra.  You  are. 

Howl.  Am  I in  health? 

Tra.  As  fur  as  1 conceive. 
foorcl.  Was  I with  J.ivia? 

Tra.  You  were,  and  had  this  contract. 
fowl.  And  shall  I enjoy  her? 

Tra.  Yes,  if  you  dare. 
fowl.  Swear  to  all  these. 

Tra.  I will.  [conscience, 

fowl.  As  thou  art  honest,  ns  thou  hast  a 
As  that  may  wring  thee  if  thou  liest;  all  these 
To  be  no  vision,  but  a truth,  and  serious ! 

Tra.  Then,  by  niy-hunesty,  and  faith,  nnd 
All  this  is  certain.  [conscience, 

footcl.  Let’s  remove  our  places1 6 . 

Swear  it  again.  - 

Tra.  By  Heaven,  it  is  true.  [I’m  glad  on’t* 
fowl,  i have  lost  then,  and  Heaven  knows 
Jets  go;  and  tell  me  all,  and  tell  me  how. 
Tor  yet  1 am  a Pagan  in't. 

Tra.  1 have  a priest  too; 

And  all  shall  come  as  even  as  two  testers. 

[L'jcunf. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Petronius , Sophocles , Moroso,  and 
Pctruchio  borne  in  a Coffin. 

Pctron.  Set  down  the  body,  and  one  call 
her  out ! 

Enter  Maria  in  blackf  and  Jaques. 
You’re  welcome  to  the  last  cast  of  your  for- 
tunes! . [husband; 

There  lies  your  husband;  there,  your  loving 
There  he  that  was  Petruchio,  too  good  for 
you!  [him. 

Your  stubborn  and  unworthy  way  has  kill’d 
Ere  he  could  reach  the  sea:  if  you  can  weep, 
Now  you  have  cause;  begin,  and  after  death 
Do  something  yet  to  th’  world,  to  think  you 
houest.  , 

So  many  tears  had  sav’d  him,  shed  in  time ; 
And  as  they  are  (so  a good  mind  go  with ’em) 
iet  they  may  move  compassion. 

Maria.  Pray  ye  all  hear  me, 

And  judge  me  as  I am,  not  as  you  covet, 

Tor  that  would  make  md  vet  more  miserable : 
11s  true.  I’ve  cause  to  grieve,  and  mighty 
cause; 

And  truly  and  unfeignedly  I weep  it. 

Soph.  I see  there’s  some  good  nature  left; 
in  iier.  [not;  not  this  man, 

Maria.  But  what’s  the  cause?  Mistake  me 
As  he  is  dead,  I weep  for;  Heav’n  defend  it ! 
I never  was  so  childish : but  his  life, 

His  poor,  unmanly,  wretched,  foolish  life,  [ing. 
Is  that  my  full  eyes  pity ; there’s  my  mouru- 


Petron.  Dost  thou  not  shame? 

Maria.  I do,  and  e’en  to  water,  [simple, 
To  think  wliat  this  man  was;  to  think  how 
How  far  below  a man,  how  far  from  reason, 
From  common  understanding,  and  all  gentrv. 
While  he  was  living  here,  he  walk'd  amongst 
us. 

He  had  a happy  tum,  he  died ! I’ll  tell  ye, 
These  are  the  wants  I weep  for,  not  his  per- 
son; 

Tlie  memory  of  this  man,  had  he  liv’d 
But  two  years  longer,  had  begot  more  follies, 
Than  wealthy  autumn  flies.  But  let  him  rest. 
He  was  a fool,  and  farewell  he ! not  pitied* 

1 mean  in  way  of  life,  or  action. 

By  any  understanding  man  that’s  honest. 

But  only  in’s  posterity,  which  I, 

Out  of  the  fear  his  ruins  might  out-live  him 
In  some  bud  issue,  like  a careful  woman, 
Like  one  iudeed  bom  only  to  preserve  him* 
Denied  him  means  to  raise. 

Pctru.  Unbutton  me! 

Oh,  Qod,  I die  indeed  else! — Oh,  Maria, 
Oh,  my  unhappiness,  my  misery ! [he  perish,. 

Pctron.  Go  to  him,  whore!  By  Heaven,  if 
I’ll  see  thee  bung’d  myself! 

Petru.  Why,  why,  Maria — 

Maria.  I’ve  done  iny  worst,  and  have  my 
end : forgive  me ! [I’ve  tam’d  you. 

From  this  hour  make  me  what  you  please : 
And  now  am  vow’d  your  servant.  Look  not 
strangely,  * [me  ? 

Nor  fear  what  I say  to  you.  Dare  you  kiss 
’Thus  I begin  my  new  love. 

Petru.  Once  again ! 

Maria.  With  all  my  heart. 

Petru.  Once  again,  Maria! 

Oh,  gentlemen,  I know  not  where  I am. 
Soph.  Get  ye  to  bed  then;  there  youli 
quickly  know,  sir. 

Petru.  Never  no  more  your  old  tricks? 
Maria . Never,  sir.  [a  faith, 

Petru.  You  shall  not  need ; for,  aslliavo 
No  cause  shall  give  occasion. 

Maria.  As  I am  honest, 

And  ns  I am  a maid  yet,  all  my  life 
From  this  hour,  since  you  make  so  free  pro- 
fession, 

I dedicate  in  service  to  your  pleasure. 

Soph.  Ay,  marry,  this  goes  roundly  off! 
Petru.  Go,  Juques,  [ney, 

Get  all  the  best  meat  may  be  bought  for  mo- 
And  let  the  hogsheads  blood : I'm  bom  again ! 
Well,  little  England,  when  I see  a hustand 
Of  any  other  nation,  stern  or  jealous, 

I’ll  wish  him  but  a woman  of  thy  breeding; 
And  if  he  have  not  butter  to  his*  bread 


I*t's  remove  our  places.]  This  is  plainly  a sneer  at  the  scene  in  Hamlet,  where  (on 
accoant  of  the  Ghost  calling  under  the  stage;  the  prince  and  his  friends  two  or  three  times 
remove  their  situations. — Again,  in  this  play,  p.  145,  Pctruchio’s  saying,  * 

Something  I’ll  do ; but  what  it  is,  I know  not ! 

Sceni6  to  be  meant  as  a ridicule  on  Lear’s  passionate  exclamatiort, 

I will  do  such  tilings— 

What  they  are,  yet  I know  not ! J.  AT, 

Till 


Digitized  by  Google 


166 


THE  WOMAN’S  PRIZE;  OR,  THE  TAMER  TAM’D.  [Act5.  Scene 4. 


Till  his  teeth  bleed,  I’ll  never  trust  my  tra- 
vel. 

Enter  Rovland,  Zina,  Bianca , and  Tranio. 
Petron.  What  have  we  here  ? 

Rowl.  Another  morris,  sir, 

Tlwt  you  must  pipe  to. 

Tra.  A poor  married  couple 
Desire  an  offering,  sir. 

Bianca.  Never  frown  at  it; 

You  • annot  mend  it  now:  there’s  your  own 
hand. 

And  vours,  Moroso,  to  confirm  the  bargain. 
Petron.  My  hand? 

Mor.  Or  mine? 

Bianca.  You’ll  find  it  so. 

Petron.  A trick, 

By  Heaven,  a trick  ! 

Bianca.  Yes,  air,  we  trick’d  you. 

Livia.  Fatlier — 

Petron.  Hast  thou  lain  with  him?  Speak] 
JAvia.  Yes,  truly,  sir. 

Pctrop,  And  hast  thou  done  die  deed,  boy? 


« Roud.  I have  done,  sir, 

That  that  will  serve  the  turn,  1 think. 

Print.  A match  then  ! 

I’ll  be  the  maker-up  of  this.  Moroso, 
There’s  now  no  remedy,  you  see:  be  willing; 
For  be,  or  be  not,  he  must  have  the  ' ench. 

Mur.  Since  I am  er-rcach'd,  let’s  in  to 
And,  if  1 can,  I’ll  drink’t  away.  [dinner ; 
Tra.  That's  well  said  ! [trick  : look  to’t, 
Petron.  Well,  sirrah,  you  have  play’d  u 
And  let  me  be  a grandsire  within  this  twelve- 
month,  [tunes! 

Or,  by  this  hand,  1*1)  curtail  half  your  for* 
Ron  t.  There  shall  not  want  my  labour,  sir. 
Here’s  one  lias  undertaken.  [Your  money 
T>a.  Well,  I’ll  trust  her; 

And  glad  I have  so  good  a pawn. 

Rou  t.  I’ll  watch  you.  [and  be  jovial ! 
Petm.  Let’s  in,  and  drink  of  all  hands, 
I lia\e  my  colt  again,  and  now  she  carries: 
And,  gentlemen,  whoever  marries  next, 

L^t  him  be  sure  he  keep  him  to  his  text. 

[Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


The  Tamer’s  Tam’d;  hut  so,  as  nor  the 
men 

Can  find  one  just  cause  to  complain  of,  when 
They  fitly  do  consider,  in  their  lives 
They  should  not  reign  as  tyrants  o’er  their 
wives : 

Xor  can  the  women,  from  this  precedent, 
Insult,  or  triumph;  it  being  aptly  meant, 


To  teach  both  sexes  due  equality, 

And,  as  they  stand  bound,  to  love  mutually. 
If  this  effect,  arising  from  a cause 
Well  laid  and  grounded,  may  deserve  ap- 
plause, [ends 

We  something  more  than  hope,  our  honest 
Will  keep  the  men,  and  women  too,  our 
friends. 


THE 
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A COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  ascribe  this  Play  solely  to  Fletcher;  but  the 
Prologue  speaks  of  it  as  the  production  of  both  Authors.  It  was  altered  and  revived  by 
Durfey,  in  the  year  1688,  under  the  title  of  The  Fool's  Preferment,  or  The  Three  Dukes 
of  Dunstable,  and  acted  at  the  Queen’s  Theatre  in  Dorset-Gardens. 


PROLOGUE. 


Wit  is  become  an  antick,  and  puts  on 
As  many  shapes  of  variation, 

To  court  the  time's  applause,  as  the  times 
dare  [rare 

Change  several  fashions  : nothing  is  thought 
" hhh  is  not  uew,  and  follow'd;  yet  we  know 
That  what  was  worn  some  tweuty  years  ago 


Comes  into  grace  again : and  we  pursue 
That  custom,  by  presenting  to  your  view 
A play  in  fashion  then,  not  doubting  now 
But  'twill  appear  the  same,  if  you  allow 
Worth  to  their  noble  memory,  whose  name. 
Beyond  all  power  of  dcAth,  lives  in  their 
fame. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Me*. 

MiRtst,  the  Noble  Gentleman. 

JiQl'Es,  an  old  Strvant  in  Marine*:  family. 
Clem mont,  Cousin  to  Marine. 

Gekti.eman,  Servant,  or  Suitor,  to  Marine's 
Wife. 

Lonoueville,  > tico  Courtiers  that  plot  to 
hutFORT,  $ abuse  Marine. 
Sbatiilliom,  a Lord,  mad  for  love. 


Doctor. 

Paoe. 

Gentlemen. 

Servants. 

Women. 

Lady,  Wife  to  Marine , a rciity  Wanton. 
Wife  to  Clerimont . 

Shattillion’s  Love,  a virtuous  Virgin. 
Maria,  attendant  on  Marine*:  ll^/c.# 


SCENE,  France. 


ACT  I. 


Enter  Marine  and  Jaqves. 

Marine. TYf II AT  happiness  wuits  on  the 
**  life  at  court, 

What  dear  content,  greatness,  delight  and 
case!  [honour, 

"liat  ever-springing  hopes,  what  tides  of 
Tl»t  raise  their  fortunes  to  the  height  of 
wishes ! [nature, 

What  can  be  more  in  man,  what  more  in 


Than  to  be  great  and  fear'd  ? A courtier, 

A noble  courtier!  'lis  a name  that  draws 
Wonder  and  duty  from  all  eyes  and  knees. 
Jaynes.  And  so  your  worship's  land  within 
t lie  walls. 

Where  you  shall  have  it  all  enclos’d,  and  sure. 
AXflr.  Peace,  knave!  dull  creature,  bred 
of  sweat  and  smoke, 

These  mysteries  are  far  above  thy  faith: 

But  thou  shull  set*— 

Jaqueif 


Digitized  by  Google 


163 


THE  NOBLE  GENTLEMAN. 


Jaques.  And  then  I shall  believe, 

Your  fair  revenues,  turn'd  into  fair  suits; 

I shall  believe  your  feuants  bruis'd  and  rent* 
Under  the  weight  of  coaches;  all  your  state 
Drawn  thro*  the  streets  in  triumph ; suits  for 
places 

Plied  with  a mine  of  gold,  and  being  got 
Fed  with  a great  stream.  1 shall  believe  all 
this.  [glorious. — 

Mar.  You  shall  believe,  ana  know  me 
Cousin,  good  day  and  health! 

Enter  Clermont  t 

Cler 4 The  same  to  you,  sir;  [know 

And  more,  without  iuy  wishes,  could  you 
W hat  calm  content  dwells  in  a private 
house* — 

Yet  look  into  yourself;  retire!  This  place 
Of  promises,  and  protestations,  fits  [this; 
Minds  only  bent  to  ruin:  you  should  know 
You  have  their  language  perfect;  you  have 
tutors 

I do  not  doubt,  sufficient : but  beware ! 
Mar.  You  are  merry,  cousin. 

Cler.  Yet  your  patience; 

You  shall  learn  that  too,  but  not  like  itself 
Where  it  is  held  a virtue.  Tell  me,  sir, 
Have  you  cast  up  your  state,  rated  your  land, 
And  find  it  able  to  endure  the  change 
Of  time  and  fashion?  Is  it  always  Imnest? 
Always  vintage?  Have  you  ships  at  sea, 

To  bring  you  gold  and  stone  from  rich 
Peru, 

Monthly  returning  treasure?  Doth  the  king 
Open  Ins  large  exchequer  to  vour  hands, 
And  bid  vou  be  n great  man?  Can  your  wife 
Coin  off  lier  beauty?  or  the  week  allow 
Suits  to  each  day,  and  know  no  ebb  in 
honour? 

If  these  be  possible,  and  can  hold  out. 

Then  be  a courtier  still,  and  still  be  wasting! 
Mar.  Cousin,  pray  give  me  leave! 

Cler.  I have  done.  [strain 

Alar.  I could  requite  your  gall,  and  in  a 
As  bitter,  and  full  of  rhubarb,  preach 
Against  your  country  life;  but  'tis  below  me, 
And  only  subject  to  my  pity!  Know, 

The  eminent  court,  to  tlteni  that  can  be  wise, 
And  fasten  on  her  blessings,  is  a sun 
That  draws  men  up  from  coarse  and  earthly 
being, 

(I  mean  fhesc  men  of  merit  that  have  power 
And  reason  to  make  good  her  benefits) 


[Act  j. 

Learns  them  a manly  boldness,  gives  their 
tongues  [please, 

Sweetness  of  language,  makes  them  apt  to 
Files  off  all  rurleness  and  uncivil  ’hvtviour. 
Shews  them  as  neat  in  carriage  as  in  cloaths. 
Cousin,  have  you  e'er  seen  the  court? 

Cler.  No,  sir; 

Nor  am  I yet  in  travail  with  that  longing. 

Mar.  Ofi,  the  state  [found 

And  greatness  of  that  place,  where  men  are 
Only  to  give  the  first  creation  glory! 

Those  are  the  models  ot  the  ancient  world. 
Left  like  the  Roman  statues  to  stir  up 
Our  following  hopes;  the  place  itself  puts  on 
The  brow  of  majesty,  and  Hinifs  her  lustre 
Like  the  air  newly  lighten'd ; form,  and  order. 
Are  only  lliere  themselves,  untorc’d,  and 
sound, 

As  they  were  first  created  to  this  place. 

Cler.  *You  nobly  came,  but  will  go  from 
thence  base!  feeit; 

Mar.  Taras  very  pretty,  and  a goou  con- 
You  have  a wit, good  cousin:  I do  joy  in*t; 
Keep  it  for  court.  But  to  myself  again ! 
When  I have  view'd  these  pieces,  turn'd 
\ those  eyes, 

And,  with  some  taste  of  superstition. 

Look’d  on  the  wealth  of  nature,  the  fair 
dames,  [shew 

Beauties,  that  light  the  court,  and  make  it 
Like  a fair  heaven  in  a frosty  night, 

And  ’mongst  these  mine,  not  poorest — 'Tis 
for  tongues 

Of  hi  essed  poets,  such  ns  Orpheus  was. 

To  giv**  their  worth  and  praises!  Oh,  dear 
cousin, 

You  have  a wife,  and  fair;  bring  her  hither, 
Let  her  not  live  to  be  the  mistress  of 
A fanner’s  heir,  and  be  confined  ever 
T*  a searge,  far  coarser  thnu  my  horse-cloth  * 
Let  her  have  velvets,  titfinie*,  jewels,  pearls, 
A coach,  an  usher,  and  her  tw  o lacquies  ; 
And  I will  send  my  w ife  to  give  her  rules. 
And  read  the  rudiments  of  court  to  her. 
Cler.  Sir,  I had  rather  send  her  to  Vir- 
ginia*, 

To  help  to  propagate  the  English  nation. 
Enter  a Servant. 

Afar.  Sirrah,  how  slept  your  mistress,  and 
Are  to*  pay  service?  [what  visitauts 

Serv.  bir,  as  I came  out. 

Two  counts  were  newly  enter’d. 


* And  tuorc , without  my  wishes,  could  you  know 
What  Ctrftn  content  dwells  in  a private  house.]  We  do  not  quite  understand  these  two 
lines  : the  meaning,  though  obscurely  expressed,  seems  to  be, 4 1 wish  you  happiness ; which 
4 you  might  have;  and  more,  without  my  w'ishes,  if  you  knew  the  comforts  of  a private  life.' 

1 Ftr^inia.]  The  attempt  to  settle  Virginia  was  at  first  very  unsuccessful,  and  many  re- 
ports were  propagated,  which  made  it  didicult  to  procure  any  persons  to  venture  thither: 
to  these  circumstances  the  author  plainly  alludes.  Among  the  pamphlets  published  about 
this  period  was  the  following:  4 A true  declaration  of  the  estate  of  the  Colonie  in  Virginia; 
* with  a confutation  of  such  scandalous  reports  as  have  tended  to  the  disgrace  of  so  worthy 
4 an  enterprise.  Published  by  advise  and  direction  of  the  Councell  of  Virginia.*  4to. 
1010.  i?. 
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Act  1.] 

Afar.  This  is  greatness; 

But  few  such  servants  wait  a country  beauty. 
Cler.  They  are  the  more  to  thank  their 
modesty: 

God  keep  my  wife,  and  all  my  issue  female, 
From  such  uprisings ! 

Enter  Doctor. 

Afar.  What,  my  learned  Doctor! 

You  will  be  welcome:  give  her  health  and 
youth, 

And  I will  give  you  gold.  Doctor. 

Cousin,  how  savours  this?  Is  it  not  sweet, 
And  very  great  ? tastes  it  not  of  nobleness  ? 
Cler.  Faith,  sir,  my  palate  is  too  dull  and 
lazyp 

I cannot  taste  it;  ’tis  not  for  my  relish  : 

But  be  so  still ! since  your  own  misery 
Must  first  reclaim  you;  to  which  I leave  you, 
sir! 

If  you  will  yet  be  happy,  leave  the  humour, 
And  base  subjection  to  your  wife;  be  wise, 
And  let  her  know  with  speed  you  are  her 
husband ! 

I shall  be  glad  to  hear  it.  My  horse  is  sent 
for.  \Esit. 

Afar.  Even  such  another  country  thing 
as  this 

Was  1 ; such  a piece  of  dirt,  so  heavy, 

So  provident  to  heap  up  ignorance, 

And  be  an  ass;  sucli  musty  cloaths  wore  I, 
So  old  and  thread-bare:  I do  yet  remember 
Divers  young  gallants,  lighting  at  my  gate 
To  see  my  honour’d  wife,  have  offer'd  pence, 
And  bid  me  walk  their  horses.  Such  a slave 
Was  I in  show  then;  but  my  eyes  are  open’d. 

Enter  Lady. 

Many  sweet  morrows  to  my  worthy  wife ! 
Lady.  Tis  well,  and  aptly  giv'n ; as  much 
for  you  ! 

But  to  niy  present  business,  which  is  money. 
Afar.  Lady,  I have  none  left.  [imagine 
Lady.  I hope  you  dare,  not  say  so,  nor 
So  base  and  low  a thought : • I have  none 
left?  ^ 

Are  these  words  fitting  for  a man  of  worth, 
And  one  of  your  full  credit?  Do  you  know 
The  place  you  live  in  ? me?  and  what  I la- 
bour 

For  you,  and  your  advancement  ? 

Alar.  Yes,  my  dearest.  [slight  answer. 
Lady.  And  do  you  pop  me  off  with  this 
In  troth,  * 1 have  none  left?’  In  troth,  you 
must  have ! 


Nay,  stare  not ; ’tis  most  true : send  speedily 
To  all  that  love  you,  let  your  people  fly 
Like  thunder  thro’  tl»e  city,  and  not  return 
Under  five  thousand  crowns.  Try  all,  take 
all; 

Let  not  a worthy  merchant  be  untempted, 

Or  any  one  that  hath  the  name  of  money ; 
Take  up  at  any  use;  give  hand3,  or  land, 

Or  mighty  statutes4,  able  by  their  strength 
To  tie  up  Samson  were  he  now  alive. 

There  must  be  money  gotten ; for,  be  per- 
suaded, 

If  we  full  now,  or  be  but  seen  to  shrink 
Under  our  fair  beginnings,  ’tis  our  ruin, 

‘And  then  good  night  to  all  but  our  disgrace! 
Farewell,  the  hope  of  coming  happiness, 
And  all  the  aims  we  levell’d  at  so  long* ! 

Are  you  not  mov’d  at  this?  No  sense  of 
want. 

Towards  yourself  yet  breeding? 

Be  old,  and  common,  jaded  to  the  eyes 
Of  grooms,  and  pages,  chambermaids,  and 
guarders ; [house  in  order 

And  when  you  have  done,  put  your  poor 
And  hang  yourself!  for  such  must  be  the  end 
Of  him  tiiat  willingly  forsakes  his  hopes, 

A nd  hath  a joy  to  tumble  to  his  ruin. 

All  tliul  I say  is  certain;  if  you  fail. 

Do  not  impute  me  with  it;  I am  clear. 

Mar.  Now  lleav’n  forbid  I should  do 
wrong  to  you,  [leave 

My  dearest  wife,  and  madam  ! Yet  give 
To  your  poor  creature  to  unfold  himself: 

You  know  mydebts  are  many  more  than 
means, 

My  bands  not  taken  in,  my  friends  at  home 
Drawn  dry  with  these  expences,  my  poor 
tenants  [course 

More  full  of  want  than  we ; then  what  new 
Can  I beget  to  raise  those  crowns  by?  Speak, 
And  I shall  execute. 

Jjady.  Pray  tell  me  true ; 

Have  \ou  not  land  in  the  country? 

Afar.  Pardon  me ! 

I had  forgot  it. 

Jjady.  Sir,  you  must  remember  it ; 

There  is  no  remedy:  this  land  must  be 
In  Paris  ere  tomorrow  night. 

Afar.  It  shall. 

Let  me  consider : some  three  hundred  acres 
Will  sene  the  turn. 

Lady.  Twill  furnish  at  all  points,  [him5 
Now  you  speak  like  yourself,  and  know  like 
That  means  to  be  a man ; suspect  no  less, 


3 Band .]  i.  e.  Bond ; the  ancient  mode  of  spelling  the  w ord : 

4  Since  faith  could  get  no  credit  at  his  hand, 

* I sent  him  word  to  coinc  and  sue  mv  band.*  Churchyard? s Challenge, p.  152. 

4 Or  mighty  statutes,  Ac.]  The  poet  means  cither  statute  merchant  y or  statute  staple , or 
both.  (What  the  meaning  of  these  terms  are,  any  technical  dictionary  will  inform  my 
readers).  The  mention  of  them  we  find  in  Hamlet,  and  over  and  over  again  in  Ben  Jon* 
son’s  Staple  of  News.  Sampson. 

5 We  levied  ui  so  long.}  Mr. Theobald  saw  with  me,  that  this  oversight  must  take  its  birth 

no  where  but  at  the  press  ; and  yet  it  is  upwards  of  an  hundred  yerfrs  old.  Sympson . 

6 And  know  like  him.}  We  apprehend  the  true  reading  to  be  none  instead  of  know. 
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For  the  return  will  give  you  five  for  one: 

You  shall  be  great  to-inorrow;  1 haw  said  it. 
Farewell ; and  see  this  business  be  a-foot 
With  expedition ! [L’-ri/. 

Mar.  Health,  all  jov,  and  honour. 

Wait  on  my  lovely  wife! — What,  Jaques, 
Jaques ! 

Enter  Jaques. 

Jaques.  Sir,  did  you  call  ? 

Mar.  I did  so.  Hie  thee,  Jaques, 

Down  to  the  bunk,  and  there  to  sonic  good 
merchant  [private) 

(Conceive  me  well,  good  Jaques,  a id  be 
Offer  three  hundred  acres  of  my  land  : 

Say  it  is  choice  and  fertile;  ask  upon  it 
Five  thousand  crowns:  tliis  is  the  business 
1 must  employ  thee  in ; be  wise  and  speedy  ! 
Jaquts.  Sir,  do  not  do  this. 

Mar.  Knave,  1 must  have  money. 

Jaques.  If  you  have  money  thus,  your 
knave  must  tell  you,  [more  wary, 

You  will  not  have  a foot  of  land  led : be 
And  more  friend  to  yourself!  Tins  honest 
land, 

Your  worship  has  discarded,  has  been  true, 
And  done  you  loyal  service. 

Mar.  Gentle  Jaques, 

You  have  a merry  wit ; employ  it  well 
About  the  business  you  Irnve  now  in  band. 
When  you  come  back,  enquire  me  in  tite 
presence;  " 

If  not  i’  th’  Tennis-court,  or  at  my  house. 

[Exit. 

Jaques.  If  this  vein  hold,  I know  where 
to  enquire  you.  [bandry, 

Five  thousand  crowns?  This,  with  good  hus- 
May  hold  a month  out ; then  five  thousand 
more,  [mure, 

And  more  land  a-bleeding  for’t;  as  many 
And  more  laud  laid  aside!  God,  and  St. 
Dennis, 

Keep  honest-minded  young  men  batchelors ! 
’Tis  strange,  my  master  should  be  yet  so 
young 

A puppy,  that  he  cannot  see  his  fall, 

And  got  so  near  tlie  sun.  I'll  to  hi*,  cousin, 
And  once  more  tell  him  of  it ; if  he  fail, 
Then  to  ray  mortgage,  next  unto  my  side  ! 

[Exit. 

Enter  Longucrille,  Beaufort,  and  Gentleman. 
Gent.  Gentlemen,  hold  on  discourse  a 
while ; 

I shall  return  with  knowledge  how  and  where 
We  shall  have  best  access  unto  my  mistress, 
To  lender  your  devotions.  [ Exit . 


Tujng.  Be  it  so. 

Now  to  our  first  discourse ! 

Beau.  I prithee,  peace  ! 

Thou  const  not  be  so  bad,  or  make  me  know7 
Such  things  are  living!  Do  not  give  thyself 
So  common  and  so  idle,  so  open  vile, 

$o  great  a wronger  of  thy  worth,  so  low ! 

I cannot,  nor  I must  not  credit  thee. 

Lung.  Now,  by  this  light,  1 am  a whore- 
master  ; 

An  open  and  an  excellent  whoremaster ; 

And  take  a special  glory  that  1 am  so ! 

I thank  my  stars  I am  a whoremaster; 

And  such  a one  as  dare  be  known  and  seen. 
And  pointed  at  to  be  a noble  wencher. 

Btau.  Do  not  let  all  ears  hear  this:  hark 
you,  sir! 

I am  myself  a whoremaster;  I am, 

Believe  it,  sir;  (in  private  be  it  spoken) 

1 love  a whore  directly  : most  meu  are 
Wenchens,  and  have  profess’d  the  science ; 
few  men 

That  look  upon  ye  now,  but  whoremasters, 
Or  have  a full  desire  to  be  so. 

Long.  This  is  noble  ! [vntc. 

Beau.  It  is  without  all  question,  being  pri- 
Aud  held  as  needful  as  intelligence; 

But,  being  once  discover’d,  blown  abroad ; 
And  known  to  common  senses,  ’tis  no  more 
Than  geometrical  rules  in  carpenters. 

That  only  know  some  measure  of  an  art, 

But  are  not  grounded.  Be  no  more  deceiv’d  ! 
I have  a conscience  to  reclaim  you,  sir; 
(Mistake  me  not!  I do  not  bid  you  leave 
Your  whore,  or  less  to  love  her;  Heaven 
fori >id  it, 

I should  be  such  a villain  to  my  friend. 

Or  so  unnatural ! 'twits  ne’er  harbour’d  here !) 
Learn  to  be  secret  first;  then  strike  your 
deer!  [shall  I earn. 

Long.  Your  fair  instructions,  monsieur. 
Bean.  And  you  shall  huve  them:  I desire 
your  ears5. 

Long.  They  are  your  servants. 

Beau.  You  must  not  love — 

JjOUg.  llow,  air! 

Beau.  I mean  a lady;  there  is  danger: 
She  hath  an  usher,  and  a waiting-gentlewo- 
man, . [fee’d, 

A page,  a coachman ; these  are  fee’a,  aud 
And  yet  for  all  that  will  be  prating. 

Long.  So ! [discover’t. 

Beau.  You  understand  me,  sir;  they  will 
And  there’s  a loss  of  credit;  table-talk 
Will  be  the  end  of  this,  or  worse  than  that: 
Will  this  be  worthy  of  a gentleman  ? 


7 Or  make  me  know.]  I once  thought  the  line  faulty,  and  had  alter’d  it*  thus, 

or  make  me  /row, 

i.  e.  believe  : but  'tis  certainly  right  as  it  stands.  Thus,  in  sir  Philip  Sidney's  Arcadia,  liook  i. 
page  10,  of  the  edition  of  1674 — beseeching  her  (Purtheuia)  even  with  tears,  to  faiotr,  that 
his  love  wits  not  so  superficial  as  to  go  no  farther  than  her  skin.  Sympton. 

5 I desire  your  care.]  Sympson  reads  ear  for  care.  The  reply  makes  it  necessary  to  read 

ears. 

Long. 
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Long . Proceed,  good  sir  ! 

Beau.  Next,  leave  your  city  dame; 

The  best  of  that  tribe  are  most  merely  coy, 
Or  most  extremely  foolish  ; both  which  vices 
Are  do  great  stirrers  up,  unless  in  husbands 
That  owe  this  cattle;  fearing  her  that’s  coy 
To  be  but  seeming,  her  that’s  fool  too  for- 
ward. 

Long.  This  is  the  rarest  fellow,  and  the 
soundest, 

I mean  in  knowledge,  that  e’er  wore  a cod- 
piece9 ; 

IT has  found  out  that  will  pass  all  Italy, 

All  France  and  England  (to  their  shames  I 
speak, 

And  to  the  griefs  of  all  their  gentlemen), 

The  noble  theory  of  luxury10. 

Beau.  Your  patience, 

And  I will  lav  before  your  eyes  a course 
That  I myself  found  out ; ’tis  excellent, 

Easy,  and  full  of  freedom. 

fjong.  Oh,  good  sir, 

You  rack  me,  ’till  I know  it. 

Beau.  This  it  is:  [lieated, 

When  your  desire  is  up,  your  blood  well 
And  apt  for  sweet  encouuter,  chuse  the  night, 
And  with  the  night  your  wench;  the  streets 
have  store;  [her, 

There  seize  upon  her,  get  her  to  your  charn- 
Give  her  n cardecue,  'tis  royal  payment; 
When  ye  are  dull,  dismiss  her;  no  man 
knows. 

Nor  she  herself,  who  hath  encounter’d  her. 
Long.  Oh  ! but  their  faces  ! 

Bean.  Never  talk  of  faces  ! 

The  night  allows  her  equal  with  a duchess  : 
Imagination  doth  all ; think  her  fair, 

And  great,  yclad  in  velvet",  she  is  so. 

Sir,  I have  tried  those,  and  do  find  it  certain, 
It  never  fails  me:  ’tis  but  twelve  nights  since 
My  last  experience. 

Long.  Oh,  my  miching  varlet, 
mi  lit  you,  as  I live  ! — 

Tis  excellent;  EH  he  your  scholnr,  sir. 

Enter  Lady  and  Gentleman. 

Ijudy.  You  are  fairly  welcome  both! 
Troth,  gentlemen, 

You  have  beeu  strangers;  I could  chide  you 
for’t,  [news? 

And  task  you  with  unkindness.  What's  the 
The  town  was  never  empty  of  some  novelty: 
Servant,  what's  your  intelligence? 

Gent.  Faith,  nothing : 

I have  uot  lieard  of  any  worth  relating. 

Beau.  Nor  I,  sweet  lady. 


Long . Then  give  me  attention: 

Monsieur  Sliattillion’s  mad. 

Jjfidy.  Mad? 

Ling.  Mad  as  May* butter; 

And,  which  is  more,  mad  for  a wench. 

Juuly.  ’'Tis  strange, 

And  full  of  pity. 

Long.  All  that  comes  near  him 
lie  thinks  are  come  of  purpose  to  betray  him ; 
Being  full  of  strange  conceit,  the  wench  he 
lov’d 

Stood  very  near  the  crown. 

Jmdy.  Alas,  good  monsieur! 

A’  was  a proper  man,  and  fair  demean’d ; 

A person  worthy  of  a better  temj>er. 

Long.  He’s  strong  opinion’d,  that  the  wench 
he  lov’d  [maud. 

Remains  dose  prisoner  by  tl»e  king’s  cora- 
Fearing  her  title  : when  the  poor  griev’d  gen- 
tlewoman [*nS 

Follows  him  much  lamenting,  and  inuchlov- 
In  hope  to  make  him  well,  he  knows  her  not, 
Nor  any  else  that  comes  to  visit  him. 

Lady.  left’s  walk  in,  gentlemen,  and  there 
discourse 

His  furtlier  miseries!  You  shall  stay  dinner; 
Iu  truth,  you  must  obey. 

Omars.  We  are  your  servants!  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Clermont, 

C/rr.  There’s  no  good  to  be  done,  no  cure 
to  be  wrought 

Upon  my  desp’rate  kinsman:  I’ll  to  horse, 
And  leave  him  to  the  fool’s  whip,  misery. 

I shall  recover  twenty  miles  this  night; 

My  horse  stands  ready;  I’ll  away  with  speed. 

Enter  Shatti/Uon. 

Shat.  Sir,  may  I crave  your  name  ? 

Clcr.  Yes,  sir,  you  may:  x 

My  name  is  Cleriinont. 

Shat.  'Tis  well.  Your  faction? 

Wlmt  party  knit  you  with? 

Cler.  I know  no  parties, 

Npr  no  factions,  sir. 

Shat,  'ihen  wear  this  cross  of  white: 

And  where  you  see  the  like,  they  are  my 
friends; 

Observe  them  well;  the  time  is  dangerous. 
Clcr.  Sir,  keep  your  cross;  I’ll  wear  none. 
Sure  this  fellow 

Is  much  beside  himself,  grown  mad. 

Shat.  A word,  sir ! 

You  can  pick  nothing  out  of  this;  this  cross 
Is  nothing  but  a cross,  a very  cross. 

Plain,  without  spell, or  witchcraft;  search  it13! 


9 That  e'er  wore  a codpiece .]  Whoever  wishes  to  he  acquainted  with  this  particular  rela- 
tive to  dress,  may  consult  Bulwer’s  Artificial  Changeling,  in  which  such  matters  are  very 
amply  discussed.  Mr.  Steevens's  Note  on  Two  Gaittemen  of  Verona. 

10  The  noble  theory .]  Sympson  varies  to, 

V tk*  noble  theory,  &c. 

11  And  great,  clupt  in  relict.]  Amended  bySympson. 

11  Search  if.l  We  apprehend  these  words  were  repealed,  search  it,  SEARCH  IT  ! ami  that 
the  repetition  has  been  diopt  ut  press. 
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You  may  suspect,  and  well,  there's  poison 

lewder,  or  wild-fire;  but  'tis  nothing  so. 
Cier.  I do  believe  you,  sir;  ’tis  a plain 
cross.  [the  king. 

Shat.  Then  do  your  worst,  I care  not ! Tell 
Let  him  know  all  this,  as  I’m  sure  he  shall; 
When  you  have  spit  your  venom,  then  will  I 
Stand  up  a faithful  and  a loyal  subject. 

And  so,  God  save  his  grace!  This  is  no 
treason. 

Cier.  He  is  March  mad  : farewell,  monsieur! 

[Exit. 

Shat.  Farewell! 

I shall  be  here  attending.  Tis  ray  life 
They  aim  at;  there’s  no  way  to  save  it.  Well, 
Let  ’em  spread  all  their  nets,  they  shall  not 
draw  me 

Into  any  open  treason:  I can  see, 

And  can  beware;  I have  my  wits  about  me, 
I thank  Heaven  for  it ! 

Enter  Love. 

Love.  There  he  goes,  [bred, 

That  was  the  fairest  hope  the  Trench  court 
The  worthiest  and  the  sweetest- temper’d  spi- 
rit, [judgment 

The  truest  and  the  valiantest,  the  best  of 
Till  most  unhappy  I sever’d  those  virtues, 
And  turn’d  his  wit  wild  with  a coy  denial; 
Which  Heav’n  forgive  me ! And  be  pleas'd, 
oh,  Heav’n, 

To  give  again  his  senses,  that  my  love 
May  strike  off  all  my  follies! 

Shut.  Lady ! 

Love.  Ay,  sir. 

Shat.  Your  will  jvith  me,  sweet  lady? 

Love.  Sir,  1 come — [know  it,  lady: 

Shat.  From  the  dread  sovereign  king;  I 
lie  is  a gracious  prince ; long  may  he  live ! 
Pertain  you  to  his  chamber? 

Love.  No,  indeed,  sir;  [me? 

That  place  is  not  for  women.  Do  you  know 
Shat.  Yes,  I do  know  you. 

Love.  What’s  my  name?  Pray  you  spe^. 
Shut.  That’s  all  one ; 1 do  know  you  and 
your  busiuess: 

You  arc  discover’d,  lady!  I am  wary; 

It  stands  upon  my  life.  Pray  excuse  me ! 
The  best  man  of  this  kingdom  sent  you  hither, 
To  dive  into  me  : Have  I touch’d  you  ? .ha? 
Love.  You  are  deceiv’d,  sir;  1 come  from 
your  Love,  [kisses. 

That  sends  you  fair  commends,  ana  many 
Shat . Alas,  poor  soul,  how  does  she ; is  she 
living  ? 

Keeps  she  her  bed  still  ? 

Love.  Still,  sir,  she  is  living; 

And  well,  and  shall  do  so. 


Shat.  Are  you  in  council? 

Jove.  No,  sir,  nor  any  of  my  sex. 

Shat.  Why,  so? 

If  you  had  been  in  council,  you  would  know 
Her  time  to  be  but  slender ; she  must  die. 
Love.  I do  believe  it,  sir. 

Shat.  And  suddenly; 

She  stands  too  near  a fortune. 

Love.  Sir? 

Shat.  Tis  so ; 

There  is  no  jesting  with  a prince’s  title. 
Would  we  had  both  been  born  of  common 
parents. 

And  liv’d  a private  and  retir'd  life 
In  homely  cottage!  we  had  then  enjoy’d 
Our  loves,  and  our  embraces;  these  are  things 
That  cannot  tend  to  treason. 

Love.  I am  wretched  ! 

Shat.  Oh,  4 

I pray  as  often  for  the  king  as  any, 

And  with  as  true  a heart,  for  his  continuance; 
And  do  moreover  pray  his  heirs  may  live, 
And  their  fair  issues;  then,  as  I am  bound, 
For  all  the  states  and  commons : if  these 
prayers 

Be  any  ways  ambitious,  I submit, 

And  lay  my  head  down;  let  ’em  take  it  off! 
You  inay  inform  against  me;  but  withal 
Remember  my  obedience  to  the  crown. 

And  service  to  the  state. 

Love.  Good  sir,  I love  you.  [with  me, 
Shat.  Then  love  the  gracious  king,  and  say 
Heav’n  save  his  grace ! 

Love.  Heav’n  save  his  grace* * ! 

Shat.  This  is  strange,  , * 

A woman  should  be  sent  to  undermine  me, 
And  buz  love  into  me  to  try  my  spirit ; 

Offer  roe  kisses,  and  enticing  follies. 

To  make  me  open  and  betray  myself : 

It  was  a subtle  and  a dangerous  plot, 

And  very  soundly  follow’d  !—  Farewell,  lady! 
Let  me  have  equal  hearing,  and  relate 
I am  an  honest  man.  lieav’n  save  the  king! 

[E*t. 

Jove.  I’ll  never  leave  him,  ’till,  by  art  or 
prayer, 

I have  restor’d  his  senses:  If  I make 
Him  perfect  man  again,  he’s  mine ; Till  when, 
I here  abjure  all  loves  of  other  men  ! 

[Exit. 

lUnter  Clerimont  and  Jaques. 

Jaques.  Nay,  good  sir,  be  persuaded  ! Go 
but  back, 

And  tell  him  he’s  undone ; say  nothing  else, 
And  you  shall  see  how  things  will  work  upon  t. 
Cter.  Not  so,  good  Jaques ! I am  held  an 
ass, 

A country  fool,  good  to  converse  with  dirt, 


13  Shat.  Then  love,  the  gracious  king , and  say  with  me — 

Love.  lleuv*n  save,  his  grace.]  But  may  we  not  reasonably  ask,  How  could  his  Jove  know 
what  he  would  say,  till  he  himself  had  said  it?  And  if  so,  then  we  should  surely  read  thus, 

^ - — then  say  with  me 

Henv'n  save  his  gruce.  , 

Jove,  lieav’n  save  his  grace.  Sympson. 
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And  eat  coarse  bread,  wear  the  worst  wool, 
know  nothing 

But  the  highway  to  Paris:  and  wouldst  thou 
have  me  bring  these  stains 
And  imperfections  to  the  rising  view 
Of  the  right  worshipful  thy  worthy  master? 
They  must  be  bright,  and  shine,  their  deaths 
soft  velvet  [gums14, 

And  the  Tyrian  purple,  like  the  Arabiun 
Hung  like  the  sun,  their  goldeu  beams  on  all 
sides ; [ter,  1 

Buch  as  these  may  come  and  know-  thy  mos- 
Am  base,  and  dare  not  speak  unto  him,  he's 
above  me.  * [state, 

Jaques.  If  ever  you  did  love  him,  or  his 
His  name,  his  issue,  or  yourself,  go  buck ! 
'Twill  be  an  honest  and  a noble  part. 
Worthy  a kinsman  ; save  three  hundred  acres 
From  present  execution15;  they’ve  had  sen- 
tence. 

And  cannot  be  repriev’d ; he  merciful ! [sons 
Clcr.  lluve  I not  urg’d  already  all  the  rea- 
I had,  to  draw  him  from  his  will?  his  ruin? 
But  ail  in  vain  ! uo  counsel  can  prevail: 


H’  has  fix’d  himself;  there’s  no  removing, 
Jaques;  [vain. 

’Twill  prove  but  breath  and  labour  spent  ia 
I’ll  to  my  horse ; farewell ! 

Jaques.  For  God’s  sake,  sir, 

As  ever  you  have  hope  of  joy,  turn  back  ! 
I'll  be  your  slave  for  ever,  do  but  go; 

And  I will  lay  such  fair  directions  to  you. 
That,  if  he  he  not  doting  on  his  fall. 

He  sliall  recover  sight,  and  see  his  danger. 
And  you  shall  tell  him  of  his  wife’s  abuses, 
(I  fear,  too  fouLag&inst  him!)  how  she  plots 
With  our  young  monsicurs,  to  milk  dry  hus- 
band, 

And  lay  it  on  their  backs : the  next  her  pride; 
Then  what  his  debts  are,  and  how  infinite 
The  curses  of  his  tenants ; this  will  work  ; 
I'll  pawn  iny  life  and  head,  lie  cries,  * Away ! 
‘ I’ll  to  my  house  in  the  country.' 

Cler.  Come,  I’ll  go,  x 

And  once  more  try  him : if  he  yield  not  so ; f 
The  next  that  tries  him  shall  be  want  and  f 
woe.  3 

[ExcunL 


ACT 


Enter  Marine  solus. 

Mar.  TAQUES! 

Jaques.  [ uithin ] Sir? 

Mar.  Rise,  Jaques  ! ’tis  grown  day. 

Tlie  country  life  is  best ; where  quietly. 

Free  from  the  clamour  of  the  troubled  court, 
We  may  enjoy  our  own  green  shadow’d  walks, 
And  keep  a moderate  diet  witliout  art. 

Why  did  I leave  my  house,  and  bring  my  wife, 
Jo  know  the  manner  of  this  subtle  place? 


II. 


I would,  when  first  the  lust  to  fame  and  ho-? 
nour 

Possess’d  me,  I had  met  with  any  evil 
But  that ! Had  I been  tried  to  stay  at  home, 
And  earn  the  bread  for  the  w hole  family 
With  my  own  hand,  happy  had  I been! 

Enter  Jaques. 

Jaques.  Sir,  this  is  from  your  wonted  course 
at  home:  [hours? 

When  did  you  there  keep  such  inordinate 


14  The)  must  be  bright,  and  shine , their  cloaths 
Soft  velvet , and  the  Tyrian  purple, 

Like  the  Arabian  gums,  hung  like  the  sun , 

Their  golden  beams  on  all  sides ; 

Such  as  these,  &c.]  Seward  would  read. 

They  must  be  bright  and  shine,  their  cloaths  soft  velvet 
And  of  the  Tyrian  purple  ; tuey  most  smell 
Like  the  Arabian  guins,  hurl  like  the  sun 
Their  golden  beams  on  all  sides;  such  as  these,  Sfc. 

And  Svmpson,  who  would  go  1 a shorter  way  to  work,’  proposes. 

They  must  be  bright  aud  shine. 

Their  cloaths  soft  velvet  and  the  Tyrian  purple, 

Like  the  Arabian  gem-hung , like  the  sun 
Their  golden  beams  on  all  sides; 

For  * the  Arabians  (says  he)  were  remarkable  for  being  adorn’d  with  jewels.*  We  have  no 
doubt  but  that  the  text  is  genuine,  assisted  by  the  present  division. 

15  — save  three  hundred  acres 

From  present  execution ; they've  had  sentence , 

And  cannot  be  repriev’d,  be  merciful .]  But  how  must  they  be  sav'd  if  they  cannot  be 
repriev'd  K Would  not  one  imagine  then  our  authors  wrote. 

And  cannot  be  reprieved  eke?  be  merciful.  Sy nip  son. 

Go 
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[Act  2. 


Go  to  bed  late,  start  thrice,  and  call  on  me  ? 
r Would  you  were  from  this  place  ! Our  coun- 
try sleeps, 

Altho*  they  were  bnt  of  that  moderate  length, 
That  might  maintain  us  in  our  daily  work, 
Yet  were  they  sound  and  sweet. 

Mar.  Ay.  Jaques;  there  [gethcr, 

We  drenm’d  not  of  our  wives;  we  lay  toge- 
And  needed  not.  Now  at  length  my  cousin's 
words, 

So  truly  meant,  mix'd  with  thy  timely  prayers 
So  often  urg'd,  to  keep  me  at  my  home, 
Condemn  me  quite. 

Jaques.  Twas  not  your  father’s  course  : 
lie  liv’d  and  died  in  Orleans,  where  he  had 
His  vines  as  fruitful  as  experience 
(Which  is  the  art  of  husbandry)  could  make; 
He  had  his  presses  for  'em,  and  his  wines 
Were  held  the  best , and  out-sold  other  men’s; 
His  corn  and  cat  tie  serv'd  the  neighbour-towns 
With  plentiful  provision,  yet  his  thrift 
Could  miss  one  beast  amongst  the  herd;  he 
rul'd 

More  where  he  liv'd,  than  ever  you  will  here. 
Mar.  Tis  true:  why  should  my  wife  then, 
"gainst  my  good, 

Fersuade  me  to  continue  in  this  course? 
Jaques.  Why  did  you  bring  her  hither?  At 
the  first,  [lights, 

Before  you  warm’d  her  blood  with  new  de- 
Otir  country  sports  could  have  contented  her: 
When  you  first  married  her,  a puppet-play 
Pleas’d  her  as  well  as  now  the  tilting  doth. 
She  thought  herself  brave  in  a bugle-chain, 
Where  orient  pearl  will  scarce  content  her 
now.  [iny  good 

Mar.  Sure.  Jaques,  she  secs  something  for 
More  than  I do ; she  oft  will  talk  to  me 
Of  offices,  and  that  she  shortly  hopes, 

By  her  acquaintance  with  the  friends  she  hath, 
To  get  a place  shall  many  times  outweigh 
Our  great  expcnccs;  and'  if  this  be  so — 
Jaques.  Think  better  of  her  words;  she 
doth  deceive  you, 

And  only  for  her  vain  and  sensual  ends 
Fersuade  you  thus.  Let  me  he  set  to  dwell 
For  ever  nuked  in  the  barest  soil, 

So  you  will  dwell  from  hence! 

Mar.  I see  mv  folly: 

Pack  up  mv  stud*?  I will  away  this  mom. 
Haste,  haste! 

Jaques.  Ay,  now  I sec  your  father’s  honours 
Trebling  upon  you,  and  the  many  prayers 
The  country  spent  for  him,  .(which  almost 
now 

Begun  to  turn  to  curses)  turning  back, 

And  falling  like  a timely  shower  upon  you. 
Mar.  Go,  call  up  my  wife! 

Jaques . But  shall  she  not  prevail, 

And  stray  you,  as  she  oft  hath  done  before? 

Mar.  1 will  not  hear  her,  but  roil  on  her, 
*Till  I be  ten  miles  oft’. 


Jaques.  If  you  be  forty, 

Twid  not  be  worse,  sir. 

Mar.  Call  her  up! 

Jaques.  I will,  sir.  [ F..rit . 

Mar.  Why,  what  an  ass  was  l,  that  such 
a thing 

As  a wife  is  could  rule  me ! Know  not  T 
That  woman  was  created  for  the  man  ? [he 
That  her  desires,  nay,  all  her  thoughts,  should 
As  his  are  ? Is  my  sense  restor'd  at  length? 
Now  she  shall  know,  that  which  she  should 
desire, 

•Site  hath  a husband  that  can  govern  her, 
Enter  Lady. 

If  her  desires  lead  against  my  will ,8. 

Are  you  conic? 

ImHij.  What  sad  unwonted  course 
Makes  you  raise  me  so  soon,  that  went  to  bed 
So  late  last  night? 

Mar.  Oh,  you  shall  go  to  bed 
Sooner  hereafter,  and  be  rais’d  again 
At  thrifty  hours : in  summer-time  well  walk 
An  hour  after  our  supper,  and  to  bed; 

In  winter  you  shall  have  a set  at  cards, 

And  set  your  maids  to  work. 

Jjudy.  W hat  do  you  mean  ? 

Mar.  1 will  no  more  of  your  new  tricks, 
your  honours, 

Your  offices,  and  all  your  large  preferments, 
(Which  still  you  beat  into  my  cars  hang  o’er 
me) ; 

I’ll  leave  behind  for  others  the  great  sway 
Which  I shall  bear  at  court;  my  living  here. 
With  countemprire  of  your  honour'd  friends, 
I’ll  be  content  to  lose  : for  you  speak  this 
Only  that  you  may  still  continue  here 
In  wanton  ease,  and  draw  me  to  consume, 

In  cloaths  and  other  things  for  idle  sliow, 
Tliut  which  my  father  got  with  honest  thrift. 
Lady.  Why,  who  hath  been  with  )ou,  sir, 
that  yon  talk 
Tims  out  of  frame  ? 

Mar.  You  make  a fool  of  me! 

You  provide  one  to  bid  me  forth  to  supper, 
And  make  promise ; then  must  some  oue  or 
other 

Invite  you  forth:  if  you  have  borne  yourself 
Loosely  to  any  gentleman  in  my  sight. 

At  home,  you  ask  me  how  I like  the  carriage; 
Whether  it  were  not  rarely  for  my  good, 

And  open’d  not  a way  to  my  preferment? 
Come,  I perceive  all ; talk  not ! well  away. 
Lady.  Why,  sir,  you’ll  stay  ’till  the  next 
triumph-day 

Be  past?  [umphing 

Alar.  Ay,  yon  have  kept  me  here  tri- 
This  seven  years;  and  I have  ridden  thro 
the  streets,  [too, 

And  bought  embroider’d  hose  and  foot-cloth* 
To  shew  a subject’s  zeal ! I rode  before 
, In  this  most  gorgeous  habit,  and  saluted 


If  her  desires  lead  me  against  my  »#//.]  The  context  declares  the  word  he  to  be  an  ,n~ 

ilnftou 

AU 


terpolatimj. 
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Act  2.] 

All  the  acquaintance  that  I could  espy 
From  any  window : these  were  ways,  you 

told  me,  [straight, 

To  raise  me:  I see  all!  Make  you  ready 
And  in  tiiat  gown  which  you  came  first  to 
town  in,  [suitable. 

Your  safe-guard,  cloak,  and  your  hood 

Thus  on  a double  gelding  shall  you  amble, 
Anil  my  man  Jaqucs  shall  be  set  before  you. 
Ludy.  But  will  you  go? 

Mar.  1 will. 

ijitltf.  And  shall  I too? 

Alar.  And  you  shall  too.  # 

Lady.  But  shall  1,  by  this  light? 

Mar.  Why,  by  this  light,  you  shall! 

Lady.  Then,  by  this  light, 

You  have  no  care  of  your  estate  and  miite. 
Have  we  been  seven  years  venturing  iii  a ship, 
And  now  upon  return,  w ith  a fair  wind, 

And  a calm  sea,  lull  fraught  with  our  own 
wishes. 

Laden  with  wealth  and  honour  to  the  brim, 
And  shall  we  fly  away,  and  not  receive  it  ? 
Have  we  been  tilling,  sowing,  labouring, 
With  pain  and  charge,  a long  aud  tedious 
winter. 

And  when  we  see  the  corn  above  the  grouud, 
Youthful  as  is  the  morn,  and  the  full  ear, 
That  promises  to  stutf  our  spacious  garners, 
Shall  we  thou  let  it  rot,  and  never  reap  it? 
Mur.  Wife,  talk  uo  more!  Your  rhetorick 
conics  too  late ; 

I am  inflexible:  aud  how  dare  you 
Adventure  to  direct  my  course  of  life? 

Was  not  the  husband  made  to  rule  tl»e  wife? 
luidy.  Tis  true;  but  where  the  man  doth 
miss  his  way. 

It  is  the  woman’s  part  to  set  him  right: 
feu,  fathers  have  u power  tq  guide  their  sons 
In  all  their  courses  ; vet  you  oft  have  seen 
Poor  little  children,  that  nave  both  their  eyes, 
I-ead  their  blind  fathers. 

Mar.  Sh’ has  a plaguy  wit! 

1 say,  you’re  but  u little  piece  of  man. 

Lady.  But  such  a piece,  as,  being  ta’en 
away, 

Man  cannot  last:  the  fairest,  and  tallest  ship, 
That  ever  sail’d,  is  by  a little  piece  [about. 
01  the  same  wood  steer’d  right,  and  turn’d 
Mar.  ’Tis  true  she  says;  her  answers 
stand  with  reason.  [vour  head, 

Lady.  But,  sir,  your  cousin  put  this  in 
Who  is  an  enemy  to  your  preferment. 
Because  I should  not  take  place  of  his  wife : 
Come,  by  this  kiss,  thou  sliolt  not  go,  sweet- 
heart. [heart. 

Mar.  Come , by  this  kiss,  I will  go,  sw  eet- 
On  with  your  riding-stud’!  1 know  your  tricks; 
And  if  preferment  fall  ere  you  he  ready, 

'Tis  welcome ; else,  adieu,  the  city-lite ! 

Lidy.  Well,  sir*  I will  obey. 

Mar.  About  it  then.  [dress  myself 

Lady.  To  please  your  humour,  I would 
In  the  most  loathsome  habit  you  could  name, 
Or  travel  any  whither  o’er  the  world, 


If  you  command  rae:  it  shall  ne’er  be  said. 
The  frailty  of  a woumu,  whose  weak  mind 
Is  often  set  on  loose  delights,  and  shows. 
Hath  drawn  her  husband  to  consume  his  state, 
In  the  vain  hope  of  that  which  never  fell. 
Alar.  About  it  then!  Womeuare  pleasaul 
creatures, 

When  once  a man  begins  to  know  himself. 
Lady.  But  hark  you,  sir ; because  1 will 
be  sure 

You  shall  have  no  excuse,  no  word  to  say 
In  your  defence  hereafter;  (wlieu  you  see 
What  honours  were  prepar’d  for  you  and  me. 
Which  you  thus  willingly  have  thrown  away) 
I tell  you,  I did  look  for  present  honour 
Tins  morning  for  you,  which'  1 know  had 
come : 

But  if  they  do  not  come  ere  I am  ready 
(Which  I will  be  the  sooner,  lest  they  should) 
When  l am  once  set  io  a country  life. 

Not  ull  the  power  of  earth  shall  alter  me; 
Not  all  your  prayers  or  threats  shall  make 
me  speak 

The  least  word  to  my  iiououruble  friends, 

To  do  you  any  grace ! 

Alar . 1 will  not  wish  it.  [able! 

Ijidy.  And  never  more  hope  to  be  honour- 
Afar.  My  hopes  are  lower. 

Lady.  As  I live,  you  shall  not! 

You  shall  be  so  far  from  the  name  of  noble, 
Tiiat  you  shall  never  see  a lord  again; 

You  shall  not  sec  a masque,  or  barriers. 

Or  tilting,  or  a solemn  chri*tning,  * 

Ora  great  marriage,  or  new  <i  re-works, 

Or  any  bravery;  but  you  shall  live 
At  home,  lies  potted  with  your  own  lov'd  dirt. 
In  scurvy  cloaths,  as  you  were  wont  to  do; 
And,  to  content  you,  I will  live  so  too. 

Alar.  Tis  all  I wish.  Make  haste;,  tlie 
day  draws  ou ; 

It  shall  be  my  care  to  see  your  stuff  pack’d 
tip.  [E.t'»*. 

Lady.  It  shall  be  my  care  to  gull  you! 
You  ahull  stay; 

And  more*  than  so,  entreat  me  humbly  too: 
You  shall  have  honours  presently.  Mar:a! 

Later  Alaria. 

Afuria.  Madam ! 

Ludy.  Bring  hither  pen,  ink,  and  paper. 

Maria.  T is  here. 

ljidy.  Your  master  will  not  stay. 

Unless  preferment  come  within  an  hour. 
Alaria.  Let  him  command  one  of  the  city- 
gates, 

In  time  of  mutiny;  or,  you  may  provide  him 
To  be  one  of  the  council  for  invading 
Some  savage  country,  to  plant  Christian  faith. 
ljfidy.  No,  no;  I have  it  for  him.  Cai! 
lny  page!  [Exit  Maria. 

Now,  my  dear  husband,  there  it  is  will  fit  you: 
Aud,  u ticu  the  world  shall  see  what  I have 
done, 

Let  it  nut  move  the  spleen  of  any  wife. 

To  make  an  ass  of  her  beloved  husband, 

Without 
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Without  good  ground : but*  if  they  will  be 
drawn 

To  any  reason  by  you,  do  not  gull  them ; 

But  if  they  grow  conceited  of  themselves. 
And  be  fine  gentlemen,  liave  no  mercy. 
Publish  them  to  the  world!  ’twill  do  them 
good 

W hen  they  shall  see  their  follies  understood. 
Enter  Page. 

Go  bear  these  letters  to  my  sen-ant ,7, 

And  bid  him  make  haste.  1 will  dress 
myself 

In  all  the  journey-clonths  I us’d  before, 

Not  to  ride,  but  to  make  the  laughter  more. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Marine  and  Jaques . 

Mar.  Is  all  pack’d  up? 

Jaques.  All,  all,  sir;  there  is  no  tumbler 
Runs  thro’  his  hoop  with  more  dexterity, 
Ilian  I about  this  business:  'tis  a day 
That  I've  long  long’d  to  see — 

Afar.  Come;  where’s  my  spurs? 

Jaques.  Here,  sir. — And  now  ’tis  come— 
Afar.  Ay,  Jaques,  now, 

I thank  my  fates,  1 can  command  my  w ife. 
Jaques.  I’m  glad  to  see  it,  sir. 

Afar.  1 don’t  love  always 
To  be  made  a puppy,  Jaques.  [not  look 
Jaques.  But  yet  melhinks  your  worship  does 
Right  like  a country  gentleman. 

Afar.  I will; 

Give  me  my  t'other  hat. 

Jaques.  Here. 

Afar.  So;  my  jerkin! 

Jaques.  Yes,  sir. 

Alar.  On  with  it,  Jaques;  thou  and  I 
Will  live  so  finely  in  the  country,  Jaques, 
And  have  such  pleasant  walks  into  the  woods 
A-mornings,and  then  bring  home  riding-rods, 
And  walking-staves — 

Jaques.  And  I will  hear  them,  sir; 

And  scourge-sticks  for  the  children. 

Afar.  So  thou  shall; 

And  thou  shall  do  all,  oversee  my  w ork-folks* 
And  at  the  week's  end  pay  'em  all  their 
wages. 

Jaques.  I will,  *ir,  so  your  worship  give 
me  money.  [my  drawers. 

Afar.  Thou  shalt  receive  all  too.  Give  me 
Jaques.  They’re  ready,  sir. 

Afar.  And  I will  make  thy  mistress, 

My  wife,  look  to  her  laudry,  and  her  dairy', 
That  wc  may  have  our  linen  clean  on  Sundays. 
Jaques.  And  holidays. 

Alur.  Ay ; and  ere  [breakfast, 

We  walk  about  the  grounds  provide  our 
Or  she  shall  smoke;  I’ll  have  her  a good 
huswife : 

She  >hall  not  make  a voyage  to  her  sisters. 
But  she  shall  live  at  home, 


[Act  S. 

And  feed  her  pullen  Fat,  and  see  her  maids 
In  bed  before  heiy  and  lock  all  the  doors. 
Jaques.  Why,  that  will  be  a life  forkings 
and  queens!  [button  quickly. 

Afar.  Give  me  my  scarf  with  the  great 
Jaques.  'Tis  done,  sir. 

Mur.  N ow  my  mittens! 

Jaques.  Here  they  are,  sir. 

Afar.  'Tis  well;  now  iny  great  dagger! 
Jaques.  There.  [my  riding-rod! 

Alar.  Why,  so!  thus  it  should  be;  now 
Jaques.  There’s  nothing  wanting,  sir. 
Alar.  Another,  man,  to  stick  under  my 
Jaques.  There  it  is.  [girdle. 

Alar.  All  is  well.  [looks 

Jaques.  Why  now,  methinks,  your  worship 

Like  to  yourself,  a man  of  means  and  credit: 
So  did  your  grave  and  famous  ancestors 
Ride  up  and  down  to  fairs,  and  cheapen  cattle. 
Alur.  Go,  hasten  your  mistress,  sirrah! 
Jaques.  It  shall  be  done.  [Exit* 

Enter  Gentleman  and  Page. 

Gent.  Who’s  that?  who’s  that,  boy? 
Page.  I think  it  be  my  master. 

Gent.  Who?  he  that  walks  in  grey, 
whisking  his  riding-rod  ? 

Page.  Yes,  sir,  ’tis  he. 

Gent.  Tis  he  indeed ; he  is  prepar’d 
For  his  new  journey.  When  I wink  upon  you, 
Run  out  and  tell  the  gentleman  ’tis  time.— 
Monsieur,  good  day! 

Afar.  Monsieur, 

Your  mistress  is  within,  but  yet  not  ready. 
Gent.  My  business  is  with  you,  sir:  'tis 
reported, 

I know  not  whether  by  some  enemy 
Maliciously,  that  envies  your  great  hopes, 
And  would  be  ready  to  sow  discontents 
Betwixt  his  majesty  and  you,  or  truly, 
(Which  on  my  faith  I would  he  sorry  for) 
That  you  intend  to  leave  the  court  in  haste. 
Alar.  Faith,  sir,  within  this  half-hour.— 
Jaques.  [tcriV/u/ij  Sir!  [Jaques! 

Alar.  Is  my  w ile  ready  ? 

Jaques.  Presently. 

Gent.  But,  sir, 

I needs  must  tell  you,  ns  I am  your  friend, 
You  should  have  ta'en  your  journey  privater, 
For  'tis  already  blaz'd  about  the  court. 

Afar.  Why,  sir,  I hope  it  is  no  treason,  is 

it?  [common  talk ; 

Gent.  Tis  true,  sir;  but  ‘tis  grown 
There’s  no  discourse  else  held1*;  and  in  the 
All  the  nobility  and  gentry  [presence 

Have  nothing  in  their  mouths  but  only  this, 

* Monsieur  Marine,  that  noble  gentleman* 

‘ Is  now  departing  hence cv’ry  man  s face 
Looks  ghastly  on  his  fellow's;  such  a sadness 
(Before  tins  day)  I ne’er  beheld  in  court; 
Men’s  hearts  begin  to  fail  them  w hen  they 
hear  it. 


17  Servant .]  i.  e.  In  the  old  sense,  lover,  suitor. 

11  There's  no  discovery  else  held.]  Amended  by  Sympsoo. 
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A tt  2.] 

In  expectation  of  the  great  event  [good ! 
That  needs  must  follow  it : pray  Heaven  it  be 
Afar . Why,  I had  rather  all  their  hearts 
should  fail, 

Thau  I stay  here  until  ray  purse  fail  me. 

Gent.  But  yet  you  are  a subject ; and  be- 
ware, 

(I  charge  you  by  the  love  I bear  to  you) 

How  you  do  venture  rashly  on  a course. 

To  make  your  sovereign  jealous  of  your 
deeds ! 

For  prince’s  jealousies,  where  they  love  most, 
Are  easily  found,  but  they  be  hardly  lost. 
Afar.  Come/ these  are  tricks;  I smell ’em; 

I will  go.  [your  friend? 

Gent.  Have  I not  still  profess’d  myself 
Mar.  Yes,  but  you  never  shew^l  it  to  ine 
yet.  [wise ; 

Gent.  But  now  I will,  because  I sec  you 
And  give  you  thus  much  light  into  a busi- 
ness17 

That  came  to  me  but  now : be  resolute, 

Stand  stiffly  to  it,  that  you  will  depart, 

And  presently ! 

Afar.  Why,  so  I mean  to  do.  [you  will ! 
Gent.  And,  by  this  light,  you  may  be  what 
Will  you  be  secret,  sir? 

Mar.  Why?  what’s  the  matter? 

Gent.  The  king  does  fear  you. 

Afar.  How  ? 

Gent.  And’s  now  iu  counsel. 

Afar.  About  me  ? 

Gent.  About  you;  an  you  be  wise, 

You’ll  find  he  is  in  counsel  about  you. 

His  counsellors  have  told  him  all  the  truth. 
Mar.  What  truth?  [well. 

Gent.  Why,  that  which  now  he  knows  too 
Mar.  What  is’t?  [years 

Gent.  That  you  have  follow’d  him  seven 
With  n great  train;  and,  tho*  he  have  not 
grac’d  yon,  [sands, 

Yet  you  have  div'd  into  the  hearts  o!  thou- 
With  liberality  and  noble  carriage; 

And  if  you  should  depart  home  unpreferr’d, 
All  discontented  and  seditious  spirits 
Would  fiock  to  you,  and  thrust  you  into  ac- 
tion: [doth  not  know 

W ith  whose  help,  and  your  tenants',  who 
(If  you  were  so  dispos’d)  how  great  a part 
Of  this  yet-fertile  peaceful  realm  of  France 
You  might  make  desolate?  But  when  the 
Heard  this — [kiug 

Mar.  What  said  lie? 

Gent.  Nothing;  but  shook, 

As  never  Christian  prince  did  shake  before  ; 
And,  to  be  short,  you  may  !>e  what  you  will. 
But  be  not  ambitious,  sir;,  sit  down  [self 
With  mod’rate  honours,  lest  you  make  your- 
More  fear'd. 


Mar.  I know,  sir,  what  I have  to  do 
In  mine  own  business. 

Enter  Jjongurcillc. 

I/mg.  Where's  monsieur  Mount-Marine? 
Gent.  Why,  there  he  stands;  will  you 
aught  with  him  ? 

Long.  Yes.  Good  day,  monsieur  Marine ! 
Afar.  Good  day  to  you ! 

Long.  His  majesty  ^oth  commend  himself 
Most  kindly  to  you,  sir,  and  hath,  by  me. 
Sent  you  this  ihvour : kneel  down : rise  a 
knight! 

Mar.  I thank  his  majesty ! 

Long.  And  lie  doth  further 
Tt  e»juest  you  not  to  leave  the  court  so  soon ; 
For  tho’*  your  former  merits  have  been 
slighted. 

After  this  time  there  shall  no  office  fall 
Worthy  your  spirit  (as  he  doth  confess 
There’s  none  so  great),  but  you  shall  surely 
have  it.  [are  an  ass. 

Gent.  D'you  hear?  If  you  yield  yet,  you 
Mar.  I’ll  shew  my  service  to  his  majesty 
In  greater  things  than  those;  but  for  this 
small  one 

I must  entreat  his  highness  to  excuse  me. 
Long.  I’ll  bear  your  knightly  words  unto 
the  king, 

And  bring  his  princely  answer  back  again. 

Gent.  Well  said ! Be  resolute  a while ; I 
know 

There  is  a tide  of  honours  coming  on; 

I warrant  you ! 

Enter  Beaufort. 

Beuu.  Where  is  this  uew-made  knight? 
Afar.  Here,  sir. 

Beuu.  Let  me  enfold  you  in  my  arms, 
Then  call  you  lord  ! the  king  will  have  it  so; 
Who  doth  entreat  your  lordship  to  remember 
His  message  sent  to  you  by  Longueville. 
Gent.  If  you  be  dirty18,  and  dare  not 
mount  aloft,  [do. 

You  may  yield  now;  I know  what  I would 
Mar.  Peace:  I will  fit  him. — Tell  his  ma- 
jesty 

I nin  a subject,  and  I do  confess  [heap’d 
I sene  a gracious  prince,  that  thus  hath 
Honours  on  me  wiihout  desert;  but  yet 
As  for  the  message,  business  urgeth  me, 

1 must  be  gone,  and  ho  must  pardon  me, 
Were  he  ten  thousand  kings  and  emperors. 
Beau.  I’ll  tell  Into  so. 

Gent.  Why,  this  was  like  yourself!  • 
Beuu.  As  he  hath  wrought  him,  ’tis  the 
finest  fellow 

That  e’er  was  Christmat-lord ! he  carries  if 


17  And  give  me  thus  much  light.]  Thus  Mr.  Sympson  ehuses  to  vary  the  text:  it  may  be 
added,  to  his  honour,  that  he  offers  no  vindication  of  this  reading. 

,k  If  ye  l*  dirty,  4"c-]  Possibly  our  poets  here  gave  it, 

• If  ye  be  dirt- 1 yd.  Sympson . 

It  is  to  be  sure  possible;  but  we  cannot  think  it  probable. 
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[Act  2. 


So  truly  to  tin*  life,  us  tho*  lie  were 
One  of  the  plot  to  gull  himself.  {Exit. 
G ent.  W hy,  so ! 

You  sent  the  wisest  and  the  shrewdest  answer 
Unto  the  king,  I swear,  my  honour’d  friend, 
That  ever  any  subject  sent  his  liege.  [hip, 
Mar.  Nay,  now  I know  I have  him  on  the 
1*11  follow  it. 

Enter  LongmrilU. 

Long.  My  honourable  lord  ! [peer, 

Give  me  your  noble  hand,  right  courteous 
And  from  henceforth  he  a courtly  carl; 

The  king  so  wills,  and  subjects  must  obey: 
Only  he  doth  desire  you  to  consider 
Of  his  request. 

Gent.  Why,  faith,  you’re  w ell,  ray  lord; 
Yield  to  him. 

Mur . Yield  ? Why,  'twas  my  plot — 

Gent.  Nay, 

HT was  your  wife’s  plot. 

Mar.  To  get  preferment  hy  it. 

And  thinks  he  nowr  to  pop  me  in  the  mouth 
But  with  an  earldom?  I’ll  be  one  step  higlter. 
Gent.  It  is  the  finest  lord!  1 uiu  afraid 
trtum  [him. 

He’ll  stand  upon’t  to  share  the  kingdom  with 
Enter  Beaufort. 

Beau.  Where’s  this  courtly  carl? 

His  majesty  commeuds  his  love  uuto  you, 
And  will  you  hut  now  grunt  to  his  request. 
He  bids  you  be  a duke,  and  chuse  of  whence. 
Gent.  Why,  if  you  yield  not  now,  you  are 
undone;  [kiugdom? 

What  can  you  wish  to  have  more,  but  the 
Mar.  So  please  his  majesty,  I would  be  duke 
Of  Burgundy,  because  1 like  the  place. 
Beau.  I know  the  king  ispleas’d. 

Mar.  Then  will  I stay, 

And  kiss  his  highness*  hand. 

Beau,  llis  majesty 

Will  be  a glad  man  when  he  hears  it. 

Long . But  how  shall  wc  keep  this  from 
the  world’s  ear, 

That  some  one  tell  him  not,  he  is  no  duke? 
Gent.  We’ll  think  of  that  anon.— Why, 
gentlemen, 

Is  this  a gracious  habit  for  a duke? 

Each  gentle  body  set  a finger  to,  [weeds) 
To  pluck  the  clouds  (of  these  his  riding- 
Froin  oiF  the  orient  sun,  off  his  best  cloatlis; 
I’ll  pluck  one  boot  and  spur  off. 

J<oug.  I another. 

Beau.  I’ll  pluck  his  jerkin  off. 

Gent.  Sit  down,  my  lord. — 

Both  his  spurs  off  at  once,  good  Longueville ! 
Ami,  Beaufort,  take  that  scarf  off;  and  that 
hat  [head. 

Doth  not  become  his  largely-sprouting  tore- 
Now  set  your  gracious  foot  to  this  of  mine; 
One  pluck  will  do  it ; so ! Off  with  the  other ! 
Ijong.  Lo,  thus  your  servant  Longueville 
doth  pluck 

The  trophy  of  your  former  gentry  off. 

Off  with  lus  jerkin,  Beaufort! 


Gent.  Didst  thou  never  see 
A niinhle-tooted  tailor  stand  so  in’s  stockings. 
Whilst  some  friend  help’d  to  pluck  his  jerkin 
To  dance  a jig?  [off. 

Enter  Jaqucs. 

Jjmg.  Here’s  his  man  Jaqucs  come. 
Booted  and  ready  still. 

Jaqucs.  My  mistress  stays.  [mean. 

Why,  how  now,  sir?  What  do  your  worship 
To  pluck  your  grave  and  thrifty  habit  off? 
Mur.  Mv  slippers,  Jaqucs!  [man, 

Iahis.  Oh,  thou  mighty  duke ! pardon  this 
That  tuns  hath  trespassed  in  ignorance. 

Mar.  I pardon  him. 

Long.  His  grace’s  slippers,  Jaques! 
Jaques.  Why,  what’s  the  matter? 

Long.  Footman,  he’s  a duke: 

The  king  hath  rais’d  him  above  all  his  land. 
Jaques.  I’ll  to  his  cousin  presently,  and 
tell  him  so; 

Oh,  w hat  a dunghill  country  rogue  was  I ! 

[Exit. 

Enter  I. tidy. 

Gent.  Sec,  see,  my  mistress  ? 

Long.  Let’s  observe  their  greeting,  [ought, 
ljudy.  Unto  your  will,  as  every  good  wife 
I have  turn’d  all  my  thoughts,  and  now^ara 
ready. 

Mur.  Oh,  wife,  I am  not  worthy  to  kis9 
The  least  of  all  thy  toes,  much  less  thy 
thumb,  [counsel 

Which  yet  I would  be  bold  with  ! All  thy 
Hath  been  to  uie  angelical ; but  mine 
To  thee  hath  been  most  dirty,  like  my  mind. 
Dear  duchess,  I must  stay. 

\jidy.  What ! are  you  mad,  [wind  me, 
To  make  me  dress,  and  undress,  turn  and 
Because  you  find  me  pliant  ? Said  I not 
The  whole  world  should  not  alter  me,  if  once 
I was  resolved?  and  now  you  call  me  du- 
Why,  u hat's  the  matter?  [chess! 

Mur.  Lo,  a knight  doth  kneel— 

Jxidy.  A knight? 

Mur.  A lord — 

Lady.  A fool  ! 

Mur.  I say  doth  kneel 
An  earl,  a duke. 

Long.  In  drawers. 

Beau.  Without  shoes. 


Lady.  Sure  you  are  lunntick. 

Gent.  No,  honour'd  duchess; 

If  you  dare  but  believe  your  servant's  truth, 
1 know  he  is  a duke. 

lumg.  God  save  his  grnce  ! 

Lady.  I ask  vour  grace’s  pardon! 

Mar.  Then  I rise  : 

A ud  here,  in  token  that  oil  strife  shall  end 
*Twixt  thee  and  me,  I let  my  drawers  fall. 
And  to  thy  bauds  1 do  deliver  them; 

Which  signifies,  that  in  all  acts  and  speeches. 
From  this  time  forth,  my  wife  shall  wear  the 
breeches. 

Gent.  Au  honourable  composition ! 

[Erewn/., 
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Enter  Clerimont  and  Jaques. 

Cler.  Oil  ALL  I believe  thee,  Jaques? 

^ Jaques.  Sir,  you  may. 

Cler.  Didst  thou  not  dream? 

Jaques.  I did  not. 

Cler.  Nor  imagine? 

Jaques.  Neither  of  both:  I saw  him  great 
and  mighty ; [cry, 

I jaw  the  monsieurs  bow,  and  heard  them 
* Good  liealth  and  fortune  to  im  lord  the 
duke  !* 

Cler.  A duke?  art  sure,  a duke? 

Jaques.  Tin  sure,  a duke  ; 

And  so  sure,  as  I know  myself  for  Jaques. 
Cler.  Yet  the  sun  may  dazzle!  Jaques,  was 
it  not  [house, 

Some  lean  commander  of  an  angry  block- 
To  keep  trie  Flemish  eel-boats  from  invasion? 
Or  some  bold  baron  able  to  dispend 
His  fifty  pounds  a-year,  and  meet  the  foe 
Upon  the  king’s  command,  in  gilded  canvas, 
And  do  his  deeds  of  worth?  or  was  it  not 
Some  place  of  gain,  as  clerk  to  the  great  band 
Of  marrowbones,  that  people  call  the 
Switzers  ? 

Men  made  of  beef  and  sarcenet19  ? 

Jaques.  Is  a duke  [sence? 

His  chamber  hung  with  nobles  like  a pre- 
Cler.  I’m  something  wavVing  in  my  faith: 
’Would  you  would  settle  me,  and  swear  it  is 
Is  he  a duke  indeed  ? [so ! 

Jaques.  I swear  he  is.  [Jaques, 

Cler.  I’m  satisfied.  He  is  my  kinsman, 
And  I his  noor  unworthy  cousin. 

Jm/ues.  True,  sir.  [had  means 

Cler.  I might  have  been  a duke  too;  I 
A wife  as  fair  as  his,  and  as  wise  ns  his,  [his. 
And  could  have  brook’d  the  court  as  well  as 
And  laid  about  her  for  her  husband's  honour  i 
Oh,  Jaques,  had  I ever  dreum’d  of  this, 

I had  prevented  him. 

Jaques.  Faith,  sir,  it  came 
Above  our  expectation:  we  were  wise 


III. 

Only  in  seeking  to  undo  this  honour,  [dirt. 
Which  shew’d  our  dunghill  breeding  and  our 
Cler.  But  tell  me,  Jaques, 

Why  could  we  not  perceive?  what  dull  devil 
Wrought  us  to  cross  this  noble  course,  per- 
suading 

Twould  be  his  overthrow?  For  me,  a cour- 
tier 

Is  lie  that  knows  all,  Jaques,  nnd  does  all: 
Tis  as  his  noble  grace  hath  often  said, 

And  very  wisely,  Jaques,  we  are  fools, 

And  understand  just  nothing. 

Jaques.  Ay,  as  we  were,  [ter, 

I confess  it ; but,  rising  with  our  great  mas- 
We  shall  be  call’d  to  knowledge  with  our 
places: 

(T'is  nothing  to  be  wise,  not  thus  much  there) 
There  is  not  the  least  of  the  billet-dealers*0, 
Nor  any  of  the  pastry,  .or  the  kitchen, 

But  have  it  in  measure  delicate. 

Cler.  Met  Kinks  this  greatness  of  the  duke’s 
my  cousiu’s, 

(I  ask  your  mercy,  Jaques!  that  near  name 
Is  too  familiar  for  n»e)  should  give  promise 
Of  some  great  benefits  to  his  attendants. 

Jaques.  I have  a suit  myself;  and  it  is  sure. 
Or  I mistake  my  ends  much. 

Cler.  What  is’t,  Jaques  ? 

May  I not  crave  the  place  ? 

Jaques.  Yes,  sir,  you  shall ; 

T'is  to  be  but  his  grace’s  secretary, 

Which  is  my  little  all,  nnd  my  ambition, 
Till  my  known  worth  shall  take  me  by  the 
ihand 

And  set  me  higher.  How  the  fates  may  do 
In  this  poor  thread  of  life,  is  yet  uncertain: 
1 was  not  horn,  I take  it,  for  a trencher. 
Nor  to  espouse  my  mistress’  dairy-maid. 
Cler.  I am  resolv’d  my  wife  shall  up  to 
court; 

(I’ll  furnish  her)  that  is  a speeding  course, 
And  cannot  chuse  but  breed  a mighty  for- 
tune. 

What  a fine  youth  was  I,  to  let  him  start. 


19  Men  made  n/benfe  and  sarcenet.]  So  the  folios.  The  octavo  of  1711  varies  beuj'e  to 
beef;  und  Sympson  to  buff. 

Our  ancient  dramatic  writers  are  so  very  careless  in  adapting  the  manners  of  their  charac- 
ters to  the  places  in  which  their  scenes  are  laid,  thnt  although  France  is  the  country  in 
which  all  the  events  in  this  play  are  supposed  to  have  happened,  yet  we  apprehend  tlie  allu- 
sion here  is  to  a matter  proper  only  to  England ; and  therefore  we  are  not  warranted  to 
make  any  alteration  iu  the  text.  The  yonnen  of  the  guard  in  England  lire  generally  calk'd 
BEEr-cofers ; and  to  tlus  circumstance,  it  is  probable,  the  author  here  refers.  To  this  we 
may  add,  that  Switzers  appears  to  have  been  the  title  given  to  such  guards  as  attended  about 
the  royal  person,  at  least  in  Denmark,  unless  Shakespeare  has  violuted  the  same  rules  of 
propriety,  and  in  the  same  manner  we  suppose  our  author  to  have  otfended.  In  Hamlet, 
act  iv.  scene  6,  tlie  King  says, 

# ‘ Where  are  my  Switzers  t Ia*t  them  guard  the  door.’  R. 

10  Billet-dcalcrs]  Wc  conceive,  refers  to  wood  dispensed  Jar  fuel. 
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And  pet  the  rise  before  me ! I’ll  dispatch, 
And  put  myself  in  monies. 

Jaqucs.  Mass,  'tis  true ! [ness 

And,  now  you  talk  of  money,  sir,  myousi- 
For  taking  those  crowns  must  be  dispatch'd: 
This  little  plot21  i’th’  country  lies  most  fit 
To  do  his  grace  such  serviceable  uses. 

I must  about  it. 

Cler.  Yet,  before  you  go,  [vice 

Give  me  your  hand,  and  bear  my  humble  ser- 
To  the  great  duke  your  master,  and  his  du- 
chess, 

And  live  yourself  in  favour!  Say,  my  wife 
Shall  there  attend  them  shortly;  so,  furewell ! 
Jaqucs.  I’ll  see  you  mounted,  sir. 

Cler.  It  may  not  be  ! 

Your  place  is  far  above  it ; spare  yourself, 
And  know  I am  your  servant.  Fare  you  well ! 

[Exit. 

Jaques.  Sir,  I shall  rest  to  be  commanded 
by  you. — 

This  place  of  secretary  will  not  content  me; 
I must  be  more  and  greater.  Let  me  see ! 
To  be  a baron  is  no  such  great  matter, 

As  people  take’t : for,  suy  I were  a count, 
I’m  stilt  an  under  person  to  this  duke, 
(Which  methmks  sounds  but  harshly);  but  a 
duke? 

Oh,  I am  strangely  taken  ! ’tis  a duke, 

Or  nothing;  I’ll  advise  upun’t,  and  we 
What  may  be  done  by  wit  and  industry. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Lady , Longuczille,  Beaufort , and 
Gentleman. 

Lady.  It  must  be  carried  closely,  with  a 
care  [him, 

That  no  man  speak  unto  him,  or  dome  near 
Without  our  private  knowledge,  or  be  made 
A forehand  to  our  practice.  My  good  hus- 
band, 

I shall  entreat  you  now  to  stay  a while, 

And  prove  a noble  coxcomb.  Geutlemen, 
Your  counsel  and  advice  about  this  car- 


nage 


[mourn 


Gent.  Alas,  good  man,  \ do  begin  to 
His  dire  massacre:  what  a persecution 
Is  pouring  down  upon  him  ! Sure  he’s  sinful. 

Long.  Let  him  be  kept  in’s  chamber,  under 
show 

Of  state  and  dignity,  and  no  man  suffer’d 
To  see  his  noble  face,  or  have  access. 

But  we  that  arc  conspirators! 

Beau.  Or  else, 

Down  with  him  into  th’  country  ’mongst  his 
tenants ! 

There  he  may  live  far  longer  in  his  greatness, 

**  Plot .]  i.  e.  Plot  of  ground. 

**  About  this  carriage.]  That  is,  the  conducting  the  plot  on  Marine.  >, 

*3 or  intended 

To  set  up  some  new  wake.]  This  reading  runs  no  higher  than  the  edition  of  1679.  That 
ef  1647  gives  it  thus: 

To  set  up  some  new  stake , *.  c.  as  I understand  it,  May-pole.  Symplon. 

\V# 


[Act  3. 

And  play  the  fool  in  pomp  amongst  his  feL 
lows.  [and  stay; 

Lady.  No,  he  shall  play  the  foot  i’th*  city, 
I will  not  lose  the  greatness  of  this  jest, 
(That  shall  be  given  to  my  wit)  for  th’ whole 
revenues.  [his  person, 

Gent.  Then  thus;  we’ll  have  a guard  about 
That  no  man  come  too  near  him,  and  our* 
selves 

Always  in  company;  have  him  into  th’  city 
To  sec  his  face  swell;  whilst  in  divers  cor- 
ners. 

Some  of  our  own  appointing  shad  be  ready 
To  cry,  Ileav’u  bless  your  grace,  long  live 
your  gruce ! [good. 

Lady.  Servant,  your  counsel  is  excellent 
And  shall  be  follow’d ; ’twill  be  rarely  strange 
To  sec  him  stated  thus,  as  tlio’  he  went 
A-shroving  thro’  the  city,  or  intended 
To  set  up  some  new  stake13  : l shall  uot  hold 
From  opcu  laughter,  when  I hear  liitn  cry, 

* Come  hither,  my  sweet  duchess ; let  me  kiss 
‘ Thy  gracious  lips!’  for  this  will  be  his  phrase, 
I fear  me  nothing,  but  his  legs  will  break 
Under  his  mighty  weight  of  such  a greatness. 

Beau.  Now  met hinks,  dearest  lady,  you’re 

* too  cruel ; 

His  very  heart  will  freeze  in  knowing  this. 
Ladi/.  No,  no ; the  man  was  never  of  such 
deepuess,  [yoo 

To  make  conceit  his  master:  sir,  I’ll  assure 
He  will  out-live  twenty  such  pageants. 

Were  he  but  my  cousin,  or  my  brother, 

And  such  a desp’mte  killer  of  his  fortune, 

Jn  this  belief  lie  should  die,  tho’  it  cost  me 
A thousand  crowns  a-day  to  hold  it  up; 

Or,  were  I not  known  his  w ife,  and  so  tobav^ 
An  equal  feeling  of  this  ill  he  suffers, 

He  should  be  thus  ’till  all  the  boys  i’th'  town 
Made  suit  to  wear  his  badges  in  their  hats. 
And  walk  before  his  grace  with  sticks  and 
nosegays. 

We  married  women  hold — 

Gent.  Tis  well ; no  more  ! 

The  duke  is  entering : set  your  faces  right.. 
And  bow  like  country  prologues.  Here  he 
comes. 

Make  room  afore ! the  duke  is  entering. 
Enter  Marine. 

Long.  The  clioicest  fortunes  wait  upon 
our  duke ! [piness  ! 

Gent.  And  »ive  him  all  content  and  hap- 
Bcau.  Let  his  great  name  live  to  the  end 
of  time ! 

Mar.  We  thank  you,  and  are  pleas’d  ip 
give  you  notice 
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Act  a.] 

We  shall  at  fitter  times  wait  on  your  loves ; 
Till  when,  be  near  us. 

Long.  Tis  a valiant  purge, 

And  works  extremely ; ’t  lias  delivered  him 
Of  all  right  worshipful  and  geutle  humours, 
And  left  his  belly  lull  of  nobleness. 

Mur.  It  pleas'd  the  king  iny  muster, 

For  sundry  virtues  not  unknown  to  him, 

And  the  all-seeing  suite,  to  lend  his  hand, 
And  raise  me  to  this  eminence:  how  tliis 
May  seem  to  other  men,  or  stir  the  minds 
Of  such  as  are  my  fellow-peers,  I know  not; 

I would  desire  their  loves  in  just  designs. 
Lady.  Now,  by  my  faith,  he  docs  well, 
very  well : 

Bc&hrew  my  heart,  1 have  not  seen  a better. 
Of  a raw  fellow,  that  before  this  day  [ucil ! 
Never  rehears’d  his  state:  Tis  marvellous 
dent.  Is  he  not  duke  indeed  ? see  how  he 
As  if  his  spirit  were  a last  or  two  [looks. 
Above  his  veins,  nnd  stretch’d  hisuoblc  hide! 
Limit.  He’s  bigh-brac’d,  like  a drum  ; pray 
God  he  break  not ! [calf  s-skin  lost. 

Beau.  Why,  let  him  break ; there’s  but  a 
Long.  May’t  please  your  grace  to  see  the 
city?  ’twill 

Be  to  the  minds  and  much  contentment  of 
The  doubtful  people. 

Mar.  I’rq  determin’d  so : till  my  return, 

I leave  niy  honour’d  duchess  to  herthumber. 
Be  careful  of  your  health!  I pray  you  be  so. 
Gait.  Your  grace  shall  sutler,  us,  your 
humble  servants, 

To  give  attendance,  fit  so  great  a person, 
Upon  your  body? 

Mar.  I am  pleased  so. 

Long.  Away,  good  Beaufort;  raise  a guard 
sutheient  [quick ! 

To  keep  him  from  the  reach  of  tongues;  be 
And,  do  you  hear?  remember  how  the  streets 
.Must  be  dispos'd  for  cries  and  salutations. — 
Your  grace  determines  not  to  see  the  king? 
Mar.  Not  yet;  I sliall  be  ready  ten  days 
hence 

To  kiss  his  highness’  hand,  and  give  him  thunks, 
As  it  is  fit  I should,  for  his  great  bouuty. 

Set  forward,  gentlemen ! 

Groom.  Room  for  tlio  duke  there ! 

[ Exeunt  Mar.  ami  Train. 
Lady.  Tis  fit  he  should  have  room  to  shew 
his  mightiness, 

He  swells  so  with  his  poison ! — Tis  better  to 
Reclaim  you  thus,  than  make  a sheepVhead 
of  you;  [sir, 

It  had  been  but  your  due ; but  I have  mercy, 
And  mean  to  reclaim  you  by  a directer  course. 
That  woman  is  not  worthy  of  a soul,  [band, 
1 hat  has  the  sovereign  power  to  rule  herhus- 
Aud  gives  her  title  up;  so  long  provided 
As  there  be  fnir  play,  and  his  state  not 
wrong’d. 

Enter  Shattillion. 

Shat.  I would  be  glad  to  know  whence  this 
new  duke  springs, 


The  people  buz  abroad  : or  by  what  title 
He  receiv’d  his  dignity  : Tis  very  strange 
There  sliould  be  such  close  juggling  in  the 
state ! 

But  I am  tied  to  silence;  yet  a day 
May  come,  and  soon,  to  perfect  all  these 
doubts.  [soul, 

JMdy.  ft  is  the  mad  Shattillion:  by  iny 
I suffer  much  for  this  poor  gentleman! 

I will  speak  to  him ; may  be  he  yet  knows  me. 
Monsieur  Shattillion  ! 

Shat.  Can  you  give  me  reason, 

From  whence  this  great  duke  sprang  that 
walks  abroad  ? 

Lady.  E’en  from  the  king  himself. 

Shut.  As  you’re  a woman, 

I think  you  may  be  cover’d : yet  your  prayer 
Would  do  no  harm,  good  woman. 

Lady.  God  preserve  him  ! 


Enter  Shattillion  i Love. 


Shat.  I say  umcn%  and  so  say  all  good  suL- 
jects ! 

Love.  Lady,  as  ever  you  have  lov’d,  or  shall, 
As  you  have  hope  of  Heaven,  lend  your  hand 
And  wit,  to  draw  this  poor  distracted  man 
Under  your  roof,  from  the  broad  eyes  of  pen* 
And  wonder  of  the  streets.  [pie, 

Ixidy.  With  all  my  heart : 

My  feeling  of  his  grief  and  loss  is  much. 
Lore.  Sir,  now  you’re  come  so  near  tlie 
prison,  will  you 

Go  in,  and  visit  your  fair  Love  ? Poor  soul  l 
She  would  be  glad  to  sec  you. 

Shat.  T his  same  duke 


Is  but  apocryphal ; there’s  no  creation 
That  can  staiid,  wliere  titles  are  not  right. 
Lore.  Tis  true,  sir. 

Shat.  This  is  another  draft  upon  my  life! 
Let  me  examine  well  the  words  I spake: 

The  words  I spake  were,  that  this  novel  duke 
. *s  , , [tain. 

Not  o’tli’  true  making:  ’tis  to  me  most  cetv 
Lady.  You  are  as  right,  sir,  as  you  went 
by  hue.  [more  — 

Shat.  And,  to  the  grief  of  many  thousands 
Lady.  If  there  be  any  such,  God  comfort 
them ! [time  shall  please. 

Shat.  Whose  mouths  may  open  when  the 
1 uni  betray’d ! Commend  me  to  the  king, 
And  tell  him  I am  sound,  and  crave  but  jus- 
„ tice.  [me. 

You  shall  not  need  to  have  your  guard  upon 
Which  I am  sure  are  plac’d  for  my  attach- 
ment. 

Lead  on ! I am  obedient  to  my  bonds. 

Love.  Good  sir,  be  not  displeas’d  with  us! 
We  arc  [that  good. 

But  servants  to  his  highness1  will,  to  make 
Shut.  I do  forgive  you, even  with  my  heart. 
Shall  I entreat  a favour? 

Lady.  Any  thing.  [stroke. 

Shat.  To  see  iny  Love,  before  that  fatal 
And  publish  to  the  world  my  Christian  death, 
And  true  obedience  to  the 'crown  of  France. 


Low. 
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Lore.  I hope  it  slmll  not  need,  sir;  for 
there's  merry, 

As  well  as  justice,  in  his  royal  heart. 

[Errant. 

Enter  three  Gentlemen. 

1 Gent.  Every  man  take  his  corner  ! Here 

am  I,  f perfect; 

You  there,  and  you  in  that  place ; so  ! be 
Have  a great  care  your  cries  be  loud,  nnd 
faces  * [comes. 

Full  of  dejected  fear  and  humbleness.  lie 

Enter  Jaques. 

Jar/ ucs.  Fy,  how  these  streets  are  charg’d 
and  swell’d  [room, 

With  these  same  rascally  people ! Give  more 
Or  I slmll  have  occasion  to  distribute 
A martial  alms  among  you:  ns  I’m  a gentle- 
man, 

I have  not  seen  such  rude  disorder ! They 
Follow  him  like  a prize.  There’s  no  true 

.*»!***■  ... 

Like  to  your  citizen  ! he  will  be  sure 
The  bears  shall  not  pass  by  his  door  in  peace, 
But  he  and  all  his  family  will  follow. 

Enter  Marine  and  his  Company. 

Hoorn  there  afore;  sound!  Give  room  and 
keep  your  pluccs ! 

And  you  may  see  enough ; keep  your  places ! 
Lon/*.  These  people  arc  too  far  uuman- 
ner’d,  thus 

To  stop  your  grace’s  way  with  multitudes. 
Mar.  Rebuke  them  not,  good  monsieur : 
Tis  their  loves, 

Which  I ivill  answer,  if  it  please  my  stars 
To  spare  me  life  and  heal th. 

2 Gent.  Heaven  bless  your  grace ! 

Mar.  And  you,  with  all  my  heart ! 

1 Gent.  Now  Heav’n  preserve  your  happy 
Mur.  I tliunk  you  too.  [days! 

Gent.  Now  Heav’n  save  your  grace  ! 
lar.  I thank  you  all.  « 

Beau.  On  there  before ! 

Mar.  Stand,  gentlemen  ! 

Stay  yet  a while;  for  I am  minded  to 
Impart  my  love  to  these  good  people,  nnd 
My  friends,  whose  love  and  prayers  for  my 
greatness. 

Are  equal  in  abundance.  Note  ine  well. 
And  with  my  words  my  heart;  for  ns  the 
tree — [be  inform’d 

Long'.  Your  grace  hod  best  beware;  ’twill 
Your  greatness  with  the  people. 


Afar.  I had  more, 

My  honest  and  ingenuous  people;  but 
The  weight  of  business  hath  prevented  me ; 

I am  call’d  from  you:  but  this  tree  I spake  of 
Shall  bring  forth  fruit,  I hope  to  your  content. 
And  so,  I share  my  bowels  ’mong&t  you  all. 
Omnes.  A noble  duke!  a very  noble  duke ! 

Enter  Fourth  Gentleman . 

Gent.  Afore  there,  gentlemen ! 

4 Gent.  You’re  fairly  met14,  good  mon- 
sieur Mount  Marine! 

Gent.  Re  advis’d  ! the  time  is  alter’d. 

4 Gent.  Is  he  not  the  same  man  he  was 
afore  ? 

Mar.  Still  the  same  man  to  you,  sir. 
fang.  You  have  received  mighty  grace; 
be  thankful. 

4 Gent.  Let  me  not  die  in  ignorance. 
fang.  You  shall  not:  [pleas’d 

Then  know,  the  king,  out  of  his  love,  hath 
To  stile  him  duke  of  Burgundy. 

4 Gent.  Oh,  great  Juke, 

Thus  low  I plead  for  pardon,  and  desire 
To  be  enroll’d  amongst  your  poorest  slaves. 
Mar.  Sir,  you  have  mercy,  and  withal  my 
hand, 

From  henceforth  let  me  call  yon  one  of  mine. 
Gent.  Make  room  afore  there,  and  dismiss 
the  people ! [and  quiet ! 

Mar.  Kv’ry  man  to  his  house  in  peace  . 
People*  Now  Heav’n  preserve  the  duke! 
Heuv’n  bless  the  duke  ! [E-rctint. 

Enter  Lady,  with  a falter  in  her  hand. 

Jody.  This  letter  came  this  morning  from 
my  cousin : 

‘ To  the  great  lady,  high  and  mighty  duchcs* 

* Of  Burgundy,  he  these  delivered.’ 

Oh,  for  a stronger  lace  to  keep  my  breath, 
That  1 may  laugh  the  nine  days, ’till  the  won- 
der * [chess15? 

Fall  to  an  ebb!  the  high  and  mighty  du- 
The  high  and  mighty  God,  what  a stile’s  this ! 
Methinks  it  goes  like  a dutchy  lope-man  6 ! 
A ladder  of  one  hundred  rounds  will  fail 
To  reach  the  top  on’t.  W ell,  my  gentle  cousin, 

I know,  by  these  contents,  your  itch  of  ho- 
nour: [iy* 

You  must  to  th'  court  you  say,  and  very  short- 
You  shall  be  welcome;  and  if  your  wife  have 
wit, 

I’ll  put  her  in  a thriving  course;  if  not, 

Her  own  sin  on  her  own  head ! not  a blot 
■ Shall  stain  my  reputation,  only  this ; 


34  You're  faithfully  met.]  Amended  by  Sympson. 

a5 The  high  and  mighty  duches$9  • 

Duchy  lope-ntnn , 

A ladder  of  an  hundred , &c.l  This  is  a severe  sneer  upon  the  states  of  Holland,  etc* 
for  arrogating  the  title  of  high  and  mighty , who,  not  long  before,  had  not  dar'd  to  assume  a 
better  tlian  that  of  the  poor  distressed.  The  time  when  the  states  took  this  stile  upon  cm, 
will  he  a pretty  certain  mm  to  fix  the  date  of  this  Play;  hut  I have  not  leisure  to  consult 
the  books  of  those  times,  and  therefore  shall  wish  the  reader  will  do  it  for  me.  Sympson. 
16  Lope-man.]  Lope  is  an  obsolete  word,  which,  we  ltaru  from  Coles's  Did.  meant  to  leap- 
4 * 1 must 
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I must  far  health’s  sake  sometimes  make  an 
ass  [good, 

Of  the  tame  moil 17  my  husband;  ’twill  do  him 
And  give  him  fresher  bruins,  me  fresher  blood. 
Now  for  the  noble  duke ! I hear  him  coming. 

Enter  Marine  and  his  Train . 

Your  grace  is  well  return’d. 

Mar.  As  well  as  may  be ; 

Never  in  younger  health,  never  more  able : 

I mean  to  be  your  bedtellow  this  night; 

Let  me  have  good  encounter. 

Beau . Bless  me,  Heav’n, 

What  a hot  meat  this  greatness  is ! 

Long.  1 1 may  be  so ; 

For  I'll  be  sworn  he  hath  not  got  a snap 
This  two  months  on  my  knowledge,  or  her 
woman 

Is  dsunn’d  for  swearing  it.  [tendance, 

Mar.  I thank  you,  gentlemen,  for  your  at- 
And  also  your  great  paius ! Pray  know  my 
lodgings 

Better  and  oftner;  do  so,  gentlemen ! 

Now,  by  iny  honour,  as  I am  a prince, 

1 speak  sincerely,  know  my  lodgings  better, 
Aud  be  not  strangers  ! I shall  see  your  service 
And  your  deservings,  when  you  least  expect — 
Omiits.  We  humbly  thank  jour  grace  for 
tins  great  favour. 

Mur.  Jaques! 

Joques.  Y our  grace  ? 

Mar.  Be  ready  for  the  country, 

And  let  my  tenants  know  the  king’s  great 
love ; 

Say  I would  see  them,  but  tlie  weight  at  court 
Lies  heavy  on  my  shoulders;  let  them  know 
I do  expect  their  duties  in  attendance 
*Gainst  the  next  feast,  wait  for  my  coining  to 
Tale  up  post-horses18,  and  be  full  of  speed. 

[Exit  Jaques. 

Lady.  I would  desire  your  grace — 

Mar.  You  shall  desire,  [speak  ! 

And  have  your  full  desire : sweet  duchess, 
lxuly.  To  liave  some  conference  with  a 
gentleman 

That  seems  not  altogether  void  of  reason : 

He  talks  of  titles,  and  things  near  the  crown; 
And  kuowiug  none  so  fit  as  your  good  grace 
To  give  the  difference19  in  such  points  of 


18* 

Alar.  What  is  he? 

If  he  be  noble,  or  have  any  part 
That’s  worthy  our  converse,  we  do  accept 
him.  [noble ; 

latdy . I can  assure  your  grace,  his  strain  is 
But  he  is  very  subtle. 

Afar.  Le  t him  he  so  ! [strate 

Let  him  have  all  the  bruins,  I shall  demon- 
llow  this  most  Christian  crown  of  Prauce 
can  bear 

No  other  show  of  title  than  the  king's. 

I will  go  in  and  meditate  for  half  an  hour, 
And  then  be  ready  for  him  presently; 

I will  convert  him  quickly,  or  coniound  him; 
Gent.  Is  mad  Shattillion  here? 

Lady.  ’Is  here,  and’s  lady. 

I prithee,  servant,  fetch  him  hither. 

Gent.  Why, 

What  do  you  mean  to  put  him  to  ? 

Lady.  To  chat  [braver 

With  the  mad  lad  my  husband;  ’twill  be 
To  hour  them  speak,  babble,  stare, and  prate! 
Beau.  But  what  shall  be  the  end  of  all 
.this,  lady? 

Enter  Shattillion  and  Love. 

Lady.  Leave  that  to  me.  Now  for  the 
grand  dispute! 

For  see,  here  comes  Shattillion : as  I live, 
Mcthinks  all  France  should  bear  part  of  his- 
griefs. 

Long.  I’ll  fetch  my  lord  the  duke. 

Shat.  Where  am  I now? 

Or  whither  will  you  lead  me?  to  my  death  ? 

I crave  my  privilege! 

I must  not  die,  but  by  just  course  of  law. 
Gent.  His  majesty  hath  sent  by  me  your 
purdon;  [entreat  you 

He  meant  not  you  should  die,  but  would 
To  lay  tlie  full  state  of  your  title  open, 

Unto  a grave  and  noble  gentleman. 

Eater  Marine  and  Longuerille. 

The  duke  of  Burgundy,  who  here  doth  come; 
Wiio,  either  by  hi*  wisdom  will  confute  you. 
Or  else  inform  and  satisfy  tlie  king. 

Beau.  May’t  please  your  grace,  this  is  tlie 
gentleman. 

Mar.  Is  tiiis  he  that  chops  logick  with 
my  liege  ? 


state— 

17  Moil.]  i.  e.  A mule.  Anciently  it  was  always  spelt  tlius.  From  nuiuy  examples  which 
might  be  produced,  take  tlie  following: 

* For  one  tliat  is  sund-blynd  woulde  take  an  asse  for  a moyle,  or  another  praise  a rime  of 
* Robyn  Hode  for  as  excellent  a making  as  Troylus  of  Chaucer;  yet  shoulde  they  not  straiglit- 
1 wais  be  counted  madde  therfore.*  Erasmus  Braise  qf  Folly,  by  Sir  That.  Chaloner , 1550.  R . 

2# wait  J'or  my  coming  to 

Take  up  post-horses.]  As  bis  grace  in  imagination  was  not  going  into  the  country,  but 
only  was  sending  bis  man  with  a message  thither,  one  should  think  it  no  injury  done  to  the 
poets,  to  suppose  they  wrote, 

■ ■■■■■■-■■  Go 

Take  up  postrliorses,  &c.  Sympson. 

We  think  this  may  refer  to  their  attendance  ’ gainst  the  next  feast . 

70  Difference.]  Sympson  would  read,  * Deference,  from  tlie  French  defercr,  to  decree,* 
which  variation  we  think  hard. 

Shat . 
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Shat.  D’ye  mock  me?  You  are  great;  the 
time  will  come, 

When  you  shall  he  ns  much  contemn’d  as  I. 
Where  are  the  ancient  compliments  of  France, 
That  upstarts  brave  the  princes  of  the  blood  ? 
Mar.  Your  title,  sir,  in  short? 

Shut.  He  must,  sir,  be 
A better  statesman  than  yourself,  thnt  can 
Trip  me  in  any  thing;  I will  not  speak 
Before  these  witnesses. 

Mar . Depart  the  room  ; [duchess. 

For  none  snail  stay,  no,  not  my  dearest 
Lady.  We’ll  stand  behind  the  arras,  and 
hear  all.  [Exetint. 

Mar.  In  that  chair  take  your  place;  I in 
Discourse  your  title  now.  [this : 

Shat.  Sir,  you  shall  know, 

My  Love’s  true  title10,  mine  by  marriage; 
Setting  aside  the  first  race  of  French  kings, 
Which  will  not  here  concern  us,  as  l’hara- 
mond. 

With  Clodius,  Meroveus,  and  Chilnerick, 
And  to  come  down  into  the  second  race, 
W'hicli  we  will  likewise  slip — 

Mar.  But,  take  me  with  you!  [Charles, 
Shat.  I prav  you  give  me  leave!  Of  Martel 
The  father  of  king  Pepin  (who  was  sire 
To  Charles  the  Great)  and  famous  Charle- 
mam ; [kings, 

And  to  come  to  the  third  rare  of  French 
Which  won’t  be  greatly  pertinent  in  this 
cause 

Betwixt  the  king  and  me,  of  which  you  know 
Hugh  Capet  was  the  first ; 

Next  his  son  Robert,  Ilcnry  then,  and  Philip, 
With  Lewis,  and  his  son  a Lewis  too, 

And  of  that  name  the  seventh;  hut  all  this 
Springs  from  a female,  its  it  shall  ap- 
pear— 

Mur.  Now  give  me  leave!  I grant  vou  this 
your  title, 

At  the  first  sight,  carries  some  show  of  truth; 
But,  i I'  ye  wei^li  it  well,  ye  shall  find  light. 

Is  not  his  majesty  possess’d  in  peace, 

And  justice  executed  in  his  name? 


[Act  4. 

And  can  you  think  the  most  Christian  king 
Would  do  this,  if  he  saw  not  reason  for  it? 
Shat.  But  had  not  the  tenth  Lewis  a sole 
Mar.  I cannot  tell.  [daughter? 

Shat.  But  answer  me  directly. 

Mar.  It  is  a most  seditious  question. 

Sint.  Is  this  vour  justice  ? 

Mar.  I stand  for  my  Ling. 

Shut.  Was  ever  heir-apparent  thus  abus’d  ? 
I’ll  have  your  head  for  this! 

Mar.  Why,  do  vour  worst!  [traitor? 
Shat.  Will  no  one  stir  to  apprehend  this 
A guard  about  my  person!  Will  none  come? 
Must  my  own  royal  hands  perform  tiie  deed? 
Then  thus  I do  arrest  you. 

Mar.  Treason!  help! 

Enter  Lodi/,  Longufrillc , Beaufort , and 
Gentleman . 

Lady.  Help,  help,  my  lord  amj  husband! 
Mar.  Help  the  duke! 

Lmg.  Forbear  his  grace'9  person ! 

Shat.  Forbt  lir  you 

To  touch  him  that  your  heir-apparent  weds! 
But,  by  this  hand,  I will  have  all  vour 
heads.  []£i it, 

Gent.  How  doth  your  grace  ? 

Mar.  Why,  well. 

Gent.  How  do  you  find  his  title? 

Mar.  ’Tis  a dangerous  one. 

As  can  come  by  a female. 

Gent.  Ay,  ’tis  true ; 

But  the  law  Salique  cuts  him  off  from  all. 
Long.  I do  beseech  your  grace  how. 
stands  his  title?  [him  off  from  all. 

Mur.  l'ho!  nothing!  tli*  law’  Salique  cuts 
Lady.  My  gracious  husband,  you  must 
now  prepare, 

In  all  your  grace’s  pomp  to  entertain 
Your  cousin,  who  is  now  a convcrtite, 

And  follows  here;  this  night  he  will  be  here. 

Mar.  Bo  ready  all  in  haste ! I do  intend 
To  shew  before  tnv  cousin’s  wondring  face, 
The  greatness  of  ray  pomp,  and  of  my 
place.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Clcrimont , his  TTt/e,  and  a Servant. 


The  measure,  and  the  fashion  of  }hc  gown, 
With  the  best  trim  ? 


SerD.  Yes,  sir,  and- twill  be  ready 
Within  this  two  days. 

Cler.  For  rayselt  I care  not ; 

I have  a suit  or  two  of  ancienjl  velvet, 


Which,  with  some  small  correcting  and  ad- 
May  steal  into  the  presence.  [dition, 

Wife.  ’Would  my  gown 
Were  ready!  husband,  I will  lay  my  life 
To  make  you  something  ere  tomorrow-night. 

Cler.  It  must  not  he 
Before  we  see  the  duke,  and  have  advice, 
How  to  behave  ourselves.  Let’s  in  the  w bile. 
And  keep  ourselves  from  knowledge,  ’till 
time  shall  call  us!  [Exeunt. 


30  This  seems  a flirt  on  the  English  king’s  title  to  France,  in  Henry  tlie  Fifth.  Theobald. 
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Enter  Tsonrucrille  and  Beaufort. 

Lo ng.  I rai. rh  admire  the  tierce  masculine 
Of"  this  dread  Amazon.  [spirit 

Bean.  This  following  night 
J*li  have  a wench  iti  solace. 

Lon  if.  Sir,  I hear  you, 

And  will  be  with  you,  it*  I live;  no  more! 

Enter  Ma  via. 

Marin.  My  lady  would  entreat  your  pre- 
sence, gentlemen.  [worthy. 

Beau.  We  will  obey  your  lady;  she  is 
Long.  You,  light  o’love11,  a word  or  two. 
Maria.  Your  will,  air? 

Long.  Hark  in  your  ear!  [marry? 

'Wilt  thou  he  married?  Speak,  wilt  thou 
Maria.  Married?  to  whom,  sir? 

Long.  To  a proper  fellow, 

Landed,  and  able-bodied ! 

Maria.  Why  do  you  flout  me,  sir? 

Long.  I swear  I do  not ; 

1 love  thee  for  thy  lady's  sake : be  free ! 
Maria.  If  I could  meet  such  matches  as 
you  speak  of, 

I were  a very  child  to  lose  my  time,  sir. 
Long.  Wbat  sayest  thou  to  monsieur 
Maria.  Sir,  [Beaufort? 

I say  he  is  a proper  gentleman,  and  far 
Above  my  means  to  look  at. 

/»ng.  Dost  thou  like  him  ? 

Muria.  Yes,  sir,  and  ever  did. 

Long.  He  is  thine  own. 

Maria.  You  are  too  great  in  promises. 
Long.  Be  rul’d. 

And  follow  my  advice,  he  shall  be  thine. 
Maria.  'Would  you  would  make  it good^sir ! 
Long.  Do  but  thus: 

Get  thee  a cushion  underneath  thy  cloaths, 
And  leave  the  rest  to  me. 

Maria.  I’ll  be  your  scholar; 

I cannot  lose  much  by  the  venture  sure. 
Long.  Thou  wilt  lose  a pretty  maiden- 
head, ray  rogue,  [member, 

Or  I am  much  o' th’ bow  hand.  You’ll  rc- 
lt  all  this  take  effect,  who  did  it  for  you, 

And  what  I may  deserve  for  such  a kind- 
ness? 

Maria . Yours,  sir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Jaques  and  Shattillion  severally. 

Jaques.  Save  you,  sir! 

Shat.  Save  the  king!  [way — 

Juqucs.  I pray  you,  sir,  which  is  the  nearest 
Shat.  Save  tlie  king!  This  is  the  nearest 
way.  [post-house  ? 

Jatjuct.  Which  is  the  nearest  way  to  the 
Shut.  God  save  the  king  and  his  post- 
house  ! 

Jaques.  I pray,  sir,  direct  me  to  the  house. 
Shat.  Heaven  save  the  king!  You  cannot 
catch  me,  sir. 

Jaques.  I do  not  understand  you,  sir. 


Shat.  Yon  do  not?  I say,  you  cannot 
catch  me,  sir. 

Jaques.  Not  catch  you,  sir? 

Shat.  No,  sir;  nor  can  the  king, 

With  nil  Ins  stratagems,  and  his  forc’d  tricks, 
(Aitho*  he  put  his  nobles  m disguise. 

Never  so  oft,  to  si.t  into  my  words) 

By  course  o law,  lay  hold  upon  my  life. 
Jaques.  It  is  a business  that  my  lord  the 
duke 

Is  by  the  king  employ'd  in,  and  he  thinks 
I am  acquainted  witli  it. 

Shat,  f sh;  * ’t  need 

To  rip  the  cause  up,  from  the  first,  to  you; 
But  if  his  majesty  had  suffer’d  me 
To  marry  her,  tho’  she  he,  alter  him, 

The  rigiit  heir-general  to  the  crown  of 
France, 

I would  not  have  convey’d  her  into  Spain, 

As  it  was  thought,  nor  would  I e’er  have 
join’d 

With  the  reformed  churches,  to  make  them 
Stand  for  my  cause. 

Jaques.  1 do  not  think  you  would. 

Shat.  I thank,  you,  sir.  And  since  I sec 
you  are 

A favourer  of  virtues  kept  in  bondage, 

Tell  directly  to  my  sovereign  king, 

(For  so  I will  acknowledge  him  for  ever) 
How  you  have  found  inv  staid  affections 
Settled  for  peace,  and  lor  the  present  state. 
Jaques.  Why,  sir — 

Shut.  And,  good  sir,  tell  him  further  this; 
That  notwithstanding  all  suggestions  brought 
To  him  against  me,  ami  all  his  suspicions 
(Which  are  innumerable)  of  mv  treasons, 

If  he  will  warrant  inc  hut  public  trial, 

I'll  freely  yield  myself  into  his  hands  : 

Can  he  have  more  than  this? 

Jaques.  No,  bv  my  troth.  [reason. 

Shut.  I would  his  majesty  would  hear  but 
As  well  as  you  ! 

Jaques.  But,  sir,  yon  do  mistake  me,  • 

For  1 ne'er  saw  the  king 
In  all  my  life  but  once:  therefore,  good  sir, 
May’t  please  you  to  shew  me  which  is  the 
post-house  * [my  friend? 

Shut,  t cry  von  mercy,  sir!  tnen  you’re 
Jaques.  Yes,  sir. 

Shat.  And  such  men  are  very  rare  with  me! 
The  post-house  is  hard  by.  Farewell ! 
JaqtteL  I thank  you,  sir ! I must  ride  hard 
to-night, 

And  it  is  dark  already. 

Shat.  I am  cruel. 

To  semi  this  man  directly  to  his  death. 

That  is  my  friend,  and  I mi^ht  easily  «nve 
him:  [back! 

He  shall  not  die.  Come  back,  my  friend,  coiue 
Jaques.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Shut.  Do  you  not  know? 

Juqucs.  Not  I.  [face? 

Shut.  And  do  you  gather  nothing  by  my 


31  You.  light  alone.]  Amended  in  1750. 

VOL.  III.  B b 


Juqucs. 


Digitized  by  Google 


136 


THE  NOBLE  GENTLEMAN.  [Act* 


Jaques.  No,  sir. 

Shat.  Virtue  is  ever  innocent. 

Lay  not  the  fault  on  roe ; I Brieve  for  you. 
And  wish  that  all  my  terns  might  win  your 
safety. 

Jaques.  Why,  sir? 

Shut.  Alas,  "good  friend,  you  are  undone, 
The  more  ill  fortune  mine,  to  he  the  means 
Of  your  sad  overthrow : you  know  not  me  ? 
Jaquejt.  No.  truly,  sir. 

Shat.  ’Would  vou  had  never  seen  me! 

1 am  a man  pursued  hy  the  whole  state, 

And  sure  someone  hath  seen  me  talk  withyou. 
Jaques.  Yes,  divers,  sir. 

Shut.  Why  then,  your  head  is  gone. 
Jaques.  I’ll  out  of  town. 

Shat.  ’Would  it  were  soon  enough ! 

Stay,  if  you  love  your  life:  or  else  you  re 
taken. 

Jaques.  What  shall  I do? 

Shat.  I'll  venture  deeply  for  him, 

Rather  than  cast  away  an  innocent : 

Take  couraee,  friend ! I will  preserve  thy  hie, 
With  hazard  of  mine  own. 

Jm/iies.  I thank  you,  sir. 

Slwt.  This  night  thou  shalt  he  lodg’d  within 
my  doors,  [’morn 

Which  shall  he  all  lock’d  first;  and  m the 
I’ll  so  provide,  you  shall  have  free  access 
To  the  sen-side,  and  so  be  shipt  away, 

Ere  anv  know  it. 

Jar) lies.  Good  sir,  suddenly! 

I am  afraid  to  die. 

Shat.  Then  follow  me.  [Exeunt. 

F.nter  Shattillion* s Lore. 


Lore.  This  way  he  went,  and  there’s  the 
house : I hope 

His  better  angel  hath  direeted  him  [man! 
To  leave  the  wandring  streers.  i’oor  gcntle- 
’Would  t were  able  with  as  free  a heart 
To  set  his  soul  right,  as  1 am  to  grieve 
The  ruin  of  his  fame,  which  God  forgive  me! 
Sir,  if  yon  he  within,  I pray,  sir,  speak  to  nrc 
Shat.  I am  within,  and  will  he:  what  are 
Lore.  A friend.  [you? 

Shat.  No,  sir;  you  must  pardon  me; 

I am  acquainted  with  none  such. — Be  speedy, 
[To  Jaques  within , 
Friend ; there  is  no  other  remedy. 

Jam,  A word,  sir ! I say,  I am  your  friend. 
Shut.  You  cannot  scape  by  any  other 
means;  [is  your  business,  sir? 

Be  nbt  fearful.— God  save  the  king ! What 
Jam.  To  speak  with  you. 

Shat.  Speak  out  then. 

Jam.  Shall  I not  come  up? 

Shut . Thou  shalt  not. — Fly,  if  thou  be’st 


thine  own  friend ; 

There  lies  the  suit,  and  all  the  furniture 
Belonging  to  the  head*,  on  with  it, friend! 
Jam.  Sir,  do  you  hear? 

Shat.  1 do:  God  bless  the  king! — 

It  was  a habit  1 had  laid  aside  [me*. 

For  my  own  person,  it  the  state  had  forc’d 


lore.  Good  sir,  unlock  your  door ! 

Shat.  Be  full  of  speed  ! 

I see  some  twenty  musqueteers  in  ambush.— 
Whatever  thou  art,  know  I am  here,  and  will 
be.  [venge?— 

Seest  thou  this  bloody  sword  that  cries  re- 
Shakc  not,  my  friend;  thro'  millions  of  these 
foes 

I’ll  be  thy  guard,  and  set  thee  safe  aboard. 
Jsovc.  Dare  you  not  trust  me,  sir  ? 

Shat.  My  good  sword  before  me, 

And  my  allegiance  to  the  king,  l tell  thee, 
Captain,  (for  so  I guess  thee  by  thy  arms, 

A nd  the  loose  Hanks  of  halberd  iers  about  thee) 
Thou  art  too  weak  and  foolish  to  attempt 
me. — 

If  you  he  ready,  follow  me;  and  hark  you, 
Upon  your  life  speak  to  no  living  wight. 
Except  myself! 

J javt.  Monsieur  Shattillion ! 

Shat.  Thou  shalt  not  call  again  ! Thus  with 
my  sword, 

And  the  strong  faith  I bear  unto  the  king. 
(Whom  God  preserve!)  I will  descend  my 
chamber,  [throat.— 

And  cut  thy  throat;  I swear,  I’ll  cut  thy 
Steal  after  me,  and  live. 

Love.  I will  not  stay 
The  fury  of  a man  so  far  distracted. 

J [ Exit . 

Enter  Shattillion. 

Shat.  Where  is  the  officer  that  dares  not 
enter, 

To  entrap  the  life  of  ray  distressed  friend? 

A y,  have  you  hid  yourself?  you  must  be  found! 
What  do  vou  fear?  is  not  authority 
On  your  side?  Nay,  l know  the  king’s  com- 
mand [Speak ! 

Will  be  vour  warrant;  why  then  fear  you? 
What  strange  designs  are  these!  Shattillion, 
Be  resolute  and  bear  thyself  upright, 

Tho*  the  whole  world  despise  thee.  Soft, 
methinks 

I heard  a rushing  which  was  like  the  shake 

Of  a discover’d  officer;  I’ll  searcli 

The  whole  street  over,  but  I’ll  find  thee  out. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Jaques  in  Wn/nans  Apparel. 
Jaques.  IIow  my  joints  do  shake!  Where 
had  I been 

But  for  this  worthy  gentleman,  that  hath 
Some  touch  of  my  infortunes?  ’Would  I were 
Safe  under  hatches  once,  for  Callicut! 
Farewell,  the  pomp  of  court ! I never  more 
Can  hope  to  be  a duke,  or  any  thing; 

I never  more  shall  see  the  glorious  liicc 
Of  my  fair-spreading  lord  that  lov'd  me  well. 

Enter  Shat  (ilium. 

Shat.  Fly  you  so  fast?  I had  a sight  of  you, 
But  would  not  follow  you,  I was  too  wise; 
You  shall  not  lead  me  with  a cunning  trick,  ^ 
Where  you  may  catch  me.  Poor  Shattillion. 
llaili  the  kings  auger  left  thee  ne’er  a fiifndf 

* * No, 
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No,  aH  men’s  loves  move  by  the  breath  of 
kings.  [life. 

Jaques.  It  is  the  gentleman  tliat  sav'd  my 
-Sir ! 

Shat.  Bless  Shattillion ! Another  plot? 
Jaques.  No,  sir,  *tis  I. 

Shat.  Why,  who  are  you  ? 

Jaques.  Your  friend  whom  you  preserv’d. 
Shat.  Whom  I preserv'd? 

My  friend  ? I have  no  woman-friend  but  one, 
Who  is  too  close  in  prison  to  be  here. 

Come  near!  let  me  look  on  you. 

Jaques.  It  is  I.  [stature. 

Shat.  You  should  not  be.  a woman,  by  your 
Jaques.  I am  none, .sir. 

Shat.  I know  it;  then  keep  off. 

Strange  men  and  times ! How  I am  still  pre- 
serv’d ! 

Here  they  have  sent  a yeoman  of  the  guard 
Disguis'd  in  woman’s  cloaths,  to  work  on  me, 
To  make  love  to  me,  and  to  trap  my  words, 
And  so  ensnare  my  life.  I know  you,  sir : 
Stand  back,  upon  your  peril ! Can  this  he 
In  Christian  common  weals?  From  this  time 
forth 

HI  cut  off  all  the  means  to  work  on  me : 

I’ll  ne’er  stir  from  my  house,  and  keep  iny 
doors 

Lock’d  day  and  night,  and  cheapen  meat 
and  drink 

At  the  next  shops  by  signs  out  of  my  window, 
And,  having  bought  it,  draw’t  up  in  my  gar- 
ters. 

Jaques.  Sir,  will  you  help  me? 

Shat . Do  not  follow  me! 

I'll  take  a course  to  live,  despite  of  men. 

[ Exit. 

Juques.  lie  dares  not  venture  for  me : 
wretched  Jaques ! . 

Thou  art  undone  for  ever  and  for  ever, 

Never  to  rise  again.  What  shall  I do  ? 

Enter  Beaufort. 

Where  shall  I hide  me  ? Here  is  one  to  take 
me : 

I must  stand  close,  and  not  speak  for  my  life. 
Beou.  This  is  the  time  of  night,  and  this 
the  haunt, 

In  which  I use  to  catch  my  waistcoateers : 

It  is  not  very  dark ; no,  I shall  spy  Yin. 

I have  walk’d  out  in  such  a pitchy  night, 

1 (juuld  not  see  my  fingers  this  far  off, 

And  yet  have  brought  home  venisou  by  the 
smell ; 

1 hope  they  have  not  left  their  old  walk.  Ah ! 
Have  I espied  you  sitting?  By  this  light. 

To  me  there's  no  such  fine  sight  in  the  world, 
As  a white  apron  betwixt  twelve  and  one: 
bee  how  it  glisters!  Do  you  think  to  scape? 
3o ! now  I have  you  fast : come,  and  don’t 
strive ; 

It  takes  away  the  edge  of  appetite  : 

Come,  I'll  be  lib’rul  every  way.  Take  heed 
make  no  noise,  lor  waking  of  the  watch  ! 

[Exeunt. 


Enter  Clcrimont  and  W ife. 

Cler.  Now  the  blessing  of  some  happy 
guide, 

To  bring  us  to  the  duke ! and  we  are  ready. 

Enter  Longueville  and  Gentleman. 

Come  forward  ! See  the  door  is  opened; 

And  two  ofs gentlemen ! I’ll  speak  to  them; 
And  mark  how  I behave  myself! — God  save 
For  less  I cannot  wish  to  men  of  sort,  [ye ! 
And  of  your  seeming : are  you  of  the  duke's  ? 
Long.  We  are,  sir,  and  your  servants;  your 
salutes 

We  give  you  back  again  with  many  thanks.  t 
Cler.  When  did  you  hear  such  words  be- 
fore, wife?  Peace! 

Do  you  not  dare  to  answer  vet. — Is’t  fit 
So  mean  a gentleman  as  myself  should  crave 
The  presence  o’ th’ great  duke,  your  master? 
Gent.  Sir,  you  may.  [siness,  sir? 

Jjong.  Shall  we  desire  vour  name,  and  bu- 
And  we  will  presently  inform  him  of  you.  ^ 
Clcr.  My  name  is  Clcrimont. 

Gent.  You're  his  grace’s  kinsman, 

Or  I am  much  mistaken. 

Cler.  You  are  right; 

Some  of  his  noble  blood  runs  thro’  these  veins, 
Tho’  far  unworthy  of  his  grace's  knowledge. 
Long.  Sir,  we  must  all  be  yours:  ins 
grace’s  kinsman, 

And  we  so  much  forgetful?  ’T was  a rudeness, 
And  must  attend  your  pardon:  thus  1 crave 
it: 

First  o’ this  beauteous  lady,  whom  I take 
To  be  your  wife,  sir;  next,  your  mercy! 

Cler.  You  have  it,  sir. — I do  not  like  this 
kissing; 

It  lies  so  open  to  a world  of  w ishes.  [Aside. 

Gent.  This  is  the  merry  fellow;  this  is  he 
That  must  be  noble  too! 

Jjong.  And  so  he  shall, 

If  all  the  urt  I have. can  make  him  noble  : 

I’ll  dub  him  with' a' knighthood,  if  his  wife 
Will  he  hut  forward,  and  join  issue; 

I like  her  above  excellent. 

Gent.  Will't  please  you 
To  walk  a turn  or  two,  whilst  to  the  duke 
We  make  your  coming  known? 

[ Exeunt  Gentleman  and  Longuciille , 
Clcr.  I shall  attend,  sir. 

W ife.  These  gentlemen  are  very  proper 
men, 

And  kiss  the  best  that  e’er  I tasted.  For 
Goodness-snke,  husband,  let  us  never  more 
Come  near  the  country,  whatsoe'er  betide  us! 

1 am  in  malice  with  the  memory 
Of  that  same  stinking  dunghill. 

Cler.  Why,  now  you  are  my  chicken  and 
my  dear; 

Love  where  I love,  hate  where  l hate!  Now 
Yon  si  tall  have  twenty  gowns,  aud  twenty 
See  ! the  door’s  opening.  [chains. 

Groom,  llooui  afore  there!  the  duke  i» 
cut  ring. 
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Enter  Murine,  l/idy,  LemgucviUct  Gentle * 
man,  and  Maria . 

Clcr.  It  is  the  duke,  even  he  himself:  be 
merry ! 

This  is  the  golden  age  the  poet  speaks  on. 
Wife.  1 pray  it  be  uot  brazen’d  by  their 
faces ; 

And  yet  methinks  they  are  the  neatest  pieces 
For  shape  and  cutting  that  e’er  1 beheld. 
Cla . Most  gracious  duke,  my  poor  spouse 
a*i«l  myself 

"Do  ki your  migl-tv  foot;  and  next  to  that, 
The  great  hand  of  your  duchess  ; ever  wish- 
ing 

Your  hoi  om  .=>  evei  springing,  and  your  years — 
Mar.  C-csin! 

L*rr.  \n  ir  grace's  vassal.  far  unworthy 
The  nearness  of  your  b!  <jd. 

Afar.  Corrcci  nf*not;  [son. 

I know  the  word  (*t  ak,  and  know  theper- 
Tho*  I be  something  higher  than  the  place 
Where  common  men  h ive  motion  ! and,  de- 
scending [to  me ; 

I)ov  n with  my  eye,  their  forms  ere  lessen’d 
Yet  irom  this  pitch  cun  I beho.d  my  own, 
(From  millions  uf  those  men  tliat  liave  no 
mark  ; 

And  i.i  my  fearful  sto.  p can  make  them  stand, 
Wi.en  others  feel  my  souse’2  and  perish. 
Cousin, 

Be  « omiorted  ! you’re  very  web  ome!  So 
Is  your  fiir  wife  ! the  ch  ;rce  of  whom  I give 
To  iny  own  dearest  and  bt-s*  beloved. 

Tel!  me;  have  you  res*  Iv’dyom  self  for  court, 
And  utterly  reuounce'U  the  slavish  country, 
Wi  h ml  the  care  , thereof? 

Cter,  i have,  sir. 

Air.  Have  you  [hangings 

Dismiss’d  your  eating  houshold,  sold  your 

O.  Nebucliadnezar  (for  such  they  were, 

As  I remember),  with  the  furnitures 
Belonging  to  your  beds  and  chambers? 

Clcr.  Ay,  sir.  [the  lead 

Mar.  Have  you  most  carefully  ta’cn  off 

From  your  roof,  weak  with  age,  and  so  pre- 
vented 

The  ruin  of  your  house,  and  clapt  him  in 
A summer  suit  of  thatch,  to  keep  him  cool? 
Clgr.  All  this  1 have  perform'd. 

Alar.  Then  lend  me 

All  your  hands:  I will  embrace  my  cousin. 
Who  is  an  understanding  gentleman; 

And  with  a zeal  mighty  as  is  my  name, 

Once  more  I hid  you  welcome  to  the  court. 
My  state  again ! [must  be 

Lad  if.  As  I was  telling  you,  your  husband 
No  more  commander;  look  to  that ! be  se- 
veral 


[Act  i. 

At  meat,  and  lodging;  let  him  have  board- 

wages. 

And  diet  Ynongst  his  men  i’th’  town;  for 
pleasure, 

If  he  be  given  to  it,  let  him  have  it;  [sio. 
Else  as  your  own  fancy  sliall  direct  you.  Cou- 
You  see  this  mighty  man  here;  he  was  an  ass 
W hen  he  came  first  to  town  ; indeed  he  was 
Just  such  another  coxcomb  as  your  husband, 
God  bless  the  mark,  and  every  good  man’s 
This  must  not  stir  you,  cousin.  [child  ! 
Wife.  Heav’n  forbid!  [ready  for  it. 

Lang.  Sweet  Mima,  provide  the  cushion 
Maria.  It  shah  be  done.  [s*?lF j 

Afar.  Receive  all  your  advices  from  our- 
Be  once  a-day  with  us:  and  so,  farewell 
l or  this  time,  my  fair  cousin!  Gentlemen, 
Conduct  him  to  ins  lodging. 

hud  if.  Farewell, 

Ann  think  upou  my  words ! 

Wife,  I sliall  observe  them. 

\Excunt  Marine  and  Lady. 
Cler.  Health,  and  the  king’s  continual 
lot e,  a* tend  you ! [lungs! 

Gent.  On,  for  a private  place  to  ease  my 
Heaven  give  me  patience!  such  a pair  of 
jades 

Were  never  better  ridden  to  this  hour,  [end! 
Pray  Heaven  they  hold  out  to  the  journey’s 
Long.  Twitch  him  aside,  good  monsieur, 
whilst  I break 

Upon  the  body  of  his  strength,  liis  wife: 

1 liave  a constant  promise  she’s  my  ow  n. 
Gent.  Ply  her  to  windward  ! — Monsieur, 
you  have  taken 

The  nmst  compendious  way  to  raise  yourself, 
Thai  could  have  be:u  delivered  by  a counsel. 
Cler.  1 have  some  certain  aims,  sir.  But 
my  wife — [trouble  you. 

Gent.  Your  wile?  you  must  not  let  tliat 
Cler.  ''Twill,  sir,  to  see  her  in  a stranger’s 
Gent.  What  mean  you?  [amis. 

Let  her  alone  ; be  wise ; stir  not  a foot; 

For  if  you  do,  all  your  hopes  are  buried; 

I swear  you  are  a lost  man  if  you  stir,  [vis’d. 
Cler.  i thank  you,  sir;  I will  be  more  ad- 
Cient.  But  what  great  olbce  do  you  level 
Cler.  Sir,  they  are  kissing  ! [at? 

Gent.  Let  them  kiss,  [must  kiss. 

And  much  good  inay’t  do  their  hearts!  they 
And  kiss,  and  double  kiss,  and  kiss  again, 

Or  you  may  kiss  the  post  for  any  rising: 

Had  your  noble  kinsman  ever  mouutcd 
To  these  high  spheres  of  honour,  now  lie 
But  for  the  kisses  of  his  wife  ? [moves  in, 
Cler.  I know  not.  [lost, 

Gent.  Then  I do:  credit  me,  lie  had  been 
A fellow  of  no  mark,  and  no  repute, 

Had  not  his  wife  kiss’d  soon,  and  very  sweetly: 


31  When  others  feel  my  soul,  and  perish.]  So  the  first  folio;  but  the  two  following  editions 
read. 

When  others  feel  my  feet,  and  perish. 

Svmpson  alters  soul  to  souse , which  is  undoubtedly  right,  as  corresponding  with  the  other 
terms  of  falconry  used  in  this  speech, 

* She 
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Act  4.]  THE  NOBLE 

She  was  an  excellent  woman,  and  dispatch’d 
him 

To  his  full  being,  in  a moment,  sir — 

[ Ext u nt  Longueville  and  Wife. 
Cler.  But  yet  me nunks  he  should  not  take 
Into  a private  lom.  [her,  sir, 

Gem.  Now  stand  and  iiourish  ! 

You’re  a made  man  for  ever.  I do 
Envy  you  ! if  you  stand,  your  fortune’s  up; 
You  are  the  happiest  man,  but  your  great 
cousin, 

This  day  in  court.  Well,  I will  marry  surely, 
And  uot  let  every  man  out-run  me  thus. 

Tis  time  to  be  mine  own  *riend;  I’ll  not  live 
In  town  here,  and  direct  me  readiest  way 
To  other  men,  and  be  a slave  myself! 

Cler.  Nay,  good  sir,  he  not  mov’d;  I am 
your  servant, 

And  will  not  be  ungrateful  for  this  knowledge. 
Gent.  Will  you  he  walking  home? 

Cler.  I would  desire 
To  have  my  wife  along. 

Gent.  You  are  too  raw:  [her; 

Be  gone,  and  take  no  notice  where  you  left 
Let  her  return  at  leisure  ! If  she  stay  [me ; 
A month,  'twill  be  the  better : understand 
This  gentleman  can  do  it. 

Cler.  I will,  sir : 

And,  wife,  remember  me ; a duke,  a duke, 
wife ! [Exit. 

Gent.  Aboard  her,  Longueville!  she's 
thine  own.  To  rne, 

The  fooling  of  this  fool  is  venery.  [Exit. 

Enter  Beaufort  and  Jaquis. 

Beau.  Come,  prithee,  come ! have  I not 
crowns?  Behold, 

And  follow  me  ! here ! not  a word  ! go  in  ; 
Grope  by  the  walls,  and  you  shall  find  a bed; 
Lie  down  there,  see,  sec ! A turn  or  two,  to 
give 

My  blood  some  heat,  and  I am  presently 
for  action.  Darkness,  by  thy  leave,  I come. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Maria. 

Maria.  I’m  perfect  in  my  lesson:  bt  my 
speed,  [knock. 

Thou  pod  of  marriage!  This  is  the  door;  I’ll 
Bean  | within]  Who's  there?  I cannot 
come  yet. 

Mu,  u.  Monsieur  Beaufort ! [you  ? 

Beuit.  Stay  till  1 light  a candle.  Who  are 
Maria.  Sir,  a poor  gent  lew  oman. 

Enter  Bca.jort. 

Beau.  Oh,  come  in  : 

I’ll  find  a time  for  you  too. — Be  not  loud. 
Mar'ui.  Sir,  you  have  found  tiiat  time  al- 
ready ; shame  on 
My  soul  therefore ! 

Bcuu.  Whv,  what  is  the  matter?  [so dim? 
Maria.  Do  you  not  see,  sir?  is  your  light 
Beau.  Do  you  uot  wait  o’ lb’ lady  Mount- 
Marine  ? 


m 

Maria.  I do,  sir;  but  my  love  on  you. 
Beau.  Poor  soul ! 

How  catn’st  thou  by  this  big  belly  ? 

Maria.  By  yourself.  [body. 

Beau.  By  Heaven,  I never  touch’d  your 
Maria.  Yes! 

Unswcar  that  oath  again  ! I’ll  tell  you  all: 
These  two  years  I have  lov’d  you;  but  tha 
means 

How  to  enjoy  you  I did  never  know, 

Till  Twelfth-night  last;  when,  hearing  of 
your  game 

To  take  up  wenches  private  in  the  night, 

1 apprehended  straight  this  course  to  make 
Ms  sell  as  one  of  them,  and  wait  your  coming: 
I did  so,  and  enjoy’d  you,  and  now  this  child 
That  now  is  ijuick  within  me — Hide  uij 
shame, 

And  marry  me,  or  else  I must  be  forc’d— 
Long.  [ within ] Monsieur  Beaufort,  mon- 
sieur Beaufort ! 
beau.  W ho’s  that  calls  ? 

Long.  Areyoua-bcd? 

Beau.  No,  sir. — The  hangings! 

Enter  Ijungucvillc. 

Long . Nay,  monsieur,  I’ll  forbid  that; 
we’ll  iiave  fair  play.  [fort? 

Lend  me  your  candle ! Are  you  taken,  Beau- 
A lecher  of  your  practice,  and  close  carriage*. 
To  be  discover’d  thus  ? I am  ashain’d 
So  great  a muster  in  his  art  should  fail. 

And  stagger  in  his  grounds. 

Beau.  You’re  wide; 

This  woman  and  myself  are  man  and  w ife. 
And  have  been  so  this  half-year. 

Where  are  you  now?  Have  1 been  discover'd? 
You  cannot  break  so  easily  on  me,  sir; 

I am  too  wary  to  be  open'd  by  you.  [colour 
Long.  But  these  are  but  illusions,  to  give 
To  your  most  mystic  lechery ! But,  sir, 

The  belly  hath  betray'd  you;  all  must  out. 

Beau.  ( loud  Longueville,  believe  me,  on 
I am  her  husband.  [my  faith. 

Long.  On  my  faith,  I cannot, 

Unless  T saw  your  hanus  fast,  and  your  hearts. 
Beau.  Why, 

longueville,  when  did  I give  that  to  your  ears 
That  was  nut  tiuth?  By  all  the  world,  she’s 
mine, 

She  is  my  wife!  And,  to  confirm  you  better, 
I give  myself  again : here,  take  my  hand. 
And  I • ours!  we  are  once  more  married  : 
Will  tlus  content  you? 

Long.  Yes,  I’m  believing;  aud  God  give 
you  joy! 

Beau.  My  loving  ware,  I will  not  wrong 
thee : 

Since  I am  thine,  and  only  lov’d  oFthee, 
From  tliis  hour,  1 vow  myself  a new  man. 

Be  not  jealous;  for  tho’  1 had  a purpose  to 
Have  spent  an  hour  or  two  in  solace  other- 
wise, 

(And  was  provided  for  it)  yet  my  love 
Shall  put  a better  temper  to  my  blood. — 

Como 


GENTLEMAN. 
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THE  NOBLE  GENTLEMAN. 


Come  out,  thou  woman  of  unwholesome  life ! 
Be  sorry  for  thy  sins,  and  learn  to  mend ! 

Enter  Jaqucs. 

Nay.  never  hide  your  face ; you  shall  he  seen. 
Jjmg.  Jaqucs!  why, Jaques!  art  thou  that 
Jaques, 

The  very  staff  and  right-hand  of  our  duke  ? 
Speak,  thou  bearded  Venus. 

Jaques.  I am  he, 

By  miracle  preserv’d  to  be  that  Jaqucs- 


[Act  5. 

Within  this  two  hours,  gentlemen,  poor 
Jaques 

Was  but  as  corse  in  grave : a man  of  wisdom, 
That,  of  my  conscience,  if  he  had  his  right 
Should  have  a pretty  state — But  that  s all 
one — 

That  noble  gentleman  did  save  this  life; 

I keep  it  for  him;  ’tis  his  own. 

Long . Oh,  Bacchus!  [duke; 

Is  all  the  world  drunk? — Come!  we’ll  to  the 
And  give  thunks  for  this  delivery.  [£xeunL 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Marine  and  Jaques. 

Marine.  “VT  OT  gone  unto  my  tenants,  to 
relate 

My  grace,  and  honour,  and  the  mightiness 
Oi  my  new  name,  which  would  have  struck 
a terror  [hearts  ? 

Thro’  their  coarse  doublets  to  their  yery 
Jaqucs.  Alas,  great  lord  and  master,  I 
could  scarce 

With  safety  of  my  life  return  again 
Unto  your  grace’s  house:  and,  but  for  one 
That  had  some  mercy,  I had  sure  been 
bang'd. 

Mar.  My  house?  [i’th*  town. 

Jaques.  \ cs,  sir,  this  house ; your  house 
Mar.  Jaques,  we  are  displeas’d;  hath  it 
Jaqucs.  VV hat  name?  [no  name? 

Mar.  Dull  rogue ! vs  hat,  hath  the  king 
bestow’d 

So  many  honours,  open’d  all  his  springs, 

And  shower'd  his  graces  down  upon  my 
head, 

And  has  my  house  no  name?  no  title  yet? 
Burgundy-mouse,  you  ass ! 

Jaques.  Your  grace’s  mercy! 

And  when  I was  come  off,  and  had  recover’d 
Burgundy-house,  I durst  not  yet  be  seen, 
But  lay  nil  night,  for  fear  of  pursuivants, 

Iu  Burgundy  privy-house. 

Mar.  Oh,  sir,  'tis  well ; 

Can  you  remember  now  ? But,  Jaques,  know, 
Since  thy  intended  journey  is  so  crust, 

I will  go  down  myself  this  morning. 

Jaques.  Sir? 

Mar.  Have  I not  said  tins  morning? 
Jaques.  But  consider, 

That  nothing  is  prepar’d  yet  for  your  journey; 
Your  grace’s  teams  not  here  to  draw  your 
clout  lis. 

And  not  h carrier  yet  in  town  to  send  by. 

Mar.  I say,  once  more,  go  about  it. 
You’re  a wise  man ! you’d  have  me  linger 
time, 

'Till  1 have  worn  these  cloaths  out.  W ill 
you  go?  [Exit  Jaqucs. 

Make  you  ready,  wife ! 


Enter  Lady. 

lady.  I am  so,  mighty  dukev 
Mar.  Nay,  for  the  couutry. 

Jjady.  How  ! for  the  country  ? 

Mur.  Yes;  I am  resolv’d 
To  see  ray  tenants  i • this  bravery,  [show 
Make  them  a sumptuous  feast,  with  a slight 
Of  Dives  und  Lazarus,  and  a squib  or  two, 
And  so  return. 

hidy.  Why,  sir,  you  are  not  mad? 

Mar.  IIow  many  dukes  have  you  known 
mad  ? I pray  speak.  [the  last: 

Lady.  You  are  the  first,  sir,  and  I hope 
But  you  are  stark  horn-mad. 

Mur . Forbear,  good  wife!  [horns 

Lady.  As  I have  faith,  you’re  mad!  Your 
Have  been  too  heavy  for  you,  and  have 
broke 

Your  skull  in  pieces,  if  you  be  in  earnest. 
Mar.  Well,  you  shall  know  iny  skull  and 
wits  are  whole, 

Ere  1 have  done ; and  yet  I am  in  earnest. 
Jjady.  W hy,  do  you  think  I’ll  go  ? 

Mar\  I know  you  shall. 

Lady.  I shall  ? By  what  authority  shall  I ? 
Mar.  1 am  your  husband. 

Lady.  True;  I confess  it: 

And,  by  that  name,  the  world  hath  given  you 
A pow^r  to  sway  me : but,  sir,  you  shall 
know 

There  is  a greater  bond  that  ties  me  here, 
Allegiance  to  the  king:  has  he  not  heap’d 
Those  honours  on  you  to  no  other  end,  but 
To  stay  you  here?  and  shall  l have  a bund 
In  the  otiendiug  such  a gracious  prince? 
Besides,  our  own  undoing  lies  upon’t. 

Were  there  no  other  cause,  I do  not  see, 
Why  you  should  go,  if  I should  say  yon 
Mar.  Do  you  think  so?  [should  not. 
Lady . Yes,  faith. 

Mar.  Now,  good  wife, 

Make  me  understand  that  point. 

Isidy.  Why,  that  you  shall: 

Did  l not  bring  you  hither.* 

Mur.  Yes. 

La  h.  And  were 

Not 
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Act  5.]  THE  NOBLE 

Not  all  these  honours  wrought  out  of  the  fire 
By  me  ? 

Mar.  By  you  ? 

Lady.  By  me  ? How  strange  you  make  it ! 
When  you  came  first,  did  you  not  walk  the 
town 

In  a long  cloak,  halt-compass  ? an  old  hat 
Lin'd  with  vellure,  and  on  it,  for  a band, 

A skeiu  of  crimson  crewel  ? 

Mar.  I confess  it. 

Lady.  And  took  base  courses? 

Mar.  Base  ? 

Lady.  Base,  by  this  light ! 

Extreme  base,  and  scurvy,  monstrous  base! 
Mar.  What  were  these  courses,  wife  ? 
Jjady.  Why,  you  shall  know : 

Did  you  not,  thus  attir’d,  trot  up  and  down, 
Plotting  for  vile  and  lousy  offices, 

And  agreed  with  the  serjeant  of  the  bears, 
To  buy  his  place?  Deny  this,  if  you  can. 
Mar.  Why,  it  is  true. 

Lady.  And  was  not  that  monstrous  base? 
Mar . Be  advis'd,  wife ; a bear’s  a princely 
Lady.  A bear?  [beast. 

Mar.  Ves,  wife ; and  one  side  venison. 

You’re  more  than  one  side  fool; 
I’m  sure  of  that.  [know  you  sliall  go; 
Mar.  But  since  you’ve  vex’d  me,  wife. 
Or  you  shall  never  have  penny  from  me. 

Lidy.  Nay,  ^ [overthrow, 

I have  done : and  tho’  I know  ’twill  be  your 
I'll  not  forsake  you  now. 

Mar.  Be  ready  then.  [E.vit. 

Lady.  I will. 

Later  Beaufort , Jjongucxille , Gentleman , 
and  Maria. 

Lung.  What,  are  you  married,  Beaufort  ? 
Beau.  Ay,  as  fast  [can  make  us. 

As  words,  and  hearts,  nud  hands,  and  priest 
Ijudy.  Oh,  gentlemen,  we  are  undone ! 
J/tng,  For  what  ? [my  husband, 

lady.  This  gentleman,  the  lord  of  Lome, 
Will  he  gone  down  to  shew  his  play-fellows 
Where  he*  is  gay. 


GENTLEMAN.  19! 

Beau.  What,  down  into  the  country  ? 

Ljudy.  Yes,  faith.  Was  ever  fool  but  he 
so  cross? 

I would  as  fain  be  gracious  to  bim, 

As  lie  could  wisli  me;  but  he  will  not  let  me: 
Speak  faithfully,  will  he  deserve  my  mercy? 
Long.  According  to  his  merits,  he  should 
wear 

A guarded  Voat, and  a great  wooden  dagger31. 
Lady.  If  there  he  any  woman,  that  doth 
know 

The  duties  ’twixt  a husband  and  his  wife, 

Will  speak  but  oue  word  for  him,  he  shall 
scape : 

Is  not  that  reasonable?  But  there’s  none. 

Be  ready  therefore  to  pursue  the  plot 
We  had  against  a pinch ; for  he  must  stay. 

Long.  Wait  you  here  for  him,  whilst  I go. 
And  make  the  kingacquainted  with  yoursport. 
For  fear  he  be  incens’d  for  our  attempting 
Places  of  so  great  honour.  [Exit, 

Lady.  Go;  be  speedy! 

Enter  Marine , Cla  imant,  Wife,  Jaqucs , and 
a Servant. 

Mar.  Come;  let  me  see  how  all  things 
are  dispos’d  of.  [furniture, 

Jaqucs.  One  cart  will  serve  for  all  your 
With  room  enough  behind  to  ease  the  loot- 
man, 

A cap-case  for  your  linen  and  your  plate. 
With  a strange  loc  k that  opens  with  Amen34. 
For  ray  young  lord,  because. of  easy  portage, 
A quiver  of  your  grace’s,  lin’d  with  cunny. 
Made  to  be  bang’d,  about  the  nurse’s  neck, 
Thus,  with  a scarf  or  towel— 

Mar.  Very  good ! 

Jaque*.  Nay, 

Tis  well ; but  Imd  yon  stay’d  another  cok, 

I would  have  had  you  furnish’d  in  such  x nip 
As  never  duke  of  Burgundy  was  furnish’d  : 
You  should  have  had  a sumpter,  tho’  ’t  Had  . 

cost  me  [fain 

The  laying  on  myself'5,  where  now  you’re 
To  hire  a ri pier’s  mare16,  and  buy  new  dossers; 


31  A guarded  coat , and  a great  nooden  dagger .]  This  was,  we  apprehend,  the  old  habit 
•f  the  foot. 

34  Wdh  a strange  lock  that  opens  with  A men.]  This  will  be  easily  understood  b v a 
quotation  of  a few  lines  from  Mr.  Carew’s  verses  to  Mr.  May,  on  his  Comedy,  called  The 
Heir:  speaking  of  the  plot  of  that  play,  he  expresses  himself  thus: 

* The  whole  plot  doth  alike  itself  disclose 

* Through  the  live  acts,  as  doth  a lock  that  goes 

‘ With  letters;  for,  ’till  every  one  he  known, 

‘ The  lock’s  as  fast  as  if  you  hud  found  none  ’ Sympson. 

35  The  laying  on  myself.]  Sympson  proposes  a reading  here,  which  we  think  greatly 
meads  the  text ; 

The  buying  one  myself. 

36  7*o  hire  a ripper’s  mure , and  bay  new  dossers, 

With  a fair  Darucx  carpet .]  As  ripper*  is  a word,  not  of  English,  but  French  growth, 
I imagine  we  should  write  as  the  French  do,  thus: 

A ripier  s mare,  t.  c.  of  one  that  carries  fish  from  the  sea-side,  &c.  Dossers,  or  Jcrscrt , 
are  pauiera.  Dame. r carpet,  i.  e.  a carpet  of  Tournuy.  Synpwn. 

Kipper , for  ripier , was  printed  in  the  Beggars'  Bush,  ’tm  this*  edition.  See  note  54  < n 
that  play. 

But 
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[Act  ft 


But  I have  cot  them  painted  with  your  arms, 

With  a fair  Darnex  carpet  of  iny  own 
Laid  cross  lor  the  more  state. 

Afar.  Jaques,  I thank  you:  [home. 

Your  carpet  shall  be  brush’d,  and  scut  you 
What,  are  you  ready,  wiie? 

Jjidy.  An  hour  ago. 

ilfar.  I cannot  chuse  but  kiss  thy  royal  lips, 

Dear  duchess  mine,  thou  art  so  good  a wo- 
man. [man  Duckling ! 

Beau.  You’d  say  so,  if  you  knew  all,  good- 
Cicr . 1’his  was  the  happiest  fortune  could 
befal  me! 

Now,  in  his  absence,  will  I follow*  close 
Mine  own  preferment;  and  I hope,  ere  long, 

To  make  my  mean  and  humble  name  so 
strong  [know* 

As  my  great  cousin’s;  when  the  world  shall 
I bear  too  hot  a spirit  to  live  low. 

The  next  spring  will  I down,  my  wife  and 
* houshold ; 

I’ll  have  my  ushers,  and  my  four  lacquies. 

Six  spare  caroches  too;  but  mum,  no  more ! 

.What  1 intend  to  do,  I’ll  keep  in  store. 

Mar.  Montcz , montcz ! Jaques,  be  our 
equerry ! [in  couples  ! 

Groom.  To  horse  there,  gentlemen,  and  fall 
Mar.  Come,  honour’d  duchess ! 

Enter  Longuczille. 

Long.  Stand,  thou  proud  man ! 

Mar.  Thieves,  Jaques!  raise  the  people! 

Long.  No ; raise  no  people ! Tis  the  king's 
command ; [ty  man  ! 

W Inch  bids  thee  once  more  stand,  thou  hau^h- 
Tliou  art  a monster;  for  thou  art  ungratelul, 

And,  like  a fellow  of  a rebel  nature, 

Hast  flung  from  his  embraces:  and,  for 
llis  honours  giveu  thee,  hast  not  return’d 
So  much  as  thanks ; and  to  oppose  his  will, 

Resolv’d  to  leave  the  court,  and  set  the  realm 
Afire,  in  discontent,  and  open  action: 

Therefore  he  bids  thee  stand,  thou  proud  man, 

Whilst  with  the  w hisking  of  iny  sword  about, 

I take  thy  honours  oflf:  this  first  sad  wdiisk 
Takes  oft  thy  dukedom:  thou  art  but  mi  earl. 

Mar.  You  are  mistaken,  Longueville. 

Long , Oli,  ’would  I were ! This  second 
w hisk  divides 

Thy  earldom  from  thee;  thou  art  yet  a baron. 

Alar.  No  more  whisks,  if  you  love  nit. 

Jxmgueville!  [behind, 

Long.  Two  whisks  arc  past,  and  tw  o are  yet 

37  So  Caesar  fell,  when  in  the  capitol,  . . 

They  gave  his  body  two  ami  thirty  wowm/s.]  Here  we  have  two  blunders,  the  first  wit » 
respect  to  the  place  where  Ca^ar  fell,  which  was  not  in  the  capitol , hut  in  CuriA  Pompeii* 
the  other  as  to  the  number  of  wounds  he  fell  by;  as  to  the  first,  it  was  a blunder  peculiar  to 
the  playwrights  of  that  time;  Shakespeare  begun  it  in  Hamlet,  act  hi.  scene  5. 

* Hum.  Now,  my  lord  ( Polonium) , you  play’d  once  iu  the  university,  you  say. 

* Pot.  I did,  in v lord,  and  was  accounted  a good  actor. 

‘ Hum.  And  wliat  did  you  enact? 

1 Pol.  I did  enact  Julius  Cesar;  I was  kill’d  i’th*  capitol .’ 

Our  authors,  treading  in  their  master’s  steps,  took  up  the  same  mistake  here:  and  after  tn 
Shakeriy  Marmion,  in  bis  Antiquary,  inadvertently  continued  the  same  error,  making  * * . 
rune  say;  ** 


Yet  all  must  come : but,  not  to  linger  time, 
With  these  two  whisks  l end;  now  Mount- 
Marine, 

For  thou  art  now  no  more,  so  says  the  king; 
And  I luivc  done  Ins  highness’  will  with 
grief. 

Alar.  Degraded  from  ray  honours? 

Jjong.  Tit  too  certain. 

Mur.  I am  no  traitor  sure,  that  I know  of. 
Speak,  Jaques,  hast  thou  e’er  heard  me  utter 
word 

Tending  to  treason,  or  to  bring  in  the  enemy? 

Jaques.  Alas,  sir,  X know  nothing? 

Why  should  your  worship  bring  me  in  to 
hang  me? 

God’s  ray  judge,  gentlemen,  I never  meddled, 
But  with  the  brushingof  luscloaths, or  fetch- 
ing 

In  water  in  a morning  for  his  hands. 

tier,  ire  these  the  honours  of  this  place? 
— Antfiony, 

Help  me  to  take  her  gown  oflf!  Quickly, 

Or  i’ll  so  swinge  you  for’t — 

Wife.  Why,  husband!  sir! 

Cler.  I will  not  lose  a penny  by  this  town. 
. Long.  Why,  what  do  you  meau,  sir : have 
her  to  her  lodging, 

And  there  undress  her;  I will  wait  upon  her. 
Cler.  Indeed  you  shall  not;  your  month  is 
out,  I take  it. 

Get  you  out  before  me,  wife. 

Cousin,  farewell ! I told  you  long  ago. 

That  pride  begins  with  pleasure,  ends  with 
woe.  [Erit  uith  his  Wjfa 

Beau.  Go  thy  way,  Sentences!  ’twill  be 
thy  fortune 

To  live  and  die  a cuckold,  and  churchw*arden. 

Ladq.  Oil,  my  poor  husband  ! what  a heavy 
Is  fallen  him?  [fortune 

Beau.  Methinks  ’tis  strange, 

That,  Heaven  forewarning  creat  men  of  their 
fill  Is  [’em- 

With  such  plain  tokens,  they  should  not  avoid 
For  die  last  night,  betwixt  eleven  and  twelve, 
Two  great  aud  hideous  bla2ing  stars  were 
seen 

To  fight  a long  hour  by  the  clock,  the  one 
Dress’d  like  a duke,  the  other  like  a king; 
Till  at  the  Inst  the  crowned  star  o’ercanie. 
Gent.  Why  do  yon  stund  so  dead,  mon- 
sieur Marine?  . . 

Alar.  So  Ca*sar  fell,  when  in  the  cap110^ 
They  gave  his  body  two  aud  thirty  womids^j 
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Act  5.] 

Be  warned,  all  ye  peers;  and,  by  mv  fell, 
Hereafter  learn  to  let  your  wives  rule  all ! * 
Gent.  Monsieur  Marine,  pray  let  me  speak 
with  you: 

Sir,  I must  wave  you  to  conceal  this  party1*; 
It  stands  upon  iny  utter  overthrow. 

Seem  not  discontented,  nor  don’t  stir  a foot, 
For,  if  you  do,  you  and  your  hope — 

I swear  you  are  a lost  man,  if  you  stir! 

And  have  an  eye  to  Beaufort,  he  will  tempt 
you. 

Beau.  Come,  come;  for  shame  go  down ! 
Were  I Murine,  by  Heaven  I would  go  down ; 
And  being  there*.  I’d  rattle  him  such  an  an- 
Sbould  make  him  sinoke.  [swer 

Mur.  Good  monsieur  Beaufort,  peace  ! 
Leave  these  rebellious  words;  or,  by  the  ho- 
nours 

Which  I once  enjoy'd,  and  yet  may  swear  by, 
HI  tell  the  king  ot‘ your  proceedings!  1 
Ain  satisfied. 

Lady.  You  talk’d  of  going  down 
When  'twas  not  tit;  but  now  let’s  see  your 
spirit ! 

A thousand  and  a thousand  will  expect  it. 
Mar.  Why,  wife,  are  you  mad? 

Ludy.  No,  nor  drunk,  but  I’d  have  you 
know  your  own  strength.  [wife; 

Mar.  You  talk  like  u most  foolish  woman, 
I tell  you  I will  stay ! Yet  I have  a 
Crotchet  troubles  ine. 

Long.  More  crotchets  yet  ? [counsel. 

Mur.  Follow  me,  Jaques!  I must  have  thy 
I will  return  agaiu;  stay  you  there,  wife! 
long.  I fear  this  loss  of  houour  will  give 
him 

Some  few  stools.  [foot, 

Lady.  No,  no;  he’s  resolv’d,  he’ll  not  stir  a 
111  lay  my  life. 

Btuu.  Ay,  but  he’s  discontented ; 

How  shall  we  resolve  that,  and  make  him 
stay  with  comfort?  [Nature  work; 

Jjudy.  Faith,  Beaufort,  we  must  e’en  let 
For  he’s  the  sweetest-temper'd  man  for  that 
As  one  can  wish;  for  let  men  but  go  about 
To  fool  him,  and  he’ll  have  his  huger  as  deep 
In't  as  the  best.  But  see  where  he  comes 
Bless  us  all!  [frowning: 


Enter  Marine. 

Mar . Off  with  your  hats ! for  here  doth 
come 

The  high  and  mighty  duke  of  Burgundy  ! 
Wliatever  you  may  think,  I’ve  thought,  and 
thought, 

And  thought  upon  it;  and  I find  it  plain, 
The  king  cannot  take  back  what  he  Ims  given, 
Unless  1 forfeit  it  by  course  of  law. 

Not  all  the  water  iu  tlie  river  Seine, 

Can  wash  the  blood  out  of  these  princely 
veins.  [best 

Ludy.  God-a-mercy,  husband,  thou  art  the 
To  work  out  a thing  at  a pinch  in  Frauce  ! 
Afar.  I will  asceud  my  state  agaiu.  Du- 
chess, 

Take  your  place,  and  let  our  champion  enter. 
Long.  Has  he  his  champion?  that  is  ex- 
cellent! [entrance! 

Mur.  And  let  loud  inusick  sound  before  his 
Sound  trumpet 39 ! 

Enter  Jaques  in  armour,  one  carrying  a Scut- 
c/icon  before  him,  and  a two-handed  Sword. 
Ludy.  How  well  our  champion  doth  de- 
mean himself, 

As  if  he  imd  been  made  for  such  an  action ! 
Methinks  his  sturdy  truncheon  lie  doth  wield. 
Like  Mars  approaching  to  a bloody  field. 

Afar.  I think  there  is  no  mail  so  desperate 
To  dare  encounter  with  our  champion. 

But  trust  me,  Jaques,  tbou  hast  pleas'd  us 
well ! [ceed  ! 

Once  more,  our  warlike  music;  then  pro* 

Enter  Shattillion. 

Shat.  What  woud’rous  age  is  this  ? what 
close  proceedings? 

I hear  the  claug  of  trumpets  in  this  house  : 
To  what  intent  do  not  our  statesmen  search? 
Oh,  no ; they  look  not  into  simple  truth. 

For  1 am  true,  and  they  regard  not  me. 

A nmn  in  armour  too  ? God  save  the  king! 
The  world  will  end ; there’s  nought  but  trea* 
chery. 

Jaques.  I,  Jaques,  servant  to  the  high  and 
mighty  Godfrey,  duke  ot  burgundy,  do  coma 


‘ And  this  was  Julius  Ctesar’s  hat  when  he  was  killd  in  the  capital. 

As  for  the  second  fault,  ’twas  made  no  where  but  at  the  press,  for  the  number  (I  suppose) 
in  the  original  MS,  was  wrote  in  figures,  thus,  23,  which,  by  an  easy  shitting  place  was  altered 
to  32 ; and  thus  we  have  nine  wounds  more  than  Ciesar  ever  received.  Sympson. 

19  Sir,  1 must  wave  you  to  conceal  this  party. 

It  stands  upon  my  utleY  overthrow .]  To  wave  one  to  conceal , should  mean  here  to  advise 
ant  to  conceal;  but  I don’t  remember  any  such  sense  of  tlie  word  wave,  and  so  would  pro- 
pose reading  the  lines  thus: 

Sir,  I must  counsel  you  to  wuve  this  party, 

It  stands  upon  my  utter  overthrow.  # 

The  good  lady’s  gallants  want  to  keep  the  poor  gentleman  in  town,  and  for  tins  end  the  Gen- 
tleman takes  him  aside,  and  says,  I would  advise  you  to  lay  aside  this  party,  i.  e.  resolution, 
of  going  down,  Sfc.  Sympson.  . . . 

39  Sound  trumpet  A This  possibly  was  once  only  a stage  direction,  but  in  time  has  crept 
into  the  text.  And  I fancy  the  same  of  sound,  alter  room  there  afore,  in  the  third  act,  upon 
the  new  duke’s  first  public  appearance.  Sympson.  . 

VOL.  III.  C c 
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hither  to  prove  by  natural  strength,  and 
activity  of  my  body,  without  the  help  ot 
sorcery,  enchantment,  or  necromancy,  that 
the  said  Godfrey,  late  of  Mount-Marine,  and 
now  of  Burgundy,  hath  perfect  right  thereto, 
notwithstanding  the  kiug’s  command  to  the 
contrary,  and  no  other  person  whatsoever : 
and  in  token  that  I will  be  ready  to  make 
good  the  same,  I throw  down  ray  gage, 
which  is  my  honour.  Pronounced  tlie  37th 
of  February  ttilo  worn.  God  save  the  duke! 
Shat.  Of  all  the  plots  the  king  hath  laid  for 
me 

This  was  the  shrewdest ; *tis  my  life  they  seek, 
And  they  shall  have  it:  if  I should  refuse 
T accept  the  challenge  in  the  kings  behalf, 
They  have  some  cause  to  take  away  my  life; 
And'  if!  do  accept  it,  who  can  tell 
But  I may  fail  by  doubtful  chance  of  war? 
nv as  shrewd ; but  I must  take  the  least  of 
evils.— 

I take  thy  gauntlet  up,  thou  treacherous  man, 
That  stands  in  armcnl  coat  against  the  king, 
Whom  God  preserve!  and  with  my  single 
sword 

Wilt  justify  whatever  lie  commands. 

I’ll  watch  iiim  for  catching  of  my  words. 
Mur.  Jaques,  go  on ! defend  our  princely 
title.  [an  evil  cause. 

Shat.  Why  shrink’st  thou  hack  ? Thou  hast 
Come  forward,  man ! I have  a rock  about  me ; 
I tight  for  my  true  liege. 

Mar.  Go  forward,  Jaques!  [we; 

Jaques . .Ido  beseech  your  grace  to  pardon 
I w ill  not  fight  with  hitn  : with  any  else 
111  shew  my  resolution  speedily. 

Shat.  Come,  do  thy  worst ; for  the  king 
shall  sec 

All  is  not  true  that  is  reported  of  me. 
Jaques.  I tnay  not  fight  with  him,  by  law 
of  arms.  [n0t  light  ? 

Mar.  What,  shall  my  title  fall?  Wilt  thou 
Jaques.  Never  with  him  that  once  hath 
sav’d  my  life.  [I  do  go, 

Shat.  Dar’st  thou  not  fight?  Behold  then, 
Strong  with  the  zeal  I bear  my  sovereign. 
And  seize  upon  that  haughty  man  himself. 
Descend  the  steps  (that  thou  hast  thususurp’d 
Against  the  king  and  state)  down  to  the 
ground ! 

And  if  thou  utter  but  a syllable 
To  cross  the  king's  intent,  thou  art  hut  dead: 
There  lie  upon  the  earth,  and  pine,  and  die ! 
Did  ever  any  mnn  wade  thro*  such  storms 
To  save  his  life,  as  poor  Shattillion  ? 

Lung.  I fear  this  challenge  hath  spoiFd  all. 
Lady.  Ne’er  fear  it ; 

He'll  work  it  out  again.— Servant, 

See  where  Shbtt  illion’s  Love,  poor  lady,  comes. 

Enter  Love. 

Mar.  Jaques! 

Jaques.  Lie  still,  sir,  if  you  love  your  life. 
I’ll  whittle  when  he's  gone.  [love 

Lm.  Oh,  gentlemen,  I charge  you,  by  the 


[Act  5. 

Which  you  bear  to  women,  take  some  pity 
On  this  distressed  man!  help  to  restore 
That  precious  jewel  to  him  he  hath  lost. 
Beau.  Lady,  whatever  power  doth  lie  in 
us, 

By  art,  or  prayer,  or  danger,  we  are  yours. 
Lore.  A strange  conceit  hath  wrought 
this  malady; 

Conceits  again  must  bring  him  to  himself: 
My  strict  denial  to  his  will  wrought  this; 
And  if  you  could  but  draw  his  wilder 
thoughts 

To  know  me,  he  would  sure  recover  sense. 
Long.  That  charge  I'll  undertake. 

Mar.  Look,  Jaques,  look! 

For  God’s  sake,  let  me  rise!  This  greatness  is 
A jade,  I cannot  sit  it. 

Jaques.  His  sword’s  up, 

And  yet  he  watches  you. 

A Iar.  I’ll  down  again ! 

Pray  for  thy  master,  Jaques. 

Shat.  Now  the  king 

May  see  all  tlie  suggestions  are  not  true, 
lie  hath  receiv’d  against  ray  loyalty: 

When  all  men  else  refuse,  l fight  his  battles, 
And  thrust  my  body  into  danger’s  mouth  : 

I am  become  his  champion,  and  this  sword 
Has  taught  his  enemies  to  know  themselves: 
Oh,  that  lie  would  no  more  be  jealous  of  me ! 
Long.  Monsieur  Shattillion,  the  king  as- 
sures you 

That,  for  this  valiant  loyal  act  of  yours, 

He  hath  forgot  all  jealousies  and  fears, 

Ami  never  more  will  tempt  you  into  danger* 
Shat.  But  how  shall  I believe  this?  What 
new  token 

Of  reconcilement  will  he  shew  me  ? [went, 
Let  him  release  my  poor  Love  from  Iter  tor- 
From  her  hard  fare,  and  strict  imprisonment. 
Long . He  hath  done  this,  to  win  your 
after-love : 

And  see,  your  lady  sent  you  from  the  king 
By  these  two  gentlemen  ; be  thankful  for  her. 
Shat.  She  lives,  she  lives!  I know  her  by 
the  power 

Shoots  from  her  eyes.  [Hr  kneels* 

Jxrre.  ltise,  dear  Shattillion ! 

Shut.  I know  my  duty : next  unto  ray  king, 
I am  to  kneel  to  you. 

Love.  I’ll  have  you  rise; 

Fetch  me  a chair;  sit  down,  Shattillion! 
Shut.  1 am  commanded!  And,  faith,  tell 
me,  mistress, 

What  usage  have  you  had  ? Pray  be  plain. 
Lore.  Ob,  my  most  lov’d  Shattillion,  pmu 
enough ; f 

But  now  I'm  free,  thanks  to  my  God  and  king . 
Jjong.  His  eyes  grow  very  heavy.  Not  a 
word,  . 

That  his  weak  senses  may  come  sweetly  home  1 
Shat.  The  king  is  honourable. 

Alar.  When  do  you  whistle,  Jaoues? 
Jaques.  By  and  by.  [laugh  a 

Ixing.  Come  hither,  monsieur:  canst  thou 
Cent.  Yes,  sir. 

Long . 
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Long.  So  thou  shalt  then.  Beaufort,  how 
dost  thoii? 

Bean.  Why,  well.  [wife? 

Long.  I’m  glad  on’t;  and  how  does  thy 
Beau.  Why,  you  may  see  her,  sir;  she 
stands  behind  you.  [where's  her  belly? 
Long.  By  tli’  mass,  she’s  Uiere  indeed;  but 
Beau.  Belly  ? [sent  thee  ? 

Long.  Her  great  belly,  man : what  hast  ti»ou 
dent.  A boy,  l*!'.  lay  my  life,  it  tumbled  so. 
Beau.  Cat eii’d,  by  this  ligltf! 

Long.  I’ll  be  a gossip,  Beaufort. 

Gent.  And  I. 

Long.  I have  an  odd  apostle-spoon40. 
Bean,  'gfoot,  eatcii’d  ? 

Laity.  Why,  what’s  the  matter,  gentlemen? 
Ljng . He’s  married  to  your  woman? 

[Maria  kneels. 

Jjidy.  And  I not  know  it? 

Gent.  *Twas  a venial  sin. 

Beau.  Gall,  gall,  gall!  ['twas  her  love. 
Jjady.  Forgive  her,  monsieur  Beaufort;, 
Beau.  You  may  rise,  if  you  please  ; I must 
endure  it.  [ground. 

Long.  See  how  my  great  lord  lies  upon  the 
And  dares  not  stir  yet!  [Jaques uhistles. 
Mar.  Jaques,  Jaques!  is  the  king’s  cham- 
pion gone  yet  ? 

Jaques.  No,  but  lie’s  asleep. 

Mar.  Is  he  asleep,  art  sure  ? 

Jaques.  I am  sure  tie  is ; I hear  him  snore. 
Mur.  Then,  by  your  favours,  gentlemen, 
And  know, I am  a duke  still.  [I  rise ; 

Jaques.  And  Tin  his  champion. 

Lady.  Hold  thee  there,  und  all  France 
canuot  mend  thee!  [thoughts 

Mar.  I am  a prince,  as  great  within  my 
As  when  the  whole  state  did  adorn  my 
person : 

What  trial  can  be  made  to  try  a prince  ? 

I will  oppose  this  noble  corps  of  mine 
To  any  danger  that  may  end  the  doubt. 

Ijuity.  Great  duke,  and  husband,  there  is 
but  one  way 

To  satisfy  the  world  of  our  true  right ; 

And  it  is  dangerous. 

Mar.  W hut  may  it  be  ? 


Were  it  to  bring  the  Great-Turk  bound  in 

chains 

Thro’  France  iu  triumph,  or  to  couple  up 
The  Sophy  and  great  r tester -Joliu  together, 
1 would  attempt  it!  Duchess,  tell  die  course. 
Lady.  'There  is  a strong  opiuion  thro*  the 
world, 

And  no  doubt  grounded  on  experience, 

'That  lions  will  not  touch  a lawful  prince : 

If  you  lie  confident  then  of  your  right, 
Amongst  the  lions  hear  vour  uaked  body; 
And  if  you  come  off  clear,  and  never 
wince, 

The  world  will  say  you  are  a perfect  prince. 
Mar.  1 thank  you,  tiuchess,  for  your  kiud 
advice; 

But  now  we  don’t  affect  those  ravenous  beasts. 

J ong.  A lion  is  a beast  to  try  a king; 

But  for  tiie  trial  of  a state  like  this, 

Pliny  reports  a mastive  dog  will  serve. 
mar.  Wc  will  not  deal  with  dogs  at  all, 
but  men.  [at  all. 

Gent.  You  shall  not  need  to  deal  with  them 
Hark  you,  sir!  the  king  doth  know  you  are 
Mar.  No!  dees  lie?  [a  duke. 

Gent.  Yes,  and  is  content  you  shall  be; 
but  with  this  caution,  • [do. 

That  none  know’t  but  yourself;  for,  if  you 
He’ll  take’t  away  by  act  of  parliament. 

Mar.  Here  is  my  hand;  und  whilst  I live 
or  breathe, 

No  living  wight  shall  know  I am  a duke. 
Gent.  Mark  ine  directly,  sir;  your  wife 
Mnr.  May  not  Jaques?  [may  know  it. 
Gent.  Yes,  lie  may. 

Afar.  May  not  my  country  cousin  ? 

Gent.  By  no  means,  sir,  if  you  love  your 
life  and  state. 

Mar.  Well  then,  know  all,  I am  uo  duke. 
Gent.  No,  I’ll  swear  it. 

Jjung.  See!  he  wakes.  [all  this  while? 
Shat.  Where  am  I?  or  where  have  I been 
Sleep  hath  not  sat  so  sound  upon  mine  eyes. 
Bat  I remember  well  that  face: 

Oh,  tlTou  too  cruel,  leave  at  length  to  scorn 
Him  that  but  looking  on  thy  beauty  dies ; 
Either  receive  me,  or  put  out  my  eyes! 


40  Apostle-spoon.]  In  Henry  VIII.  act  v.  scene  2,  the  king  desires  Cranmer  to  be  the 
godfather  to  lus  duughtcr,  which  being  modestly  declined  by  the  archbishop,  his  majesty 
says, 

* Come,  come,  iny  lord,  you’d  spare  your  spoons 
On  which  Mr.  Steevens  remarks,  * It  was  the  custom,  long  before  the  time  of  Shakespeare, 
‘ for  tlie  sponsors  at  christenings  to  offer  gilt  spoons  as  a present  to  the  child.  These  spoons 

* were  called  apostle- spoons ; because  the  figures  of  the  apostles  were  carved  on  the  tops  of 
‘ the  handles.  Such  as  were  at  ’once  opulent  and  generous  gave  the  whole  twelve ; those 

* who  were  either  more  moderately  rich  or  liberal  escaped  at  the  expence  of  the  four 
‘Evangelists;  or  even  sometimes  contented  themselves  with  presenting  one  spoon  only, 
‘ which  exhibited  the  figure  of  any  saint,  in  honour  of  whom  the  child  received  its  name. 

‘ lien  Jonson,  in  his  Bartholomew  Fair,  mentions  spoons  of  this  kind : 
u And  all  this  for  the  hope  of  a couple  of  apostle  spoonsf  and  a cup  to  eat  caudle  in.’ 

* So  in  Middleton’s  Comedy  of  A Chaste  Maid  in  Cheupside,  1620,  u Wliat  has  he  given 
“ her?  what  is  it,  gossip  ? A fair  higli  standing  cup  and  two  great  post l e-spoons , one  of  them 
gilt : sure  that  was  J udas  with  the  red  beard.” 

These  apostle-spoons  are  also  mentioned  by  Addison  in  tho  Drummer.  R. 

C c 2 Love. 
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Jjcrtt.  Dearest  Skattillion,  see  upon  my 
knees 

I offer  up  my  love ; forget  m y wrongs. 

Shat.  Art  thou  mine  own  r 
Love.  By  Heav’n,  I am. 

Shut.  Then  all  the  world  is  mine. 

Loz x.  I've  stranger  things  to  tell  thee,  ray 
dearest  love.  [own : 

Shat.  Tell  nothing,  but  that  thou  art  mine 
I do  not  care  to  know  where  I have  been, 
Or  how  I have  liv’d,  or  any  thing, 

But  that  thou  art  mine  own.  [made  us  wed, 
Beau.  Well,  wife;  tho’  ’twere  a trick  that 
We'll  make  ourselves  merry  soon  in  bed. 
Mar.  Know  all,  I am  no  duke. 

Lady*  What  say  you  ? 


GENTLEMAN.  [Act  5. 

Mar.  Jaques! 

Jaques.  Sir! 

Mar.  1 am  a duke. 

Both.  Are  you  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  faith,  yes,  faith ; 

But  it  must  only  run  among  ourselves. 

And,  Jaques,  thou  slink  be  my  secretary  still. 

I Ad  if.  Kind  gentlemen,  lead  in  Shattillion, 
For  he  must  needs  be  weak  and  sickly  yet. 
Now  all  my  labours  have  a perfect  end, 

As  I could  wish:  let  all  young  sprightly 
wives,  [husbands. 

That  have  dull  foolish  coxcombs  to  their 
Learn  by  me  their  duties,  what  to  do, 

Which  is,  to  make  ’em  fools,  and  please 
’em  too!  [Kjcunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


The  monuments  of  virtue,  and  desert. 
Appear  more  goodly,  when  the  gloss  of  art 
Is  eaten  off  by  time,  than  wlicn  at  iirst 
They  were  set  up,  not  censur’d  at  the  worst. 


We’ve  done  our  best,  for  your  contents, 
to  fit. 

With  new  pains,  this  old  monument  of  wit. 


THE 
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A COMEDY. 


f 


The  first  edition  of  tills  Play  was  printed  in  quarto  in  the  year  1640,  nnd  has  the  name  of 
John  Fletcher  prefixed  to  it,  ns  tlie  Author.  Upon  this  authority  we  have  retained  it  in 
the  present  edition,  notwithstanding  there  is  evidence  of  equal  weight  to  authorise  us  to 
ascribe  it  to  James  Shirley,  the  editor  of  the  first  folio  in  1647.  That  writer,  in  the  year 
1633,  published  a volume  of  his  Plays,  and  at  the  end  of  one  of  them,  viz.  The  Cardinal, 
has  enumerated  the  several  dramatic  pieces  written  by  him : amongst  the  rest,  he  has 
claimed  the  present  performance,  which,  he  says,  was  ‘ falsely  ascribed  to  .Fletcher 
with  what  degree  of  truth,  it  is  impossible  now  to  determine.  We  think  no  argument  can 
be  drawn  from  the  omission  of  it  in  the  first  folio,  for  the  reason  assigned  in  the  first  note 
to  the  Play.  It  has  not  been  acted  for  many  years  past,  nor  do  we  know  of  its  having 
ever  been  altered. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


MEN. 

Seleucus,  supposed  Son  to  Eubulus ; but,  in 
reality,  Leonatus,  the  right  King  of  Epirus. 
Aecadius,  supposed  Nephew  to  Macarius; 
but,  in  reality,  Demetrius,  second  Son  to 
the  dead  King. 

Eubulus,  ) Noblemen,  Guardians  to  the 
Macarius,  < late  King's  Sons. 
Cissindeb,  Lord-Protector. 

Lysimach  us,  his  Son,  a worthy  Gentleman. 
Nestorius,  Father  to  Polidora. 

Pbilocles,  i Courtier,_ 

Lysakdeb,  1 


PoleakuS,  Captain  of  the  Castle. 

A Bishop,  and  Trustee  of  the  dead  King’s 
Will. 

Antioohus,  a Gentleman  in  zcaiting. 
Servant  to  Polidora. 

WOMEN. 

Sophia,  Queen  of  Epirus. 

Polidora,  courted  by  Areadius,  and  hit 
noble  and  constant  Mistress. 

Charilla,  an  Attendant  on  Sophia. 
Gentlemen,  Gentlewomen,  Masquers , Sfc.  he. 


SCENE,  Epirus. 

\ 

■ The  Coronation.]  It  were  to  be  wished  that  the  publisher  of  our  authors’  works  in  1673 
had  given  his  reasons  in  the  preface,  or  elsewhere,  why  he  took  this  play  into  that  edition. 
There  seems  to  be  no  just  grounds  upon  which  he  could  go  for  so  bold  a practice,  seeing  the 
editor  of  the  first  folio  in  I <>47,  Mr.  Shirley,  has  left  ii  out;  a person  who  must  be  Letter 
acquainted  with  w hat  was  our  authors',  as  living  nearer  to  their  time,  than  the  editor  of  the 
second  folio  in  1679.  Tis  true,  there  are  several  fine  strokes  in  it,  which  might  possibly 
be  Fletcher's;  but  those  will  no  more  entitle'bim  to  claim  it  for  his  own,  than  it  will  .Shake- 
speare to  assert  the  play  of  the  Noble  Kinsman,  in  which  wc  know  he  was  partially  con- 
cerned: to  Mr.  Shirieyi  therefore,  as  he  has  laid  claim  to  it,  let's  give  i Isis  performance; 
Dor  rob  him  of  the  glory  which  'The  Coronation  tuuy  do  his  memory.  Syutpson. 

This  note  betrays  a wonderful  inattention  in  Sympson : since  the  Coronation  was  one  of 
the  plays  printed  in  quarto,  and  Shirley  professed  to  iusert  none  in  the  Juno  that  had  ever 
appeared  in  quarto.  • 

* PROLOGUE. 
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THE  CORONATION. 


[Act  1. 


PROLOGUE. 


Since  ’tis  become  tlie  title  of  our  play, 

A woman  once  in  a Coronation  may 
With  pardon  speak  the  Prologue,  give  as 
free 

A welcome  to  the  theatre,  as  he 
That  with  a little  beard,  a long  black  cloak, 
With  a starch’d  face  and  supple  leg,  hath 
spoke 

Belore  the  plays  the  twelve-month;  let  me 
then 

Present  a welcome  to  these  gentlemen ! 

If  you  be  kind,  and  noble,  you  will  not 
Think  the  w orse  of  me  for  my  petticoat. — 
But  to  the  play;  the  poet  bad  me  tell 
His  fears  first  m the  title,  lest  it  swell 
Some  thoughts  will)  expectation  of  a strain, 
That  but  once  could  be  seen  in  a king’s 

This  Coronation  be  hopes  you  may 
See  often;  while  the  genius  of  his  play 
Doth  prophesy,  the  conduits  may  run  wine, 
When  the  day’s  triumph’s  ended,  and  divine 
Brisk  nectar  swell  his  temples  to  a rage, 
With  something  of  more  price  t’  invest  the 
stage. 

There  rests  but  to  prepare  yon,  tliat  altho’ 
It  be  a Coronation,  there  doth  flow 


No  under-mirth,  suehasdoth  lard  the  scene 
For  coarse  delight;  the  language  here  is 
clean ; 

And  confident,  our  poet  bad  mt  say, 

He’ll  hate  you  but  the  folly  of  a play: 

For  which,  altho’  dull  souls  his  pen  despise, 
Who  think  it  yet  too  early  to  be  wise1, 

The  nobler  will  thank  bis  Muse,  at  least 
Excuse  him,  ’cause  his  thought  aim’d  at  the 
best. 

But  we  conclude  not ; it  does  rest  in  you 
To  censure  poet,  play,  and  Prologue  too. 
But,  what  have  I omitted?  is  there  not 
A blush  upon  my  cheeks,  that  I forgot 
The  ladies?  and  a female  Prologue  too! 
Your  pardon,  noble  gentlewomen  ! you 
Were  first  withiu  my  thoughts:  I know  you 
sit 

As  free  and  Idgh  commissioners  of  w it. 
Have  clear  and  active  souls;  nay,  tho’  the 
men  • 

Were  lost,  in  your  eyes  they’ll  be  found  again : 
You  are  the  bright  intelligences  move, 

And  make  a harmony  this  sphere  oflove: 
Be  you  propitious  then  ! our  poet  says, 

One  wreath  from  you1,  is  worth  their  grove 
of  bays. 


% Who  thinks  it  yet  too  early. ] Corrected  in  1750. 

3 Our  wreath  from  you."\  Mr.  Seward  conjectured  with  me,  that  one , not  our , must  1* 
the  word,  and  so  I have  altered  tlie  text.  Sympson, 


ACT  I. 


Enter  PhilocUs  and  Lysander. 
Philocles.  A/fAKE  way  for  my  lord-pro tec- 
^ tor ! 

Tyson.  Your  grace’s  servants ! 

Enter  Cussander  and  Lysimachus. 

Cass.  I like  your  diligent  waiting.  Where's 

Lyaitnachus  ? 

Lysim.  I wait  upon  you,  sir. 

Cass.  The  queen  looks  pleasant 
This  morning;  does  she  not? 

Lysirn.  I ever  found 
Her  gracious  smiles  on  me. 

Cass.  She  does  consult 
Her  safety  in’t ; for  I must  tell  thee,  boy, 
But  in  the  assurance  of  her  love  to  thee, 

I should  advance  tliy  hopes  another  way, 
And  use  the  power  I have  in  F.pire,  to 
.Settle  our  own,  and  uncontroled  greatness: 
But  since  she  carrieth  herself  so  lairly,  • 


I am  content  t*  expect,  and  by  her  marriage 
Secure,  thy  fortune ; that’s  all  my  ambition 
Now : be  still  careful  in  thy  applications 
To  her ; I must  attend  other  aflairs. 

Return,  and  use  what  art  thou  canst  to 
lay 

More  charms  of  love  upon  her. 

Jytim.  I presume 

Slie  always  speaks  the  language  of  her  heart> 
And  I can  be  ambitious  for  no  more 
Happiness  on  earth,  than  she  encourages 
Me  to  expect. 

Cass.  It  was  an  act  becoming 
Tlie  wisdom  of  her  father,  to  engage 
A tie  between  our  families,  and  »1k» 

Hath  play’d  lier  best  discretion  to  allow  it. 
But  we  Jose  time  in  conference ; wait  on 
her, 

And  be  what  thou  wert  bora  for,  king  of 
Epirc ! 

I must  away.  [Erit. 

Lysim. 
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Lysim.  Success  ever  attend  you.  Ant.  Thou  wouldst  become  rarely  the 

Is  not  the  queen  yet  coming  forth4?  * What  wouldst  thou  do?  [petticoat! 

*******  Phil.  Why,  I would  marry  my 

Lysan.  Your  servant!  Gentleman- usher,  and  trust  all  tl»e  strength 

You  may  command  our  duties.  [£.ri/  Lysim.  And  burden  of  my  state  upon  his  legs. 

This  is  the  court-star,  Philocles.  Rather  than  he  called  wife  by  any  son 

Phil.  The  star  that  we  must  sail  by.  Of  such  a father. 

Lysan.  All  must  borrow  hymn.  Come,  let's  leave  this  subject ! 

A light  from  him;  theyoung  queen  directs  all  We  may  find  more  secure  discourse.  When 
Her  favours  that  way.  saw 

Phil.  He's  n noble  gentleman,  You  young  Arcodius,  lord  Macarius* nephew? 

And  worthy  of  his  expectations : Ant.  There’s  a spark,  a youth  moulded 

Too  good  to  be  the  son  of  such  a father.  for  n favourite  ! 

Lysan.  Peace  ! remember  he  is  lord-pro-  The  queen  might  do  him  honour, 
lector.  [protection  Phil.  Favourite? 

Phil.  We  have  more  need  of  HeavVs  It  is  too  cheap  a name;  there  were  a match 

I’th'iuenn  time:  I wonder  the  old  king  Now  for  her  virgin  blood  ! 

Did  in  his  life  design  him  for  the  office.  Lysan.  Must  every  man, 

Lysan.  He  might  suspect  It  is  faith ; lhave  That  has  a handsome  face  or  leg,  feed  such 

heard  when  Ambition?  1 confess  I honour  him, 

The  king,  -who  was  no  Epirote,  advanc’d  lie  has  a nimble  soul,  and  gives  great  liope 

His  claim,  Cassander,  our  protector  now,  To  be  no  woman-hater;  dances  handsomely. 

Young  then,  oppos'd  him  toughly  with  his  Can  court  a lady  powerfully ; but  more 
faction;  Goes  to  the  making  of  a prince.  He's  here, 

Bui  forc'd  to  yield,  had  fair  conditions,  And’s  uncle. 

Xr  deClar  d’  b>- the  Wh0le  ,late’  Enter-  Arcadiut,  Macarius,  and  Selcucuu 

If  the  king  wanted  issue:  our  hopes  only  Sel,  Save  you,  gentlemen!  Who  candirecb 

Thriv’d  in  this  daughter.  To  find  my  lord-protector?  [me 

Phil.  Whom,  hut  for  her  smiles  Lysan.  He  was  here  # 

And  hope  of  marriage  with  Lysimachus,  Within  this  half-hour:  young  Lysimachus 

His  father,  by  some  cunning,  had  remov’d  His  son  is  with  tl»e  queen. 

Ere  this.  [ears.  <SeI.  There  let  him  compliment; 

lysan.  Take  heed  ! tlie  arras  may  have  I’ve  other  business. — Ha,  Arcadius!  [Exit. 

I should  not  weep  much  if  his  grace  would  Phil.  Observ  d you  with  what  eyes  Area- 
Remove  to  Heav  n.  [hence  (!,us 

Phil.  I prithee  what  should  he  do  tliere?  And  he  saluted?  their  two  families 

Lysan.  home  offices  will  fall.  [higher  With  hardly  reconcile. 

Phil.  And  the  sky  too,  ere  I get  one  stair  Ant.  Seleucus  carries  [scoru 

While  he’s  in  place.  Himself  too  roughly:  with  what  pride  aud 

_ . He  pass'd  by  ’em ! 

Enter  Antigonus.  Lysan.  The  other,  with  less  show 

Ant.  Lysander,  Philocles,  [queen  ? Of  auger,  carries  pride  enough  in’s  soul : 

How  looks  the  day  upon  us?  Where's  the  I wish  ’em  all  at  peace  ! Macarius’  looks 
Phil.  In  her  bed-chamber.  Are  without  civil  war,  a good  old  man, 

.bit.  Who  was  with  her?  The  old  king  lov’d  him  well ; Seleucus’ father 

Lysan.  None  but  — Was  as  dear  to  him,  aud  maintain'd  the  clia- 

Ti»e  young  lord  Lysimachu9.  racter 

Ant.  It  is  no  treasou,  Of  an  honest  lord  thro*  Epire : that  two  men. 

If  a man  wish  himself  a courtier  So  lov’d  of  others,  should  be  so  unwelcome 

Of  such  a possibility:  he  has  To  one  another! 

The  mounting  fate.  Arc.  The  queen  was  not  wont 

Phil.  I would  hb  father  were  To  send  for  me. 

Mounted  to  th*  gallows!  Mac.  The  reason’s  to  herself; 

Ant.  Il’has  a path  fair  enough  It  will  become  your  duty  to  attend  her. 

If  lie  survive,  by  title  of  his  father.  Arc.  Save  you,  gentlemen!  What  novelty 

Lysan.  The  queen  will  hasten  ins  ascent.  Does  the  court  breathe  to-day  ? 

Phil.  'Would  I were  queen!  Lysan.  None,  sir;  tlie  news 

4 Is  not  the  queen  yet  coming  forth  ? 

Lysan.  Your  servant .]  Lysander  s asking  this  question  supposes,  that  tlie  gentlemen 
interrogated  were  capable  of  giving  him  an  answer;  but  that  tlie  reader  sees  is  no  where  to 
be  found  ; therefore  I liave  thought  proper  to  mark  an  hiatus  in  the  present  text.  Sympson. 

Sympson,  we  suppose,  meant  Lysimachus , instead  of  Lysander,  who  asks  no  question, 
hut  is  tlie  next  speaker. 

That. 
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That  took  the  last  impression  is,  that  yon 
Purpose  to  leave  the  kingdom,  and  those  men 
That  honour  you  take  no  delight  to  hesir  it. 

Arc.  I have  ambition  to  see  the  difference 
Of  courts,  and  this  may  spare  me;  the  de- 
lights 

At  home  do  surfeit ; and  the  mistress,  whom 
We  all  do  serve,  is  fix’d  upon  one  object; 
Iier  beams  are  too  much  pointed.  But  no 
country 

Shall  make  me  lose  your  memories. 

Enter  Sophia,  Lysimachus,  and  Charilla. 
Sophia.  Arcadius ! 

Mac.  Your  lordship  honour’d  me; 

I hn\e  no  blessing  in  his  absence. 

Lysim.  *Tis 

Done  like  a pious  uncle. 

Sophia.  We  must  not 
Give  any  licence. 

Arc.  If  your  majesty 

Would  please — [your  duty 

Sophia.  We  are  not  pleas’d  ! It  had  become 
T*  have  first  acquainted  us,  ere  you  declar'd 
Your  resolution  public.  Is  our  court 
Not  worth  your  stay  ? 

Arc.  I humbly  beg  your  pardon  ! 

Sophia.  Where’s  Lysimachus? 

Lysim.  Your  humble  servant,  madam. 
Sophia.  We  shall  find  [us. 

Employment  at  home  for  you ; do  not  lose 
Arc.  Madam,  I then  write  myself  bless’d 
on  earth 

When  I may  do  you  service.  [£rih 

Sophia.  We  would  be 
Private,  Macarius. 

Mac.  Madam,  you  have  Mess’d  me  ! 
Nothing  but  your  command  could  interpose  to 
Stay  him.  [Exit. 

Sophia.  Lysimachus,  you  must  not  leave  us. 
Lysun.  Nothing  but 

Lvsimachus?  Has  she  not  tu’en  a philter? 

[JSr/f. 

Sophia . Nay,  pray  be  cover’d ; ceremony 
Must  be  excus’d.  [from  you 

Lysim.  It  will  become  my  duty. 

Sophia.  Not  your  love. 

I know  you  would  not  have  me  look  upon 
Your  person  as  a courtier 5,  but  a favourite ; 
That  title  were  too  narrow  to  express 
How  we  esteem  you.  # 

Lysirn.  The  least  of  all 


[Act  1. 

These  names  from  you,  madam,  is  grace 
enough. 

Sophia.  Yet  here  you  would  not  rest? 
Lysun.  Not  if  you  please 
To  say  there  is  a happiness  beyond. 

And  teach  my  ambition  how  to  make  it  mine; 
Altho*  the  honours  you  already  have 
Let  fall  upon  your, servant,  exceed  all 
My  merit,  I’ve  a heart  is  studious 
To  reach  it  with  desert,  and  make  if  possible 
Your  favours  mine  by  justice,  with  your 
pardon.  [don,  sir, 

Sophia.  We're  confident  this  needs  no  pur- 
But  a reward  to  cherish  your  opinion : 

And  that  you  may  keep  warm  your  passion, 
Know  we  resolve  for  marriage;  nud  if 
I had  another  gift,  besides  myself, 

Greater,  in  that  you  should  discern  bow  much 
My  heart  is  fix'd. 

Lysim.  Let  me  digest  my  blessing ! 

Sophia.  But  I cannot  resolve  when  this 
shall  be.  [dream  of  Heav’n, 

Lysim.  How,  madam ! Do  not  make  me 
And  wake  me  into  misery,  if  your  purpose 
Be,  to  immortalize  your  bumble  servant ! 
Your  power  on  earth’s  divine;  princes  are 
here 

The  copies  of  eternity,  and  create. 

When  they  but  will,  our  happiness. 

Sophia.  I shall 

Believe  you  mock  me  in  this  argument; 

I have  no  powerr 

Lysim  How!  *fio  power? 

Sophia.  Not  as  a queen. 

Lysim.  1 understand  you  not.  [lector. 
Sophia.  I must  obey;  your  father's  my  pro- 
Lysim.  How! 

Sophia.  When  I’m  absolute,  Lysimachus, 
Our  power  and  titles  meet ; before,  we’re  but 
A shadow,  and  to  give  you  that  were  nothing. 
Lysim.  Excellent  queen ! my  love  took  no 
original 

From  state,  or  the  desire  of  other  greatness, 
’Bove  w hat  my  birth  may  challenge  modestly. 
I love  your  virtues ; mercenary  souls 
Are  taken  with  advancement:  you’ve  an 
empire 

Within  you,  better  than  the  world’s;  to  that 
Looks  my  ambition. 

Sophia.  T'  other  is  not,  sir, 

To  be  despis’d;  cosmography  allows 
Epire  a place  i’th*  map;  and  kuow,  'till  I 


5 1 know  you  would  have  me  look  upon 

Your  person  as  a courtier , not  a favourite .]  This  unmusical,  nonsensical  place,  is  diffe- 
rently read  in  the  quarto  of  1640, 

I know  you  would  not  have  me  look  upon 
Your  person  as  a courtier,  uot  as  favourite ; 

That  of  1679, 

I know,  &cc. 

ns  a qourtier,  but  a favourite; 

But  yet  the  place  is  sad  stutf  still.  I would  suppose  it  once  originally  run  thus: 

I know  you  would  not 

Your  person  as  a courtier,  but  a (or  as)  favourite; 

( Thu  ) that  title  were  too  narrow,  &c,  Sympson. 

Possess 
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Act  l.] 

Possess  what  I was  born  to,  and  alone 
Do  grasp  the  kingdom’s  sceptre,  I account 
Myself  divided;  he  that  marries  me  [som  : 
Shall  take  an  absolute  queen  to  his  warm  bo- 
M v temples  yet  are  naked ; until  then 
Otir  loves  can  be  but  compliments  and  wishes, 
Yet  very  hearty  ones. 

Lysnn.  I apprehend. 

Sophia.  Your  father! 

Enter  Castundcr  and  fkUucxu. 

Cass.  Madam,  a gentleman  has  an  humble 
suit.  - [are  protector; 

Sophia.  Tis  in  your  power  to  grant ; you 
I am  not  vet  a queen. 

Cass.  1 low’s  this? 

.Lysim.  I shall  expound  her  meaning. 
Sophia.  Why  kneel  yon,  sir? 

Set.  Madam,  to  reconcile  two  families  N 
That  may  unite  both  counsels  and  their  blood 
To  serve  your  crown. 

Sophia.  Macarius’,  and  Eubulus*, 

That  bear  inveterate  malice  to  each  other. 

It  grew,  as  I have  heard,  up«u»  the  question 
(Which  some  of  either  family  had  made) 
Which  of  their  fathers  was  the  best  com- 
mander : 

If  we  believe  our  stories,  they  have  both 
Deserv’d  well  of  our  state;  and  yet  this  quarrel 
liu  cost  too  many  lives;  a severe  faction  ! 
Set.  But  I’ll  propound  a.wqy  to  plant  a 
quiet  £ 

And  peace  in  both  our  houses,  which  are  torn 
With  theic  dissensions,  and  lose  the  glory 
Of  their  grrat  names:  tny  blood  speaks  my 
relation 

V Ebulus ; and  I wish  my  veins  were  emptied 
T appease  their  war. 

Sophia.  Thou  hast  a noble  soul ! 

This  is  a charity  above  thy  youth,  [way. 
And  it  flows  bravely  from  tWe.  Name  tlie 
Set.  In  such  a desperate  cause,  a little 
stream  [hearts  j 

Of  blood  might  purge  the  foulness  of  their 
If  you’ll  prevent  a deluge — 

Sophia.  Be  particular! 

Set.  Let  but  your  majesty  consent  that  two 
May,  with  their  personal  valour,  undertake 
The  honour  of  tlieir  family,  and  determine 
Their  difference. 

Sophia.  This  rather  will  enlarge 
Tlieir  hate,  and  be  a means  to  call  more  blood 
Into  the  stream. 


Set.  Not  if  both  families 
Agree,  and  swear — 

Sophia.  And  who  shajl  be  the  champions? 
Set.  1 beg  the  honour,  for  Ebulus’  cause 
To  he  engag’d,  if  any  lor  Macarius 
( Worthy  to  wager  heart  with  mine)  accept  it : 
I’m  confident,  Arcadius 
(For  honour  would  direct  me  to  his  sword) 
Will  not  deny  to  stake  against  my  life 
His  ow  n,  if  you  vouchsafe  us  privilege. 
Sophia.  You  are  the  expectation  and  top 
boughs 

Of  both  your  houses;  it  would  seem  injustice 
To  allow  a civil  war  to  cut  you  off, 

And  yourselves  the  instruments.  Besides, 

You  appear  a soldier;  Arcadius 

Hath  no  acquaintance  vet  with  rugged  war, 

More  fit  to  drill  a lady  than  expose 

His  body  to  such  dangers;  a small  wound 

I’tb’  head  may  spoil  the  method  of  his  hair, 

Wliose  curiosity  exacts  more  time 

Than  his  devotion;  and  who  knows  hut  he 

May  lose  his  ribbon  by  it  in  his  lock6, 

Dear  as  his  saint,  with  whom  he  would  ex- 
change 

His  head  for  her  gay  colours;  then  his  band 
May  he  disorder’d  and  transform'd  from  lace 
To  outwork;  his  rich  clouths  be  discom- 
plexion’d 

With  blood,  beside  th*  infashionable  slashes; 
And  be  at  the  next  festival  take  physick, 

Or  put  on  black,  and  mourn  for  bis  slain 
breeches;  [sweet 

His  hands,  cas'd  up  in  gloves  all  night,  and 
Pomatum,  the  next  day  may  be  endanger'd 
To  blisters  with  a sword;  bow  can  he  stand 
Upon  his  guard,  who  hath  fiddles  in  his  head. 
To  which  his  feet  must  ever  be  a-dancing? 
Besides,  a falsify  may  spoil  his  cringe 
Or  making  of  a leg,  in  w hich  consists 
Much  of  iiis  court-perfection. 

Set.  Is  this  character 
Bestow'd  on  him? 

Sophia.  It  something  may  concern  [Icnge 
The  gentleman;  whom  if  you  please  to  chal* 
To  dance,  play  oil  the  lute,  or  sing — 

Set.  Some  catch?  [tain  him 

Sophia.  He  shall  not  want  those  will  main- 
For  any  sum. 

Scl.  You  are  my  sovereign ; [what7; 
I dare  not  think — yet  1 must  speak  some- 
I shall  burst  else: — l have  no  skill  in  jigs, 
Nor  tumbling — 


6 May  lose  hit  ribbon  by  it  in  his  lock.]  Alluding  to  the  ridiculous  fashion,  in  our  authors 
time,  of  wearing  love-locks.  T his  custom  is  also  satyrized  in  Cupid’s  Revenge;  which  see. 

7 1 dare  nut  think,  yet  I must  speak  somewhat.]  Why  then  ’tis  plain  lie  would  speak  with* 

out  thinking;  and  is  not  this  heroically  said?  However,  tho’  he  durst  not  think,  yet  he  was 
obliged  to  speak,  to  keep  himself  from  bursting.  How  nonsense.  like  fame,  vires  ucquirit 
(undo  ! Surely,  if  we  suppose  the  words  could  ever  he  sense,  we  must  imagine  they  run  once 
^us:  I dare  not  speak — and  yet  I must  speak  something, 

I shall  burst  else; — 

*•  He  was  afraid  of  speaking  lest  lie  should  utter  an  affront  to  his  queen;  and  yet  if  he  did 
not  speak,  Iiis  anger  unvented  might  do  him  a mischief.  Sympson. 

^ **  think  the  text  good  and  genuine  .and  Sympson's  raillery  pointless  and  ill-founded. 

AOL.  III.  X)  d Sophia . 
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Sophia.  How,  sir! 

Set.  Nor  was  l born  n minstrel ; and  in  this 
You  have  so  infinitely  disgrac'd  Arcadius, 
But  that  IVe  heard  anotlier  cliarncter, 

And  with  your  royal  licence  do  believe  it, 

I should  not  think  him  worth  my  killing. 
Sophia.  A’ our  killing? 

Sd.  Does  she  not  jeer  me  ? 

I shall  talk  treason  presently  ; I tiud  it 
At  my  tongue's  end  already:  this  is  on 
Affront!  I ll  leave  her. 

Sophia.  Come  back  ! Do  you  know  Area- 
dins  ? [our  pcrscus 

Sd.  I ha' chang’d  but  little  breath  with  him  ; 
Admit  no  familiarity ; we  were  [him 

Born  to  live  both  at  distance:  yet  I ha’  seen 
Tight,  and  light  bravely. 

Sophia.  When  the  spirit  of  wine 
Made  his  brain  valiant,  he  fought  bravely. 

Sc/.  Altho'  he  be  my  enemy,  should  any 
Of  tin?  gay  flies  that  buz  about  the  court, 

Sit  to  catch  trouts  i’  th’  summer8,  tell  me  so, 

I durst  in  any  presence  but  your  own— 
Sophia.  What  ? 

Sd.  Tell  him  be  were  not  honest. 

Sophia.  I see,  Seleucus,  thou  ait  resolute, 
And  I but  wroug’d  Arcadius : your  first 
Request  is  granted,  you  shall  fight,  and  he 
That  conquers  be  rewarded,  to  ronlirm 
First  place  and  honour  to  his  family : 

Is  it  not  this  you  plead  for? 

Sd.  You  are  gracious. 

Sophia.  Lysimachus  ! 
l.ysim.  Madam. 

Cass.  She  has  granted  tlien  i 
Sd.  With  much  ado. 

Cats.  I wish  thy  sword  may  opt  o 

II  is  wanton  veins!  Macarius  is  too  popular, 
And  has  taught  him  to  insinuate. 

Sophia.  It  shall 

But  haste  the  confirmation  of  our  loves. 

And  ripen  the  delights  of  marriage.  Seleucus ! 

[ Exit  cum  Sdcuco. 

Lysim.  As  I guess'd ! 

It  cannot  be  too  soon.  [invest 

Cass.  To-morrow  then  wc  crown  her,  and 


[Act  1. 

My  son  with  majesty ; 'tis  to  my  wishes. 
Beget  a race  of  princes,  my  Lysimachus ! 
Lysim.  First,  let  us  marry,  sir. 

Cass.  Thy  brow  was  made 
To  wear  a golden  circle;  I’m  transported! 
Thou  slr.dt  rule  her,  and  I will  govern  thee. 
Lysim.  Altho'  you  be  my  father,  that  will 
not 

Concern  my  obedience,  as  1 take  it. 

Enter  Philodcs,  Ly  sunder,  and  Antigonus. 
Cass.  Gentleman9, 

Prepare  yourselves  for  a solemnity 
Will  turn  the  kingdom  into  triumph:  Epire, 
Look  fresh  to-morrow  ! — Twill  become  your 
duties, 

In  all  your  elory,  to  attend  the  queen  at 
Her  coronation;  sh«  is  pleas'd  to  make 
The  next  day  happy  in  our  calendar : 

My  office  doth  expire,  and  my  old  blood 
Renews  with  thought  on't. 

Phil.  How’s  this? 

Ant.  Crown’d  to-morrow  ? 

Lysan.  And  he  so  joyful  to  resign  his  re- 
gency ! [hasty 

There’s  some  trick  in't : I do  not  like  these 
Turnings  and  w hirls  of  state;  they’ve  com- 
monly [save 

As  strange  and  violent  effects.  Well,  Heav'd 
The  queen  ! [send  her 

Phil.  Ueav'n  save  the  queen,  say  I,  and 
A sprightly  bedfellow  ! For  the  protector, 
Let  him  pray  for  himself;  he’s  like  to  have 
No  benefit  of  my  devotion.  [Lysimachus 
Cass.  But  tins  doth  quicken  my  old  heart! 
There  i*  not  any  step  into  her  throne, 

But  is  the  same  degree  of  thy  own  state. 
Come,  gentlemen ! 

Lyson.  We  attend  your  grace. 

Cass.  Lysimachus ! 

Lysim.  Wlmt  heretofore  could  happen  to 
mankind  [in 

W as  with  much  pain  to  climb  to  Ueav’n;  but 
Sophia’s  marriage,  of  all  queens  the  best, 
Ueav’n  will  come  down  to  eartli,  to  make  me 
blest.  [JBxcnuL 


8 Sit  to  catch  trouts .]  The  editors  of  1750  sub*titutet//<  for  sit ; we  think  improperly : Sc- 
lcucus  seems  to  mean,  * Courtiers  that  buz  about  the  court,  and  sit  to  catch,  ^c*’ 

9 Gentlemen , 

Prepare  yoursdves.]  Mr.  Seward  has  happily  restored  the  speaker,  Cassander , which  i$ 
dropt  negligently  thro’  all  the  copies.  Sympson. 

these  hasty 

Proceedings,  and  uhirls  of  state."]  Every  judge  of  poetry  must  see,  that  proceedings  is 
very  utipoctical,  both  in  seme  and  measure : I take  the  true  word  to  have  been  blotted  in  the 
manuscript,  and  this  to  have  been  either  the  player  or  printer’s  insertion.  I conjectur’d 
turnings , and  zihirls  of  state , which  1 afterwards  found  a strong  confirmation  of  in  this  very 
Play,  act  iii.  scene  3. 

Phil.  Tis  a strange  turn , 

Lysan.  The  whirligigs  of  women.  Seward. 


act 


Digitized  by 


THE  CORONATION'. 


SOS 


Act  l] 


ACT  II. 


} inter  Arcadius  and  PoliJora. 

Polid.  TNDEF.D  you  sliall  not  go. 

Arc.  Whither? 

PoliJ.  To  travel. 

T know  you  see  me  but  to  take  your  leave; 
But  I must  never  yield  to  such  an  absence. 
Arc.  I prithee  leave  thy  fears!  I mu  com- 
manded 

To  th'  contrary;  I wonot  leave  thee  now. 
Polid.  Commanded  ? by  whom  ? 

Arc.  The  queen.  [think 

Polid.  I’m  very  glad ; for,  trust  me,  1 could 
Of  thy  departure  with  no  comfort!  Thou 
Art  all  the  joy  I have,  half  of  my  soul; 

But  I must  thank  the  queen  now  for  thy 
company. 

I prithee  what  could  make  thee  so  desirous 
To  be  abroad  ? 

Arc.  Only  to  get  an  appetite 
To  thee,  Polidora11. 

Polid.  Then  you  must  provoke  it  ? 

Arc.  Nay,  prithee,  do  not  so  mistake  thy 
servant. 

Polid.  Perhaps  you  surfeit  with  my  love. 
Arc.  Thy  love? 

Polid.  Altho’  I have  no  beauty  to  compare 
With  the  best  faces,  I've  a heart  above 
All  competition. 

Arc.  lTiou  art  jealous  now; 

Come,  let  me  take  the  kiss  I gave  thee  last! 
I am  so  confident  of  thee,  no  lip 
Has  ravish’d  it  from  thine.  I prithee  come 
To  court!  1 

Polid.  For  what? 

Arc.  There  is  the  throne  for  beauty. 

Polid.  Tis  safer  dwelling  here. 

Arc.  There’s  none  will  hurt, 

Or  dare  but  think  an  ill  to  Polidora; 

The  greatest  will  he  proud  to  honour  thee : 
Thy  lustre  wants  the  admiration  here  11 ! 
There  thou  wot  shine  indeed,  and  strike  a 
reverence 
Into  the  gazer. 

Polid.  You  can  flatter  too.  [thy  virtue 
Arc.  So  praise  of  thee  can  be  thought  so ; 
Will  deserve  all.  I must  confess,  we  courtiers 
Do  oftentimes  commend,  to  shew  our  art; 
There  is  necessity  sometimes  to  say 


This  madam  breathes  Arabian  gums, 

Amber,  and  cassia;  tho*,  ns  we  are  praising, 
We  wish  we  had  no  nostrils  to  take  in 
Th’otfensive  steam  of  her  corrupted  lungs. 
Nay,  some  will  swear  they  love  tlieir  mistress, 
Would  hazard  lives  and  fortunes  to  preserve 
One  of  her  hairs  brighter  than  Berenice’s, 

Or  young  Apollo's;  and  yet,  after  this, 

A favour  from  another  toy  would  tempt  him 
To  laugh,  while  the  oflicious  hangman  whips 
Her  head  off.  f 

Polid.  Fine  men ! 

Arc.  I am  none  of  tlicse  : 

Nay,  there  are  womeu,  Polidora,  too, 

That  can  do  pretty  well  at  flatteries; 

Make  men  believe  they  dote,  will  languish 
for  'em, 

Can  kiss  a jewel  out  of  one,  and  dally 
A carcauet13  of  diamonds  from  another, 
Weep  into  th*  bosom  of  a third,  and  make 
Him  drop  as  many  pearls ; they  count  it  no- 
thing 

To  talk  a reasonable  heir  within  ten  days 
Out  of  his  whole  estate,  and  make  him  mad 
lie  lias  no  more  wealth  to  consume. 

Polid.  Y ou’ll  teach  me 
To  think  I may  be  flatter'd  in  your  promises, 
Since  vou  live  where  this  art  is  most  pro- 
fess'd. 

Arc.  I dare  not  be  so  wicked,  Polidora. 
The  infant  errors  of  the  court  I may 
He  guilty  of,  hut  never  to  abuse 
So  rare  a goodness;  nor  indeed  did  ever 
Converse  with  any  of  those  shames  of  court, 
To  practise  for  base  ends.  Be  confident 
My  heart  is  full  of  thine,  and  I so  deeply 
Carry  the  figure  of  my  Polidora, 

It  is  not  in  the  power  of  time  or  distance 
To  cancel  it.  By  all  that’s  blest,  I love  thee, 
J.ove  thee  above  all  women;  dare  invoke 
A curse  when  I forsake  thee. 

Polid.  Let  it  be 
Some  gentle  one. 

Arc.  Teach  me  an  oath  I pritliee, 

One  strong  enough  to  bind,  if  thou  dost  find 
Any  suspicion  of  my  faith;  or  else 
Direct  me  in  some  horrid  imprecation  ! 
VVhen  1 forsake  tliee  for  the  love  of  other 
Woman,  may  lieav'n  reward  my  apostucy, 


11  To  thee,  Polidora. ] Seward  reads,  To  Polidora. 

11  Thy  lustre  uants  the  admiration  here.]  We  must  either  read, 

that  admiration ; 

or,  admiration  there.  Symptom. 

There  needs  no  variation  at  all;  the  meaning  is  simply,  * Thy  lustre  wants  (/.  c.  is  without) 
‘its  due  admiration  here;  there  you  would  be  noticed.' 

13  A carcauet.]  A ncckluccy  from  the  old  French  word  carcan , whose  diminutive  was  car* 
canct.  See  Cotcrave’s  Dictionary.  It  is  used  in  Shakespeare,  vo!.ii.  p.  178.  11. 
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To  blast  my  greatest  happiness  on  earth'4, 
And  make  all  joys  abortive  ! [carry 

Valid.  Revoke  these  hasty  syllables:  they 
Too  great  a penalty  for  breach  of  love 
To  me;  I an»  not  worth  thy  suffering; 

You  do  not  know  what  beauty  may  iuvite 
Your  change,  what  happiness  may  tempt 
And  heart  together.  [your  eye 

Arc.  Should  all  the  graces  of  your  sex  con- 
spire 

Jn  one,  and  she  should  court  me  with  si  dow  er 
Able  to  buy  a kingdom,  when  I give 
My  heart  from  Polidora — 

Pol  id.  I suspect  not ; 

And  to  requite  thy  constancy,  I swear — 
Arc.  It  were  a sin  to  let  thee  waste  thy 
breath ; 

I have  assurance  of  thy  noble  thoughts. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Sero.  My  lord,  your  uncle  hath  been  every 
where 

I'  th*  court  enquiring  for  you ; his  looks  speak 
Borne  earnest  cause.  [Exit. 

Arc.  I*m  more  acquainted  with 
Thy  virtue,  tliau  tr imagine  thou  wilt  not 
Excuse  me  now : one  kiss  dismisses  him 
Whose  heart  shall  wait  on  Polidora. 

Polid.  Prithee'5 

Let  me  not  wish  for  thy  return  too  often  ! 

IVly  father?  [Exit  Arcadius. 

Enter  Nestorius  and  a Scnwnt. 

Nest.  I met  Arcadius  in  strange  haste;  he 
lie  had  been  with  thee.  [told  me 

Polid.  £ome  affair  too  soon 
Ravish’d  him  hence ; his  uncle  sent  for  him. 
You  came  now  from  court:  how  looks  the 
This  golden  morning?  [nuecn 

Rest.  Like  a bride:  her  soul  [fires, 

Is  all  on  mirth;  her  eyes  have  quick'uing 
Able  to  strike  a spring  into  the  earth 
In  winter. 

Polid.  Then  Lysimnchus  can  have  [beams. 
No  frost  in’s  blood,  that  lives  so  near  her 
Nest.  His  politic  father,  the  protector, 
smiles  too. 

Resolve  to  see  the  ceremony  of  the  queen^ 
Twill  be  a day  of  state. 

Polid.  I am  not  well. 

Nest.  How!  not  well?  retire  t hen,  I must 
return ; 


[Act  2. 

My  attendance  is  expected.  Polidora, 

Be  careful  of  thy  health  ! 

Polid.  It  will  concern  me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Arcadius  and  litaearius. 

Arc . You  amaze  me,  sir.  [safety, 

Mac.  Dear  nephew,  if  thou  respect  thy 
My  honour,  or  my  age,  remove  thyself ; 
Thy  life's  in  danger. 

Arc.  Mine  ? Who  is  my  enemy  ? 

Mac.  Take  liorse,  and  instantly  forsake  the 
city. 

Or  else  within  some  unsuspected  dwelling 
Obscure  thyself;  stay  not  to  know  the  rea- 
son. [i’th*  number 

Arc.  Sir,  I beseech  your  pardon ! Which, 
Of  my  offences  unto  any,  should 
Provoke  this  dishonourable  flight?  [star, 

Mac.  I would,  when  I petitioned  for  thy 
I’d  pleaded  for  thy  banishment;  thou  know^t 
What  threatens  thee.  [not 

Arc.  I would  desire  to  know'  it : 

I am  in  no  conspiracy  of  treason, 

Have  ravish'd  no  man's  mistress,  not  so  much 
As  given  the  lie  to  any:  what  should  mean 
Your  strange  and  violent  fears?  I wiU  not 
stir 

Until  you  make  me  sensible  I’ve  lost 
My  innocence. 

Mac . I must  not  live  to  see 
Thy  body  full  of  wounds;  it  were  less  sin 
To  rip  thy  father’s  marble,  and  fetch  from 
The  reverend  vault  his  ashes,  and  disperse 
them  [6n*l 

By  some  rude  winds,  where  none  should  ever 
The  sacred  dust : it  was  his  legacy,  [Heaven, 
The  breath  he  mingled  with  his  prayers  to 
I should  presene  Arcadius,  whose  fate 
He  prophesied  iu  death,  would  need  protec- 
tion : 

Thou  wot  disturb  his  ghost,  and  call  it  to 
Affright  my  dreams,  if  thou  refuse  t’ obey  me. 
Arc.  You  more  inflame  me,  to  enquire  the 
cause 

Of  your  distraction;  and  you'll  arm  me  better 
Thun  any  coward  flight,  by  acquainting  me 
Whose  malice  aims  to  kill  me:  good  sir,  tell 
me ! 

Mac.  Then,  prayers  and  tears  assist  me! 
A’c.  Sir? 

Mac.  Arcadius, 

Thou  art  a rash  young  man,  w itness  the  spirit 


14  o f other 

Women , may  Ueav’n  reward  my  a post  act/ 

To  blast , 4c.]  Mr.  Seward  supposes  the  words  misplac'd  here,  and  that  the  natural 
order  is  thus : 

may  to  reward  my  npostacy 

Hcavn  blast  my  greatest  happiness.  Sympson. 

The  old  reading  gives  good  sense,  and  more  strongly  expresses,  that  * blasting  his  happi- 
* ness  would  he  the  proper  reward  of  his  falsehood.’ 

15  Whose  heart  shall  wait  on  Polidora , prithee 

Let  me  not  wish ] The  least  attention  to  this  passage  will  convince  the  reader, 

that  the  insertion  of  Polidora  s name  before  Prithee  let  me  not , w hich  Mr.  .Sew  ard  too  com- 
municated to  me,  is  entirely  requisite  to  the  sense  of  this  place.  Sympson. 
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SOS 


Act  2.] 


Of  him  that  trusted  me  so  much!  I bleed, 
Till  I prevent  this  mischief.  [Exit. 

Enter  Philocles  and  Ly sunder. 

Arc.  Ha  ! keep  off. 

Phil.  What  mean  you,  sir? 
lysan.  We  are  your  friends. 

Arc.  I know  your  faces,  but 
Am  not  secure:  I would  not  he  betray’d. 
Lysan.  You  wrong  our  hearts,  who  truly 
honour  you. 

Arc.  They  say  I must  be  kill’d. 

Phil.  By  whom  ? 

Arc.  I know  not. 

Nor  would  I part  with  life  so  tamely. 

Phil.  We  dare  > 

Engage  ours  in  your  quarrel ; hide  your  sword, 
It  may  beget  suspicion ; it  is 
Enough  to  qftestion  you. 

Arc  l’in  confident; 

Pray  pardon  me!  come,  I despise  all  danger; 
Yet  a dear  friend  of  mine,  ray  uncle,  told  me 
He  would  not  see  my  body  full  of  wounds. 
Lysan.  Your  uncle?  tins  is  strange. 

Arc.  Yes,  my  honest  uncle. 

If  my  unlucky  stars  have  pointed  me 
So  dire  a fate — 

Phil.  There  is  some  strange  mistake  in’t. 
Enter  Antigonus. 

Ant.  Arcadius  the  queen  would  speak 
You  must  make  haste.  [with  you ; 

Arc.  Tho*  to  my  death,  I fly 
Upon  her  summons;  I give  up  my  breath 
Then  willingly,  if  she  coiniuund  it  from  me. 

[Exit. 

Phil.  This  does  a little  trouble  me. 

Lysan.  I know  not 

What  ;o  imagine;  something  is  the  ground 
Of  this  perplexity,  but  I hope  there  is  not 
Any  such  danger  as  he  apprehends. 

Enter  Sophia , Lysimachus,  Macarius,  Eubu- 
lus , Se/eucus , A rat  dins,  Judies,  Attend- 
ants, and  Gentlemen. 

Sophia.  We  have  already  granted  to  Seleu- 
cus, 

And  they  shall  try  their  valour,  if  Arcadius 
Have  spirit  in  him  to  afccept  the  challenge: 
Our  royal  word  is  passed. 

Phil.  This  is  strange.  [ask’d, 

Eub.  Madam,  my  son  knew  not  what  he 
And  you  were  cruel  10  consent  so  soon. 

Mae.  Wherein  have  I offended,  lobe  robb’d 
At  once  of  all  the  wealth  I have!  Arcadius 
Is  part  of  ine. 


I Eub.  Seleucus’  life  and  mine 

Are  twisted  on  one  thread,  both  stand  or  fall 
Together.  Hath  the  service  for  my  country 
Deserv’d  but  this  reward,  to  be  sent  weeping 
To  my  eternal  home  ? Was’t  not  enough, 
When  I was  young,  to  lose  my  blood  in 
wars. 

But  the  poor  remnant  that  is  scarcely  warm, 
And  faintly  creeping  thro’  ray  wither’d  veins, 
Must  he  let  out  to  make  you  sport? 

Mac.  How  can 

We,  that  shall  this  morn  see  the  sacred  oil 
Fall  on  your  virgin  tresses,  hope  lor  any 
Protection  hereafter,  when  this  day  [you? 
You  sacrifice  the  blood  of  them  that  pray  for 
Arcadius,  I prithee  speak  thyself ; 

It  is  for  thee  I plead. 

Eub.  Seleucus,  kneel, 

And  say  thou  hast  repented  thy  rash  suit! 

If  ere  I see  tliee  tight  [ be  thus  wounded, 
How  will  the  least  drop  forced  from  thy  veins 
Afllict  my  heart  ? 

Mac.  Why,  that’s  good! 

Arcadius,  speak  to  her;  hear  him,  madam. 
Arc.  If  you  call  back  this  honour  you 
have  done  1110, 

I shall  repent  I live. — Do  not  persuade  me!— 
Seleucus,  thou’rt  a noble  enemy; 

And  I will  love  thy  soul,  tho’  I despair 
Our  bodies’  friendly  conversation  : 

I would  we  were  to  tug  upon  some  cliff. 

Or,  like  two  prodigies  I’tu  air,  our  conflict 
Might  generally  be  gaz’d  at,  and  our  blood 
Appease  our  grands  ires’  ashes! 

Mac.  I’m  undone! 

Scl.  Madam,  my  futher'says  I have  offended ; 
If  so,  I beg  your  pardon,  but  beseech  you, 
For  your  own  glory,  call  not  back  your  word! 
Eub.  They  are  both  inad. 

Sophia.  No  more!  we  have  resolv’d: 

And  since  their  courage  is  so  nobly  flam'd. 
This  morning  we’ll  behold  the  champions 
Within  the  list.  Be  not  afraid  their  strife 
Will  stretch  so  far  as  death.  So  soon  as  we 
Are  crown’d,  prepare  yourselves.  Seleucns! 

rSc/cucttf  kisses  her  hand. 
Scl.  I have  receiv'd  another  life  in  this 
High  favour,  and  may  lose  what  nature  gave 
me.  [valour, 

Sophia.  Arcadius,  to  encourage  thy  young 
We  give  thee  our  father’s  sword  ; 

Command  it  from  our  armory.  Lysimachus, 
To  our  Coronation.  [Exeunt. 

Eub.  I will  forfeit  sooner 
My  head  for  a rebellion,  than  suffer  it16. 

[Exit. 


16  Scl.  V ll  forfeit , &c. 

Arc.  Jam  circled — ] Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Seward  agree  with  me,  here  are  two  false 
names  put  into  these  two  places;  and  that  Eubulus  should  supply  Sc/eucus,  and  Macarius 
Arcadius , and  ’tis  plain,  for  Seleucns  and  Arcadius  are  not  now  upon  the  stage,  but  went  off 
with  the  queen,  Lysimachus,  tec.  I have  likewise  ventured  to  add  a word  to 
Eub.  I’ll  forfeit 

Mv  head,  &c. 

which  was  not  s£nse,  as  it  stood  in  all  the  copies.  Sj/mpson. 


Mac. 
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Mac.  I*m  circled  with  confusions!  Fll  do 
somewhat : 

My  brains  and  friends  assist  me! 

Phil.  But  do  you  think  they’ll  fight  indeed  ? 
I.ytan.  Perhaps 

Her  majesty  will  see  a bout  or  two : 

And  yet  ’tis  wondrous  strange!  such  spectacles 
Are  rare  i’th’ court.  An  they  were  to  skirmish 
naked 

Before  her,  then  there  might  be  some  excuse. 
There  is  some  gimcracksin’t;  the  queen  is  wise 
Above  her  years. 

Phil.  Macarius  is  perplex’d. 

Enter  Eubulus. 

Lysan.  I cannot  blame  him.  But  my  lord 
Eubulus  (men! 

Returns ; they  are  both  troubled : las,  good 
But  our  duties  arc  expected  ; we  forget. 

[Exeunt  rhiloclet  and  Lysandcr. 
Eub.  I must  resolve ; and  yet  things  are 
My  brain’s  upon  the  torture ! (not  ripe. 
Alac.  This  may  quit 

The  hazard  of  his  person,  whose  least  drop 
Of  blood  is  worth  more  than  our  families. 
My  lord  Eubulus,  I have  tliought  a way 
To  stay  the  young  men’s  desperate  pro- 
ceedings : 

It  is  our  cause  they  fight ; let  us  beseech 
The  queen,  to  grant  ti£  two  the  privilege 
Of  duel,  rather  than  expose  their  lives 
To  eitber’s  fury:  it  were  pity  they 
.Should  run  upon  so  black  a destiny; 

We  are  both  old, and  may  be  spar’d;  a pair 
Of  fruitless  trees,  mossy  and  wither’d  trunks, 
That  fill  up  too  much  room. 

Eub.  Most  willingly ; 

And  I will  praise  her  charity  t*  allow  it : 

I have  not  yet  forgot  to  use  a sword. 

Let’s  lose  no  time!  By  this  act,  she  will  licence 
Our  souls  to  leave  our  bodies  but  a day, 
Perhaps  an  hour,  the  sooner;  they  may  live 
To  do  her  better  service,  and  be  friends 
When  w e are  dead.  And  yet  I have  no  hope 
This  will  he  granted;  curse  upon  our  faction! 
Mac.  If  she  deny  us — 

Eub.  What? 

Mac.  I would  do  somewhat — 

Eub.  There’s  something  o’  the  sudden 
struck  upon 

My  imagination,  that  may  secure  us. 

Mac.  Nameit;  if  no  dishonour  w ait  upon’t, 
To  preserve  them,  Pll  accept  any  danger. 
Eub.  There  is  no  other  way — and  yet  my 
heart 

Would  he  excus’d— but  ’tis  to  save  his  life. 
Mac.  Speak  it,  Eubulus. 

Eub.  In  your  ear  I shall; 

It  sba’not  make  a noise  if  you  refuse  it. 


Mac.  Hum!  tho*  it  stir  my  blood,  Fll 
meet.  Arcadius, 

If  this  preserve  thee  not,  I must  unseal 
Another  mystery.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sophia,  Lytimachus, Casxa nder,  Charilla, 
J,ytander,  Philoclet , and  Antigonut. 

Sophia.  We  owe  to  all  your  loves,  and  will 
deserve, 

At  least  by  our  endeavours,  that  none  may 
This  day  repent  their  prayers.  My  lord-* 
Cass.  Madam,  [protector! 

I have  no  such  title  now,  and  am  blest  to 
lose 

That  name  so  happily : I was  but  trusted 
With  a glorious  burden. 

Sophia.  You  have  nrov’d  [still 

Yourself  our  faithful  counsellor,  and  must 
Protect  our  growing  state : a kingdom’s 
sceptre  (sits  heavy 

Weighs  down  a woman’s  arm;  this  crown 
Upon  my  brow  already;  and  we  know 
There’s  something  more  than  metal  in  this 
wreath 

Of  shining  glorv;  but  your  faith  and  counsel. 
That  are  Vainihur  with  mysteries, 

And  depths  of  state, have  power  to  make  us  fit 
l'or  such  a bearing,  in  which  both  you  shall 
Do  loyal  service,  and  reward  your  duties. 
Cass.  Heav’n  preserve  your  highness! 
Sophia.  But  yet,  my  lords  and  gentlemen, 
let  none  [doms. 

Mistake  me,  that,  because  I urge  your  wis- 
I shall  grow  careless,  and  impose  on  you 
The  managing  of  this  great  province ! no. 

We  will  be  active  too ; and  as  wc  are 
In  dignity  above  your  persons,  so 
The  greatest  portion  ot  the  difficulties 
We  call  to  us,  you  in  your  several  places 
Relieving  us  with  your  experience. 

Observing  in  your  best  directions 
All  modesty,  and  distance  ; for  altho* 

We  are  but  young,  no  action  shall  forfeit 
Our  royal  privilege,  or  encourage  any 
To  un reverent  boldness.  As  it  will  become 
Our  honour  to  consult,  ere  wc  determine. 
Of  the  most  necessarv  thing  of  state; 

So  we  are  sensible  of  any  check*7. 

But  in  a brow,  that  saucily  controls 
Our  action,  presuming  on  our  years 
As  few,  or  frailty  of  our  sex ; that  head 
Is  not  secure,  that  dares  our  power  or  justice. 

Phil.  Sh'has  a brave  spirit!  Look  how  tho 
Grows  pale  already!  [protector 

Sophia.  But  I speak  to  you 
Are  perfect  in  obedience,  and  may  spare 
This  theme;  yet  ’twas  no  immaterial 
Part  of  our  character,  since  I desire 
All  should  take  notice  I have  studied 


17  So  n c arc  sensible  of  a cAccfr.]  Seward  would  read. 

So  h ere  not  sensible  of  any  check. 

But  in  a brow*,  Ac. 

We  have  adopted  Syinpson’s  reading,  which  he  thus  explains : 1 Even  the  least  teeming 
1 dislike  to  our  judgment  ct pressed  hi/  a wrinkled  brotc , o c arc  sensible  of,  Ac/ 

The 
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Act  *.] 


SOT 


The  knowledge  of  myself;  by  which  I shall 
Better  distinguish  of  your  worth  and  persons 
In  vour  relations  to  us. 

Lysan.  This  language 
Is  hut  a threatening  to  somebody. 

Sophia.  But  we  miss  some,  that  use  not 
to  absent 

Their  duties  from  us:  where’s  Macarius? 
Cast . Retir’d  to  grieve,  your  majesty  hath 
given 

Consent  Arcadius  should  enter  list 
To-day,  with  young  Seleucus. 

Sophia.  We  purpose 

Enter  Gentleman. 

They  shall  proceed.  What's  he  ? 

Phil.  A gentleman 

Belonging  to  Seleucus,  that  gives  notice 
He  is  prepar’d,  and  waits  your  royal  pleasure. 
Sitphia.  He  was  compos’d  for  action.  Give 
notice 

To  Arcadius,  and  admit  the  challenger! 
let  other  princes  boast  their  gaudy  tilting, 
And  mockery  of  battles!  but  our  triumph 
Is  celebrated  with  true  noble  valour, 

Enter  Se/cucus  and  Arcadius  at  several  doors , 
their  Pages  before  them , bearing  their 
Targets. 

Two  young  men  spirited  enough  to  have 
Two  kingdoms  stak'd  upou  their  swords. 
Lysimachus,  1 

Do  not  they  excellently  become  their  arms? 
Twere  pity  but  they  should  do  soinctliing 
more 

Than  wave  their  plumes.  shout  within .] 
What  noise  is  that  ? 

Enter  Macarius  and  Eubulus. 

Mac.  The  people’s  joy,  to  know  us  re- 
concil’d. 

Is  added  to  the  jubilee  o'th’  day : 

We  have  no  more  a faction,  hut  one  heart. 
Peace  flow  in  every  bosom ! 

Eub.  T hrow  away  [friends 

These  instruments  of  death,  and  like  two 
Embrace  bv  our  example. 

Sophia.  This  unfeign’d  ? [madam, 

Mac.  By  our  duties  to  yourself!  Dear 
Command  them  not  advance:  our  houses 
from 

This  minute  are  incorporated ; happy  day ! 
Our  eyes,  at  which  before  revenge  look’d 
forth, 

May  clear  suspicion.  Ob,  rny  Arcadius ! 
Eub.  We’ve  found  a nearer  way  to  friend- 
ship, madam. 

Than  by  exposing  them  to  fight  for  us. 
Sophia.  If  tlus  be  faithful,  our  desires  arc 
hlesb’d. 

We  had  no  thought  to  waste,  but  reconcile 
Your  blood  this  way,  and  we  did  pro* 
phesy 1 1 


This  happy  chance:  spring  into  cither's 
bosom, 

Arcadius  and  Seleucus! — What  can  now 
Be  added  to  this  day’s  felicity  ? [lord, 

Yes,  there  is  something,  is  there  not,  my 
While  we  are  virgin-queen? 

Cass.  Ha ! that  string 
Doth  promise  musick. 

Sophia.  I am  yet,  my  lords, 

Your  single  joy ; and  when  I look  upon 
W hat  I have  took  to  manage,  the  great  care 
Of  this  most  flourishing  kingdom,  I incline 
To  think  [ shall  do  justice  to  myself 
If  I chuse  one,  whose  strength  and  virtue 
may 

Assist  my  undertaking : think  you,  lords, 

A husband  would  not  help  ? 

Lysan.  No  question,  madam ; 

Ana  lie  that  you  propose  to  make  so  bless’d, 
Must  needs  be  worthy  of  our  humblest  duty: 
It  is  the  general  vote. 

Sophia.  We  will  not  then 
Trouble  ambassadors  to  treat  with  any 
Princes  abroad  ; within  our  own  dominion, 
Fruitful  in  honour,  we  shall  make  our  choice; 
And  that  we  may  not  keep  you  over  long 
In  th’  imagination,  from  this  circle  we 
Have  purpose  to  elect  one,  whom  I shall 
Salute  a king  and  husband. 

Lysan.  Now  my  lord  Lysimachus! 

Sophia.  Nor  shall  we  in  this  action  be  ac- 
cus’d 

Of  rashness,  since  the  man  we  shall  declare 
Deserving  our  alfcetion  hath  been  early 
In  our  opinion,  (which  had  reason  first 
To  guide  it,  and  his  known  nobility) 

I*ong  married  to  our  thoughts,  will  justify 
Our  fair  election. 

Phil.  Lysimachus  blushes. 

Cass.  Direct  our  duties,  madam,  to  pray 
for  him!  [S/ic  comes from  the  state. 

Sophia.  Arc. (dins,  you  see  from  whence  we 
coine; 

Pray  lead  us  back : you  may  ascend. 

( ass.  How’s  this?  o’er-reach’d ? 

Arc.  Madam,  be  cliaritable  to  your  hum- 
blest creature! 

Do  not  reward  the  heart,  that  falls  in  duty 
Beneath  your  feet,  with  making  me  the  bur- 
deu 

Of  the  court-mirth,  a mockery  for  pages ! 
Twere  treason  in  me  but  to  think  you  mean 
thus. 

Sophia.  Arcadius,  you  must  refuse  my  love, 
Or  shame  this  kingdom. 

Phil.  Is  the  wind  in  that  corner? 

Cass.  I shall  run  mad,  Lysimachus ! 

Lysim.  Sir,  contain  yourself. 

ScL  Is  this  to  be  believ’d? 

Mac.  What  dream  is  this? 

Phil.  He  kisses  her!  now,  by  this  day,  I'm 
glad  on’t. 

Lysan.  Mark  the  protector ! 


*•  And  ue  did  prophesy.]  i.  e.  Foresee.  Sympson . 
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Ant.  Let  him  fret  liis  heart-strings  l 
Sophia.  Is  the  day  cloudy  on  the  sudden? 
Arc.  Gentlemen, 

It  was  not  my  ambition  ; (I  durst  never 
A spire  so  high  in  t bought  jbut  since  hermajesty 
Hath  pleas’d  to  call  me  to  this  honour,  1 
Will  study  to  be  worthy  of  her  grace. 

By  whom  I live. 

Sophia.  The  church  to-morrow  shall 
Confirm  our  marriage.  Noble  Lvsitnuchus, 
We'll  find  out  other  ways  to  recompense 


[Act  3. 

Your  love  to  us.  Set  forward!  Come,  Ar- 
cadius ! 

[Exeunt  Sophia,  Arcadia*,  and  Vhiloclcs. 
jlJW.  It  must  he  so;  and  yet  let  me  con- 
sider ! 

Cass.  lie  insults  already  ! Policy,  assist  me 
To  break  his  neck  ! 

Lythn.  Who  would  trust  woman? 

Lost,  in  a pair  of  minutes  lost ! How  bright 
A morning  rose  but  now,  und  now  'tis  night. 

[Eretuif. 


ACT  III. 


Kntcr  Polidora  and  Sere  ant. 

Polid.  /"\II,  where  shall  virgins  look  for 
^ faith  liereafter. 

If  he  prove  false,  after  so  many  vows? 

And  yet,  if  I consider,  he  w as  tempted 
Above  tlie  strength  of  a young  lover:  two 
Surh  glories  courting  ,v  his  acceptance,  were 
Able  to  make  disloyalty  no  sin, 

At  least  not  seeui  a fault:  a lady  first, 
Whose  very  looks  would  thaw  a man  more 
frozen  [than  winter; 

Than  th*  Alps,  quicken  a soul  more  dead 
Add  to  her  beauty  and  perfection, 

That  she’s  a queen,  and  brings  with  her  a 
kingdom 

Able  to  make  a great  mind  forfeit  Heaven. 
What  could  the  frailty  of  Arcudius 
Suggest,  t'  unspirit  Inin  so  much  as  not 
To  fly  to  her  embraces  ? — You  were  present 
When  she  declar’d  herself? 

Serv.  Yes,  madam. 

Polid.  'Fell  me,  [queen 

T)id  not  he  make  a pause,  when  the  fair 
A full  temptation  stood  him? 

Serv.  Very  little  [sooner 

My  judgment  could  distinguish:  she  did  no 
Propound,  hut  he  accepted. 

Polid.  That  was  UU  [nates ; 

He  might  with  honour  stand  one  or  two  mi- 
Mcthinks  it  should  have  startled  him  a little 
To  have  remember’d  me;  I have  deserv’d 
At  least  a cold  thought.  Well,  pray  give  it 
him.  [ Polid.  gives  him  a Utter. 

Scrv.  I shall. 

Polid.  When? 

Serv.  Instantly. 

Polid.  Not  so ; 

Hut  take  a time  when  his  joy  swells  him  most, 
When  his  delights  are  high  und  nuishing, 
When  you  perceive  his  soul  dance  in  his  eves, 
When  she,  that  must  be  his,  liatb  dress'd  her 
beauty,  [pids 

With  all  her  pride,  and  sends  a thousand  Cu- 
To  call  him  to  the  tasting  of  her  lip ; 


Then  give  him  this,  and  tell  him,  while  I live 
I’ll  pray  for  him. 

Serv.  I shall.  [Exeunt* 

v Enter  Caswnder  and  Lysimachus. 

Cass.  There  is  no  way  hut  death. 

I. ysim.  That’s  black  and  horrid! 

Consider,  sir,  it  was  her  sin,  not  his; 

I cannot  accuse  him ; what  man  could  carry 
A heart  so  frozen,  not  to  melt  at  such 
A glorious  flame  ? Who  could  not  fly  to  such 
A happiness? 

Cass.  Have  you  ambition 
To  he  a tame  fool?  See  so  vast  an  injury. 
And  not  revenge  it?  Make  me  not  suspect 
Thv  mother  for  this  sufferance,  my  son. 
l'ray  hear  ine,  sir. 

Cass,  ljear  a patient  gull, 

A property?  Thou  hast  no  blood  of  mine. 

If  tiiis  affront  provoke  thee  not : how  cause 
He  charitable  to  thyself,  and  let  him  live 
To  glory  in  thy  shame?  Nor  is  lie  innocent; 
He  had  before  crept  slily  into  her  bosom, 
And  practis'd  thy  dishonour. 

Jo/ aim.  You  begin 
To  stir  me,  sir. 

Cuss.  How  else  could  she  be  guilty 
Of  such  contempt  of  thee,  ami  in  the  eye 
Of  all  the  kingdom  ? they  conspir’d  this  stain. 
When  they  hud  cunning  meetings.  {shall  thy 
love  [Lysimachus 

And  blooming  hopes  be  scatter'd  thus,  and 
Stand  idle  gazer? 

Lysim.  What,  sir,  will  his  death 
Advantage  us,  if  she  be  false  to  me? 

So  irreligious?  and  to  touch  her  person — 
Pause,  we  may  be  observ'd.  ^ 

Enter  Philocles  and  Lysander. 

J. ysan.  Tis  the  protector 
And  his  son. 

Phil.  Alas,  poor  gentleman ! I pity  hit 
Neglect,  but  am  not  sorry  for  his  father. 
Tis  a strange  turn. 

Lysun.  The  whirligigs  of  women  ! 


19  Such  glorious  cour/iVig.l  Corrected  in  1750, 
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Act  3.] 

Phil.  Your  grace’s  servant. 

Cass.  I am  yours,  gentlemen ; 

And  should  be  happy  to  deserve  your  loves. 
Phil.  Now  he  can  (latter. 

Lysan.  Not,  sir,  to  enlarge 
Your  sufferings,  I have  a heart  doth  wish 
The  queen  had  known  better  to  reward 
Your  1 ove  and  merit. 

Lysim.  If  you  would  express 
Your  love  to  me,  pray  do  not  mention  it. 

I must  obey  mv  fate. 

Phil.  She  will  be  married 
To  t’other  gentleman  for  certain  then? 

Cass.  I hope  you’ll  wish  ’em  joy. 

Phil.  Indeed  I will,  sir. 

Lysan.  Your  grace’s  servant!  [ Exeunt . 

Cass.  We  are  grown 
Ridiculous,  the  pastime  of  the  court ! — 

Here  comes  another. 

Enter*  Seleucus. 

Sel.  Where’s  your  son,  my  lord?  [tress — 
Cass.  Like  a neglected  servant  of  his  mis- 
Sel.  I would  ask  him  a question. 

Cass.  What? 

Sel.  Whether  the  queen, 

As  'tis  reported,  lov’d  him:  lie  can  tell 
Whether  she  promis’d  what  they  talk  of,  mar- 
riage* 

Cass.  I can  resolve  you  that,  sir. 

SfL  She  did  promise? 

Cass.  Ye?. 

Sd.  Then  she’s  a woman;  and  your  son — 
Cass.  W hat  ? 

Scl.  Not 

Worthy  his  blood  and  expectation, 

If  he  be  calm. 

('ass.  There’s  no  opposing  destiny. 

Scl.  I’d  cut  the  throat — 

Cass.  Whose  throat?  , [don,  sir! 

Sel.  The  destiny’s;  that’s  all.  lour  par- 
I nm  Seleucus  still ; a poor  shadow 
O’th*  world,  a walking  picture!  it  concerns 
Nut  me;  I am  forgotten  by  my  stars. 

Cam.  The  queen,  with  more  discretion, 
might  ha’  chosen  thee. 

Scl.  Whom? 

( 'ass.  Thee,  Seleucus. 

Scl.  Me? 

I cannot  dance,  and  frisk  with  due  activity  ! 
My  body's  lead,  I’ve  too  much  phlegm;  what 
should  I 

Ho  with  a kingdom?  No,  Arcadius 
Becomes  the  cushion,  and  can  please.  Yet, 
setting 

Aside  the  trick  that  ladies  of  blood  look  at, 
Another  man  might  make  a shift  to  wear 
Richcloaths,  sit  in  the  chair  of  state,  and  noil, 


Dare  venture  on  discourse  that  does  not 
trench 

On  compliment,  and  think  the  study  of  arms 
And  arts  more  commendable  in  a gentleman. 
Than  any  gal  Hard20. 

Cass.  Arcadius 
And  you  were  reconcil’d  ? 

Scl.  We?  yes;  oh,  yes. 

Rut’tis  not  manners  now  to  say  we  are  friends; 
At  our  equality  there  had  been  reason, 

But  now  subjection  is  the  word. 

Cass.  They  are  not  yet  married  ? 

Scl.  I'll  make  no  oath  upon't.  My  lord 
Lysimachus, 

A word  ! You’ll  not  be  angry  if  I love  you  ? 
May  not  a batcbelor  be  made  a cuckold  ? 
Lysim.  How,  sir ! 

Cass.  Ly&iiuachus,  this  gentleman 
Is  worthy  our  embrace ; he’s  spirited, 

And  may  be  useful. 

Sel.  Hark  you  ; can  vou  tell  [mean 
Where’s  the  best  dancing-master?  An  you 
To  rise  at  court,  practise  to  caper:  farewell, 
The  noble  science  tliat  makes  work  for  cut- 
lers ! 

It  will  be  out  of  fashion  to  wear  swords; 
Masques  and  devices,  welcome ! I salute  you. 
Is  it  not  pity  any  division 
Should  he  lu-ard  out  of  musick?  Oh/twillbe 
An  excellent  age  of  crotchets,  and  of  canters! 
B’y’,  captains1',  that  like  fools  will  spend 
your  blood 

Out  of  your  country  ! you  will  be  of  less 
Use  than  your  leathers;  if  you  return  un- 
maim’d, 

You  shall  be  beaten  soon  to  a new  march. 
When  you  shall  think  it  a discretion 
To  sell  your  glorious  buffs  to  buy  fine  pumps, 
And  pantables : this  is,  I hope,  no  treason. 

Enter  Arcadiust  leading  Sophia , Charilla , 
Eubvlus , Lysandcr,  Phi tocles,  and  Poli - 
data's  Servant™. 

Cass.  Wo’t  stay,  Lysimaclms  ? 

Lysim.  Yes,  sir,  and  shew 
A patience  above  her  injury.  [Assume 
Arc.  This  honour  is  too  much,  madam ! 
Your  place,  and  let  Arcadius  wait  still ; 

Tis  happiness  enough  to  be  your  servant. 
Cass.  Now  lie  dissembles. 

Sophia.  Sir,  you  must  sit. 

Arc.  I am  obedient.  [ Music  heard. 

Sophia.  This  is  not  music  [laucholy. 
Sprightly  enough;  it  feeds  the  soul  with  me- 
llow says  Arcadius? 

Arc . Give  me  leave  to  think, 

There  is  no  harmony  but  in  your  voice, 

And  not  an  accent  of  your  heav’nly  tongue, 


*c  Gulliard .]  The  galliard  is  a lively  air  in  triple  time;  Brossard  intimates  that  it  is  the 
* same  with  the  Romanesca , a favourite  dance  with  the  Italians.* 

Sir  John  Han  kins,  Hist.  Music!:,  vol.  iv.  p.  387. 

1 Buy  captains,  that  like  fools if  you  return  unmann’d.j  Both  errors  corrected  by 

Seward. 

11  Polidora , Servant.  1 Corrected  by  Sympson. 
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[Act  5. 


Rut  strikes  roe  into  rapture : I incline 
To  think  the  tale  of  Orpheus  no  fable  ; 

M'is  possible  he  might  enchant  the  rocks, 
And  charm  the  forest,  soften  Hell  itself, 

W ith  Ills  commanding  lute  ; it  is  no  miracle 
To  what  you  work,  whose  ev’ry  breath  con- 
veys 

The  hearer  into  Heav’n  : bow  at  your  lips 
Winds  gather  perfumes,  proudly  glide  away. 
To  disperse  sweetness  round  about  the  world ! 
StL  Vine  stuff  I 
Sophia.  You  cannot  flatter. 

Arc.  Not,  if  I should  say  [wonder, 

Nature  had  plac’d  you  liere  the  creatures' 
And.  her  own  spring,  from  which  all  excel- 
lence [when 

On  earth's  deriv'd,  and  copied  forth ; and 
The  character  of  fair  and  good  in  others 
Is  quite  worn  out,  and  lost,  looking  on  you 
It  is  supplied,  and  you  alone  mailt*  mortal. 
To  feed  and  keep  alive  all  beauty.  [men? 
Scl.  llal  lm!  Cun  you  endure  it,  gentle- 
Jysan.  What  do  you  mean? 

Scl.  Nay,  ask  him  what  he  inenns; 

Mine  is  a down-right  laugh. 

Sophia.  Well,  sir,  proceed.  [themselves, 
Arc.  At  such  bright  eyes  the  stars  do  light 
At  such  a forehead  swans  renew  their  white, 
from  such  a lip  the  morning  gathers  blushes. 
Sef.  The  morning  is  more  modest  than  thy 

f>  raises : 

lat  a thing  docs  he  make  her  ? 

Arc.  And  when  you  fly  to  Heav'n,  and 
leave  this  world  [you, 

No  longer  maintenance  of  goodness  from 
Tlien  poetry  shall  lose  all  use  with  us, 

And  be  no  more,  since  nothing  in  your  ab- 
sence 

Is  left,  that  can  be  worthy  of  a verse. 

Scl.  11a,  ha! 

Sophia.  Who’s  that? 

SeL  rl'was  1,  madam. 

Arc . Seleucus? 

Cost.  Ha! 

Scl.  Yes,  sir;  ’twas  I that  laugh’d. 

Arc.  At  what? 

Scl.  At  nothing. 

J.ytan.  Contain  yourself,  Seleucus. 

£ub.  Arc  you  mad?  [sir? 

Sophia.  Have  you  ambition  to  be  punish’d, 
S’l.  1 need  not ; 'tw  as  punishment 
Enough  to  hear  him  make  an  idol  of  you; 
lie  left  out  the  coxniucudation  of  your  pa- 
tience* . 


I was  a little  moved  in  my  jiajture, 

Xu  hear  his  rhodou.ontados,  and  make 
A .monster  of  his  mistress ; which 
I pitied  first;  but  seeing  hhn  proceed,  [tioqs. 

I guess’d  he  brought  you  mirth  with  his  inven* 
And  so  made  bold  to  laugh  at  it. 

Sophia.  You’re  saucy!  [merry, 

We’il  pl-.ce  you  where  you  shall  not  be  so 
Take  him  away! 

Lt/san.  Submit  yourself. 

Ait.  Let  me 
Plead  for  his  pardon. 

Scl.  I would  not  owe 

My  life  so  poorly!  Beg  thy  own:  when  yog 
Are  king  you  cannot  bribe  your  destiny. 
Kuh.  Good  madam,  hear  me ! 1 fear  he  is 
distracted.  [ter  of  a soul 

Cats.  Brave  boy* — Thou  shouldsibe  mas^ 
Like  his;  thy  honour’s  more  concern'd*1. 

StL  *Tis  charity ; 

Away  wo’ me!  IiV,  madam54! 

Cass,  lie  has  a dnriii"  spirit. 

[ Exeunt  Scl.  Kuh.  Cass. 
Arc.  These,  and  a thousand  more  affront*^ 
I must 

Expe  ct;  your  favour*  draw  them  all  upon  me: 
In  iny  first  state  I luid  no  enemies; 

I was  secure,  while  I did  grow  beneath 
Tiiis  expectation;  humble  vallies  thrive  with 
Their  bosoms  full  of  flowers,  when  the  hills 
tnelt 

With  lightning,  and  rough  anger  of  the  clouds. 
Let  me  retire. 

Sophia.  And  can  Arcadius 
At  such  a hreatli  be  mov’d?  I had  opinion 
Your  courage  durst  have  stood  a tempest  for 
Our  love:  can  you  for  this  incline  to  leave 
What  oilier  princes  should  in  vain  have  sued 
for? 

Jfow  many  lovers  are  in  Epire  now  [poet 
Would  throw  themselves  on  danger,  not  ex- 
One  enemy,  but  empty  their  own  veins, 
And  think  the  loss  of  all  their  f lood  rewarded, 
To  have  one  smile  of  us  when  they  are  dying! 
And  shall  this  murmur  shake  you? 

Arc.  Not,  dear  madam ; 

My  life  is  such  a poor  despised  thing, 

In  value  your  least  graces,  that  to  lose 
It  were  to  moke  myself  a victory. 

It  is  uot  for  myself  1 fear:  the  envy 
Of  others  caunot  fasten  wouud  in  me 
Greater,  than  tliat  your  goodness  should  he 
So  daringly.  [check’d 

Sophia.  Let  not  tliosc  thoughts  afflict  tlwe, 


al  brave  boy,  4f-]  This  speech  was  joined  tq  ghjit  of  F.ubulus,  ’till  Mr.  Seward  disco- 
vered the  error. 

1X4  'boy,  madam  We  find  afterward  Seleucus  sent  to  prison,  for  which  there  is 

now  no  express  command  given  by  tlie  queen  ; and  in  the  next  place  it  is  evident  that  she 
hud  call'd  hint  boy , to  which.  Hoy,  madam , is  ;ui  answer.  The  words  omitted,  might  pro- 
bably come  in  between  Eubulus  and  Cussandcr's  speeches,  and  might  be  to  this  effect. 
Away  with  thar  auducious  boy  to  prison.  Seward. 

What  occurr’d  to  me  upon  reading  this  passage  was  this,  that  boy  is  only  a corruption  of 
fly,  and  designed  as  an  ironical  taking  leave  of  tlie  queen  on  his  going  to  prison.  Syrnpson. 

Sympson  is  undoubtedly  right. 

While 
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Act  3.] 

While  we  have  power  to  correct  th’ offences. 
Arcadius,  be  pane ! This  shall  confirm  it. 

[Kissn  him. 

Arc.  I shall  forget,  [been 

And  lose  ray  way  to  Heav'n:  that  touch  hud 
Enough  la  have  restor’d  me,  and  infus’d 
A spirit  of  n more  celestial  nature. 

After  the  tedious  absence  of  my  soul. 

Oh,  bless  me  not  too  much!  one  smile  n day 
Would  stretch  iny  life  to  immortality2 s. 
Poets,  that  wrap  divinity  in  tales,  [cels! 
Look  here,  rind  give  your  copies  forth  of  an- 
Wlmt  blessing  can  remain? 

Sophia.  Our  marriage. 

Arc.  Place  then  Some  horrors  in  the  way 
For  me,  not  you,  to  pass;  the  jourhey’s  end 
Holds  out  such  glories  to  me,  1 should  think 
Hell  but  a poor  degree  of  suffering  for  it. — 
r<Sert>anf  delivers  him  a paper. 
What’s  that?  some  petition?  a letter  to  me? 
‘ You  had  a Polidorn/  lla!  that’s  all!  [forth, 
Ptb*  minute  when  my  vessel’s  new  launch'd 
With  all  my  pride,  ana  silken  wings  about  me, 
I strikfe  upon  a rock;  whut  power  can  save 
me? 

‘ You  had  a Polldorar  There's  a name! 
Killed  with  grief,  I can  so  soon  forget  her. 
8crv.  She  did  impost*  on  me  this  service, 
sir ; [you. 

And  while  she  lives,  she  says,  she'll  pray  for 
Arc.  She  lives!  [fame 

That’s  well;  and  yet  'twere  better  for  my 
And  honour,  she  were  dead.  Whut  fate  hath 
Upon  tiiis  fearful  precipice?  [plac’d  me 
Scrv.  He’s  troubled. 

Arc.  I must  resolve:  my  faith  is  violated 
Already;  yet  poor  loving  Pblidord 
Will  pray  forme,  she  says;  to  think  she  can, 
Headers  me  hated  to  myself,  aud  every 
thought's  a tormentor;  let  me  then  be  just. 
Sophia.  Arcadius!  [dora, 

Arc.  That  voice  prevails  again.  Oh,  Poli- 
Thoo  must  forgive  Arcadius;  I dare  not 
Turn  rebel  to  a princess:  I shall  love 
Thy  virtue,  but  a kingdom  has  a charm 
To  excuse  our  frailty.  Dearest  madam! 
Sophia.  Now  set  forward. 

Arc.  To  perfect  all  our  joys! 

Enter  Macarius  and  a Bishop. 

Mac.  PH  fright  their  dories. 

Cass.  By  what  means  ? 

Mae.  Observe. 

drc.  Our  good  uncle,  welcome ! 

Sophia.  My  lord  Macarius,  we  did  want 
your  person ; [share. 

There’s  something  in  our  joys  wherein  you 
Mac.  This  you  intend  your  highness*  wed- 
Sophia.  We  are  going — [ding-day? 

Mac.  Save  your  labour ; 

Tie  brought  a priest  to  meet  you. 

Arc.  Reverend  father ! 

Sophia.  Meet  us?  Why? 


Mac.  To  tell  you  that  you  must  not  marry* 
Cuss.  Didst  thou  hear  that,  Lysiiuachus? 
Lysim.  And  wonder  what  will  follow. 
Sophia.  We  must  not  marry? 

Bishop.  Madam,  ’tis  a rule  [dare 

First  made  in  Heav’n;  and  I must  needs  de- 
You  and  Arcadius  fnust  tie  no  knot 
Of  mau  aud  wife. 

Arc.  Is  my  uncle  mad? 

Sophia.  Joy  lias  transported  him, 

Or  age  has  made  him  dote:  Macarius, 
Provoke  us  not  too  much;  you  will  presume 
Above  our  mercy. 

Mac.  I’ll  discharge  my  duty,  [you  know. 
Could  your  frown  strike  me  duad. — My  lord* 
Whose  character  this  is? 

Cuss.  It  is  Theodosius’, 

Your  grace’s  father. 

Bishop.  I am  subscrib’d  a witness* 

Phil.  Upon  my  life,  ’tis  his. 

Mac.  Fear  not;  I’ll  cross  this  match* 

[Aside  to  Casiundcr. 
Cass.  I’ll  bless  thee  fort. 

Arc.  Uncle,  d’ye  know  what  you  do, 

Or  what  we  are  going  to  fiuish?  You  will 
not  break  [foot's 

The  neck  of  my  glorious  fortune,  now  my 
P tli’. stirrups,  and,  mounting,  throw  me  o'er 
the  saddle  ? 

I hope  you’ll  let  one  be  a king.-— Madam, 

Hs  as  you  say,  my  uncle  is  something  craz’d, 
There’s  a worm  in’s  brain,  but  l beseech  you 
pardon  him : [talk’d 

He  is  not  the  first  of  your  council,  that  has 
Idly.  D’ye  hear,  my  lord-bishop,  I hope 
you  have  more 

Religion  than  to  join  with  him  to  undo  me. 
Bishop.  Not  I,  sir;  but  I aiu  commanded 
by  dath  and  conscience, 

To  speak  truth. 

Arc.  If  your  truth  should  do  me 
Any  harm,  I shall  never  he  in  charity 
With  a crozier*s  staff;  look  to’t ! 

Sophia.  My  youngest  brother  ? 

Cass . Worse  and  worse!  my  brains? 

[Exit. 

Mac.  Deliver’d  to  me  an  infant  with  this 
writing, 

To  which  this  reverend  father  is  a witness. 
Lysan.  This  he  whom  we  so  long  thought 
dead,  a child  ? [to  trust  him 

Sophia.  But  what  should  make  iny  father 
To  vour  concealment?  give  abroad  his  death, 
Ana  bury  an  empty  coifiu? 

Mac.  A jealousy  he  liad 
Upon  Cassander,  whose  ambitious  brain 
He  fear’d  would  make  noconscieucc  to  depose 
His  son,  to  make  Lyshiiachus  king  of  Epire. 

Sophia.  He  made  110  scruple  to  expose  me 
To  any  danger?  [then 

Mac.  He  secur’d  you,  madam, 

By  an  early  engagement  of  your  affection 
To  Lysimachus,  exempt  this  testimony  i 


r'j  To  mortality.]  Corrected  in  1750, 
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Had  he  been  Arcadius,  and  my  nephew, 

I needed  not  obtrude  him  on  the  state ; 
Your  love  and  marriage  had  made  him  king 
Without  my  trouble,  and  sav’d  that  ambition. 
There  was  necessity  to  open  now 
His  birth  and  title. 

Phil.  Demetrius  alive?  [they  talk  of? 
Arc.  What  riddles  arc  these?  Whom  do 
Omrtes.  We  congratulate  your  return  to 
life  and  honour,  [you, 

And,  as  becomes  us,  with  one  voice  salute 
Demetrius,  king  of  Epire.  [sister; 

Mac.  I am  no  uncle,  sir : this  is  your 
I should  have  suffer’d  incest,  to  have  kept  you 
Longer  i'th’  dark  : love,  and  be  happy  both ! 
My  trust  is  now  discharg’d. 

Lysan.  And  we  rejoice. 

Arc.  But  do  not  mock  me,  gentlemen; 
May  I be  bold  upon  your  words  to  say 
I am  prince  Theodosius’  son  ? 

Mac.  The  king. 

Arc.  You’ll  justify  it? 

Sister,  I’m  verv  glad  to  see  you. 

Sophia.  I am 

To  find  a brother,  and  resign  my  glory. 

My  triumph  is  my  shame.  [Exit. 

Enter  Ca  winder. 

Cast.  Thine  ear,  Lvsitnachus. 

Arc.  Gentlemen,  I owe 
Unto  your  loves  as  large  acknowledgment 
As  to  my  birth,  for  this  great  honour ; and 
My  study  shall  be  equal  to  be  thought 
Worthy  of  both.  [Erif  Sophia. 


Cass.  Thou  art  turn'd  marble. 

Lysim.  There  will  be  the  less  charge  for 
my  monument. 

Cass.  This  must  not  be : sit  fast,  young 
king!  [Exit. 

Lysan.  Your  sister,  sir,  is  gone. 

Arc.  My  sister  should  have  been  my 
bride.  That  name 
Puts  me  in  mind  of  Polidora ; ha! 

Lysander!  Philocles!  gentlemen!  [me 

It  yon  will  have  me  think  your  hearts  allow 
Theodosius'  son,  oh,  quickly  snatch  some 
wings, 

Express  it  in  your  haste  to  Polidora ; 

Tell  her,  what  title  is  new  dropt  from 
Heav’n 

To  make  her  rich,  only  created  for  me ; 

Give  her  the  ceremony  of  my  queen; 

With  all  the  state  that  may  become  our 
bride,  [there  ? 

Attend  her  to  this  throne.  Are  you  not 
Yet  stay!  ’lis  too  much  pride  to  send  tor 
her ; 

We’ll  go  ourself ; no  honour  is  enough 
For  Polidora,  to  redeem  our  fault ; 

Salute  her  gently  from  me,  and,  upon 
Your  knee,  present  her  with  this  diadem ! 
Tis  our  lirst  gift;  tell  her  Demetrius  fol- 
lows 

To  be  her  guest,  and  give  himself  a servant 
To  her  chaste  bosom ; bid  her  stretch  her 
heart 

To  meet  me ! I am  lost  in  joy  and  wonder ! 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Cassander , Etibulus , and  Soldier. 


Cass.  HERE’S  the  captain  of  the  castle? 
* * Sold.  He’ll  attend  you 


1 your  honours 


presently. 

Cats,  (iivc  him  knowledge  we  expect  him. 
Sold.  1 shall,  my  lord.  [Erif. 

Cass.  He  is  my  creature,  (fear  not!) 

And  shall  run  any  course  that  we  propound. 
Euh.  My  lord,  I like  the  substance  of 
your  plot,  [quence 

Tis  promising;  bnt  matters  of  this  conse- 
Are  not  so  easily  perfect;  and  it  does 
Concern  our  heads  to  build  upon  secure 
Principles:  tho’  Sclcucus,  I confess, 

Carry  a high  and  daring  spirit  in  him, 

Tis  hard  to  thrust  upon  the  state  new  settled 
Any  impostor;  and  we  kuow  not  yet 
Whether  he’ll  undertake  to  play  the  prince; 
Or,  if  he  slsould  accept  it,  with  what  cunning 
lie  can  behave  himself. 

Cass.  My  lord,  affairs 
Of  such  a glorious  nature  are  half  finish’d, 
When  they  begin  with  confidence. 


Eub.  Admit 

He  want  no  art,  nor  courage,  it  must  rest 
Upon  the  people  to  receive  his  title; 

And  with  what  danger  their  uncertain  breath 
May  flatter  ours,  Demetrius  scarcely  warm 
In  the  king’s  seat,  I may  suspect. 

Cass.  That  reason 

Makes  for  our  part;  fur  if  it  be  so  probable 
That  young  Demetrius  should  be  living,  why 
May  not  we  work  them  to  believe  Leouatus, 
The  eldest  son,  was  by  some  trick  preserv’d. 
And  now  would  claim  his  own?  There  were 
two  sons, 

Who  in  their  father’s  life  we  suppos’d  dead; 
May  not  we  And  a circumstance  to  make 
This  seem  as  clear  as  t’other?  I.et  the  vulgar 
Be  once  possess’d,  we’ll  carry  Epire  from 
Demetrius,  and  the  world. 

Eub.  I could  be  pleas'd 

Enter  Polcanus. 

To  see  my  son  a king. — The  captain’s  here. 
Polcanus.  I wait  your  lordship’s  pleasure. 
Cass . We  come  to  visit  your  late  prisoner. 

I will 
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I will  not  doubt,  but  you  entreat  him  fairly; 
He  will  deserve  it  for  himself,  and  you 
He  fortunate  in  any  occasion 
To  have  express’d  your  service. 

Poicanus.  Sir,  the  knowledge 
Of  my  honourable  lord  his  father,  will 
Instruct  me  to  behave  myself  with  all 
Respects  becoming  inc,  to  such  a son. 

Cass.  These  tilings  will  least 
Oblige  you;  but  how  bears  lie  his  restraint? 
Poicanus.  As  one  whose  soul’s  above  it. 
Kub.  Patiently?  [great  command 

Poicanus.  With  contempt  rather  of  the 
Which  made  him  prisoners  he  will  talk 
So  strangely  to  hiiuself!  [sometimes 

J Kub.  He’s  here. 

Enter  Sclcucus . 

Sel.  Why  was  I born  to  be  a subject  ? Tis 
Soon  answer'd  sure;  my  father  was  no  prince. 
That’s  all : the  same  ingredients  use  to  make 
A man,  as  active,  tho'  not  royal  blood. 

Went  to  my  composition,  and  I 
Was  gotten  with  us  good  a will,  perhaps, 

And  my  birth  cost  iny  mother  as  much  sorrow*, 
As  I'd  been  born  an  emp’ror. 

Cass.  While  I look 

Upon  In m,  something  in  his  face  presents 
A king  indeed. 

Kub.  lie  does  resemble  much 
Theodosius  too. 

Cass.  Whose  son  we  would  pretend  him : 
Tliis  will  advance  our  plot. 

Sel.  'Tis  but  a name, 

And  mere  opinion,  that  prefers  one  man 
Above  another:  I’ll  imagine  then 
I am  a prince,  or  some  brave  thing  on  earth, 
Aud  see  what  follows.  But  it  must  not  be 
My  single  voice  will  carry  it;  the  name 
Of  king  must  be  attended  w ith  a troop 
Of  acclamations,  on  whose  airy  wings 
He  mounts,  and,  once  exalted,  threatens 
lleav'n. 

And  all  the  stars.  IIow  to  acquire  this  noise, 
And  be  the  thing  I talk  of — Alen  have  risen 
From  a more  cheap  nobility  to  empires, 
From  dark  originals,  and  sordid  blood ; 

Nay,  some  that  had  no  fathers,  sons  o'th' 
earth, 

And  flying  people,  have  aspir’d  to  kingdoms, 
Made  nations  tremble26,  nay,  have  practis’d 
frowns 

To  awe  the  world : their  memory  is  glorious. 
And  I would  hug  them  in  their  shades.  But 
what’s 

All  this  to  me,  that  am  I know-  not  what, 
And  less  in  expectation  ? 

Poicanus.  Are  you  serious  ? [us  ? 

Cass.  Will  you  assist,  and  run  a fate  with 
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Poicanus.  Command  my  life;  I owe  it  to 
vour  favour. 

Sel.  Arcadius  was  once  as  far  from  king17 
As  I ; and  had  we  not  so  cunningly 
Been  reconcil'd,  or  one,  or  both,  had  gone 
To  seek  our  fortunes  in  another  world. — 
What’s  the  device  now?  If  my  deuth  he  next. 
The  summons  shall  not  make  me  once  look 
pstle.  [bring 

Cuss.  Chide  your  too  rain  suspicions;  we 
A life,  and  liberty,  with  what  else  can  make 
Thy  ambition  happv:  th’  hast  a glorious  flame! 
We  come  t*  advance  it. 

Sel.  I low?  , 

Cass.  Have  but  a will,  [thee  to. 

And  be  what  thy  own  thoughts  dare  prompt 
A king ! 

Scl.  You  do  not  mock  me,  gentlemen  ? 
You  are  my  father,  sir. 

Kub.  This  minute  shall 
Declare  it,  my  Sclcucus  : our  hearts  swoll’d 
With  joy,  with  duty  rather — Oh,  iny  boy! 
Sel.  What  is  the  mystery  ? 

Poleanus.  You  must  he  a king,  [dulous  : 
Cuss.  Selcucus,  stay!  thou’rt  too  incre- 
Let  not  our  faith  and  study  to  exalt  thee 
Be  so  rewarded ! 

Eub.  I pronounce  thee  king! 

Unless  thy  spirit  he  turn’d  coward,  and 
Thon  faint  t’acrept  it. 

Sel.  King  of  what?  ' 

Cass.  Of  Epire.  [hither, 

Sel . Altho’  the  queen,  since  she  sent  me 
Were  gone  to  Heaven,  I kuow  not  how 
That  title  could  devolve  to  me. 

Cass.  We  have  [her 

No  queen,  since  he  that  should  have  married 
Is  prov’d  her  youngest  brother,  and  now  king 
In  his  own  title. 

Sel.  Thank  you,  gentlemen ! 

There ’s  hope  for  me. 

Cass.  Why,  you  dare  fight  with  him, 

An  need  be,  for  the  kingdom  ? 

Scl.  With  Arcadius? 

If  you'll  make  stakes,  my  life  against  his 
crown,  [son, 

I’ll  fight  with  him,  and  you,  and  your  flue 
And  all  the  courtiers  oue  after  another. 

Cass.  M’wo'not  come  to  that. 

Set.  I’m  of  your  lordships  mind  : 

So,  fare  you  well! 

Cuss.  Yet  stay  und  hear. 

Sel.  What,  that  you  have  betray’d  me  ? 
Do,  tell  your  king!  my  life  is  grown  a burden; 
And  I'll  confess;  and  make  your  souls  look 
pale,  [battlement 

To  see  how  nimble  mine  shall  leap  this 
Of  flesh,  and,  dying,  laugh  at  your  poor 
malice. 


16  Tremble , any  have  practis'd  frowns .]  Amended  by  Sympson. 

47  At  for  from  b^ing 

As  J.]  This  is  true  indeed,  yet  no  mighty  discovery,  nor  what  the  poets  designed  him 
to  say  ; but  the  true  lection,  and  what  the  place  requires  absolutely,  is  this: 

——was  as  far  from  king.  Sympson. 

Omnes. 
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Omnes.  No  more ; long  live  Leonatus, 
king  of  Epire! 

Scl.  Leonatus?  Who’sthat  ? [have  been 
Cass.  Be  bold,  and  be  a king!  Our  brains 
Working  to  raise  you  to  this  height.  Here 
are 

None  but  friends : dare  you  but  call  yourself 
Leonatus,  and  but  justify  with  confidence 
What  well  proclaim  you,  if  we  do  not  brirfg 
1 lie  crown  to  your  brad,  we  will  forfeit  ours. 

Hub.  The  state  is  ill  distraction — Arcadius 
Is  prov’daking — there  was  an  elder  brother — 
If  you  dare  but  prouounce  you  arc  the  same, 
Forget  you  arc  my  son — [plotted 

Po/eanus.  These  are  no  trifles,  sir:  all  is 
T'  assure  your  greatness,  if  you  will  be  wise, 
And  take  the  fair  occasion  that’s  presented. 

St:/.  Arcadius,  you  say,  is  lawful  king; 

And  now,  to  depose  him,  you  would  make  me 
An  elder  brother;  is’t  not  so? 

Coif.  Most  right.  [true  meaning — 

Scl.  Nay,  right  or  wrong,  if  this  be  your 
Omnes.  Upon  our  lives! 

Stl.  I’ll  venture  mine. 

But,  with  your  pardon,  whose  brain  was  this? 
From  w hom  took  this  plot  life  ? 

Eub.  My  lord  Cassander.  [and  think 
Scl.  And  you  arc  of  his  mind?  and  you? 
Tli is  may  be  done  ? 

Eub.  The  destinies  sha’n’t  cross  us. 

If  you  have  spirit  to  undertake  it. 

Scl.  Undertake  it  ? 

I am  not  us’d  to  compliment:  I’ll  owe 
My  life  to  you,  my  fortunes  to  vonr  lordship. 
Compose  me  as  you  please ; and  when  you've 
made 

hie  what  you  promise,  you  shall  both  divide 
Me  equally.  One  word,  my  lord!  I’d  rather 
[Apert  to  Eubulut . 

Live  in  the  prison  still,  than  be  a property 
T advance  his  politick  ends. 

Eub.  Have  no  suspicion ! 

Cass.  So,  so!  I see  Demetrius’  heeH 
already  [Aside. 

Tripp'd  up,  nnd  I’ll  dispatch  him  out  o’th’ 
way ; 

Which  gone,  I can  depose  this  at  my  leisure, 
Being  an  impostor  ; then  my  son  stands  fair, 
And  may  piece  with  the  pnucess.  We  lose 
time : [court, 

hat  think  you  ? If  we  first  stirpri2e  the 
W hile  you  command  the  castle,  we  shall  curb 
All  opposition. 

Eub.  l et’s  proclaim  him  first. 

) lmve  some  faction  ; the  people  love  me; 
They  gain’d  to  us,  we’ll  fail  upon  the  court. 
Cuss.  Unless  Demetrius  yield  lumself,  lie 
bleeds. 

Scl.  Who  dares  call  treason  sin,  when  it 
succeeds  ? * [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sophia  and  Charilla. 

Chur.  Madam,  you  arc  too  passionate,  and 
lose 

The  greatness  of  your  soul,  w ith  the  expence 


[Act  4, 

Of  too  much  grief,  for  that  w hich  Providence 
Hath  eas’d  you  of,  the  burden  of  a state 
Above  your  tender  hearing. 

Sop/un.  Thou’rt  a Idol, 

A nd  canst  not  reach  the  spirit  of  a lady 
Born  great  as  I wus,  and  made  only  less 
By  n too-cruel  destiny!  * Above 
‘ Our  tender  bearing  r What  goes  richer  to 
The  composition  of  man  than  ours? 

Our  soul’s  as  free,  and  spacious,  our  heart’* 
As  great,  our  will  as  large,  each  thought  as 
active, 

Ami  in  this  only  innn  more  proud  than  we, 
That  would  have  us  less  capable  of  empire : 
But  search  the  stories,  and  the  name  of  queen 
Shines  bright  w ith  glory,  uud  some  precedents 
Above  man's  imitation. 

Chur.  I grant  it,  [madams 

For  th’  honour  of  ofir  sex;  nor  lmve  you, 
By  any  weakness,  forfeited  command  : 

He  that  succeeds,  injustice  was  before  you, 
And  you  have  gain'd  more,  in  a royal  brother, 
Than  you  could  lose  by  your  resign  ofEpire. 

Sophia.  This  I allow,  Cimrilhi,  I ha"*  done; 
Tis  not  tlie  thought  1 am  depos'd  afflicts  me 
(At  tl»e  same  time  1 feel  a joy  to  know 
My  brother  living) ; no,  there  is  another 
Wound  in  me  above  cure. 

Char.  V’irtue  forbid  ! 

Sophia.  Canst  find  me  out  a surgeon  for  tliat^ 
Chur.  For  what  ? 

Sophia.  My  bleeding  fame. 

Char.  Oh,  do  not  injure 
Your  own  clear  innocence. 

Sophia.  Don’t  flatter  me: 

I have  been  guilty  of  an  act  will  make 
All  love  in  women  question’d;  is  not  that 
A blot  upon  a virgin’s  name?  my  birtli 
Cannot  extenuate  my  shame;  l am 
Become  the  stain  of  Eptre  ! 

Char.  It  is  but 

Yoor  own  opinion,  madam,  which  present* 
Something  to  fright  yourself,  which  cannot  be 
In  the  same  shape  So  horrid  to  our  sense. 
Sophia.  Thou  wouidst,  but  const  not  ap* 
pear  ignorant:  [take 

Did  not  the  court,  nay  ,the  whole  kingdom# 
Notice  I lov’d  Lysimachus? 

Char . True,  madam. 

Sophia.  No,  1 was  false  ! 

TW  counsel  I’d  by  my  father  to  affect  him, 

I had  my  politic  ends  upon  Cassander, 

To  be  absolute  queen,  fluttering  his  son  w it!* 
hopes 

Of  love  mid  marriage,  when  that  very  day 
(I  blush  to  think)  1 wrong’d  Lysimachus 
That  noble  gentleman:  but  lleav’n  punish’d 
me ! 

For  tho’  to  know  Demetrius  was  a blessing, 
Yet  who  will  not  impute  it  my  dishonour? 
Char.  Madam,  you  yet  may  recompense 
Lysimachus: 

If  you  affect  him  now,  you  were  not  false 
To  him,  whom  tlien  you  lov’d  not ; if  you  con 
Find  any  gentle  passion  in  your  soul 
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To  entertain  his  thought,  no  doubt  his  heart, 
Tho*  sad,  retains  a noble  will  to  meet  it: 
liis  love  was  turn  to  you,  and  cannot  be 
Unrooted  with  one  storm. 

Sophia.  He  will  not  sure  [mock’d  him, 
Trust  any  language  from  her  tongue  that 
Aitiio’  mv  soul  doth  weep  for  it,  aud  is  pu- 
nish’d 

To  love  him  above  the  world. 

Enter  Lysimachuu 
Char,  lie’s  here, 

As  Fate  would  have  him  reconcil’d : be  free, 
And  speak  your  thoughts. 

Lytim.  I»,  madam,  I appear 
Too  bold,  your  charity  will  sign  my  pardon : 
l heard  you  were  hot  well,  which  made  me 
liaste 

To  pay  the  duty  of  an  humble  visit. 

Sophia.  You  do  not  mock  me,  sir? 

Lytim.  I’m  confident 

•You  think  me  not  so  lost  to  manners,  in  [me 
•Tin*  knowledge  of  your  person,  to  bring  with 
♦Such  rudeness  ; l have  nothing  to  present, 
ilut  an  heart  full  of  wishes  lor  your  health,' 
Aud  what  else  may  lie  added  to  your  huppi* 
ness. 

Sophia.  I thought  you  had  been  sensible — 
Lyxim.  How,  madam?  [spend 

Sttphia.  A man  of  understanding:  can  you 
One  praver  for  me, reinembring  the  dishonour 
1 have  done  Lysiinachus? 

Lytim.  Nothing  can  deface  [for  you. 
That  part  of  my  religion  in  me,  not  to  pray 
Sophia.  It  is  not  then  impossible  you  may 
Forgive  me  too : indeed  I have  a soul 
Is  fi/i  of  penitence,  and  something  else. 

If  (duelling  would  allow  to  giv’t  a name. 
Lys'un.  Wliat,  madam  ? 

Sophia.  Love ; a love  that  should  redeem 
M v past  offence,  and  make  me  white  again. 
Lytim.  I hope  no  sadness  can  possess  your 
thoughts 

or  me;  I am  not  worthy  of  this  sorrow  : 

But  if  you  mean  it  any  satisfaction 

For  wliat  your  will  hath  made  me  suffer,  *tis 

But  a strange  overflow  of  charity. 

To  keep  ine  still  olive.  Be  yourself,  madam, 
And  let  no  cause  of  mine  be  guilty  of 
This  rape  upon  your  eyes;  my  name’s  not 
worth 

The  least  of  all  vonr  tears. 

Sophia.  You  think  ’em  counterfeit? 

Lytim.  A! tho’  I may  * 

Suspect  a woman’s  sinile  hereafter,  vet 
I would  believe  their  wet  eyes;  and  if  this 
Be  what  you  promise,  for  my  sake,  I have 
But  one  reply. 

Sophia.  1 wait  if. 

Lytim.  I have  now 
Another  mistress — 

Sophia.  Stay ! 

Lytim.  To  whom  I’ve  made, 

Since  your  revolt  from  me,  a new  chaste  vow, 
Which  not  the  second  malice  of  my  fate 


Shall  violate : and  *he  deserves  it,  madam, 
Even  for  that  wherein  you’re  excellent, 
Beauty,  in  w hich  she  shines  equal  to  von  • 
Her  virtue,  if  she  but  maintain  what  now  * 
She  is  mistress  of,  beyond  all  competition, 
rich  she  cannot  know  to  be  improved, 

At  least  in  my  esteem  : I may  offend, 

But  truth  shall  justify  I have  not  flatter’d  her. 
I'  beg  vour  pardon,  and  to  leave  iny  duty 
Upon  your  hand.  All  that  is  good  flow  in  jpou ! 

Sophia.  Dili  b,  not  saj,  Charilla,  tliat  L had 
Another  mistress? 

Char.  Such  a sound,  metheught, 

Came  from  him. 

Sophia.  Let’s  remove ! here’s  too  much  air; 
The  sad  note  \9*kipjies. 

C har.  Take  courage,  madam, 

And  my  advice.  He  lias  another  mistress  ? 
If  he  have  twenty,  be  you  wise,  aud  cross  him 
With  entertaining  twice  as  many  servants; 
Anil  when  he  sees  your  humour, ’he’ll  return 
And  sue  for  any  livery.  Grieve  for  this? 

Sophia.  It  must  he  she ; ’tis  Polidora  has 
1 aken  his  heart;  she  live  my  rival? 

IIow  does  the  thought  inflame  me? 

Char.  Polidora?  [he  too; 

Sophia.  And  yet  she  does  but  justly,  and 
I would  hove  robb’d  her  of  Arcadius*  heart. 
And  they  w’ill  both  have  this  revenge  on  me. 
But  something  will  rebel.  [LVeanf. 

Enter  Demetrius,  Philoclcs,  and  Lytander. 

Dan.  *1  he  house  is  desolate;  none  comes 
forth  to  meet  us ; 

She’s  slow  to  entertain  us.  Philocles, 

1 prithee  tell  me,  did  she  wear  no  cloud 
Upon  her  brow?  was’t  freely  that  she  said 
W e should  be  welcome  ? 

Phil.  To  my  apprehension ; 

Yet  ’tis  my  wonder  she  appears  not. 
l.ysan.  She, 

Nor  any  other.  Sure  tliere’s  some  conceit 
T*  excuse  it. 

Dem.  Stay!  who's  this?  Observe  wliat foU 
}OWi-  [sir. 

Phil.  Fortune?  some  mask  to  entertain  you. 

Enter  Fortune  crown'd,  at  tended  with  Youth , 
Health , and  Pleasure. 

Fort.  Not  yet?  What  silence  doth  inhabit 

here  ? 

No  preparation  to  bid  Fortune  welcome? 
Fortune,  the  genius  of  the  world  ? Have  we 
Descended  from  our  pride  anil  state,  to  come 
So  far,  attended  with  our  darlings,  Youth, 
Pleasure,  and  Health,  to  be  neglected  thus? 
Sure  this  is  not  the  place.  Call  hither  Fame ! 

- Enter  Fame. 

Fume.  What  would  great  Fortune? 

Fort.  Know 
Who  dwells  here. 

Fame.  Once  more  I report,  great  queen. 
This  is  t lie  house  of  Love, 

Fort . 
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Fort.  It  cannot  be: 

This  place  lias  too  much  shade,  and  looks  as  if 
Jt  liail  been  quite  forgotten  of  the  spring 
And  sun-beams:  Lot c allects  society 
And  heat:  here  all  is  cold  as  the  airs  of 
winter1® ; 

Iso  harmony  to  catch  the  busy  car 
Of  passengers;  no  object  of  delight, 

To  take  the  wandring  eyes;  no  song,  no  groan 
Of  lovers,  no  complaint  of  willow  garlands; 
i/>ve  has  a beacon  upon  his  palace-top, 

Of  flainiug  hearts,  to  call  the  weary  pilgrim 
To  rest,  ami  dwell  with  him ; I see  no  fire 
To  rest  and  dwell  with  him;  I see  no  fire 
To  threaten,  or  to  warm:  can  Love  dwell  here  ? 
Fume.  If  there  be  noble  Love  upon  the 
world, 

Trust  Fame,  nntl  find  it  here. 

Fart.  Make  good  your  boast. 

Ami  bring  him  to  us. 

Vent.  What  does  mean  all  this? 

Lpen.  I told  you,  sir,  we  should  have  gome 
device. 

Enter  Love. 

There’s  Cupid  now!  that  little  gentleman 
Plas  troubled  everv masque  atcourtthis  seven 
Dcm.  No  more.  [year. 

Jjxoc.  Welcome  to  Love!  how  much  you 
honour  me ! 

It  had  become  me,  that  upon  your  summons, 
J should  have  waited  upon  mighty  Fortune; 
But  since  you  have  vouchsaf'd  visit  me, 
All  the  delights  Love  can  invent  shall  flow 
To  entertain  you.  Music,  thro  the  air 

[Music  ploys. 

Shoot  your  enticing  harmony  ! 

Fort.  We  came 
To  dance  and  revel  with  you. 

Love.  I am  poor 

In  my  ambition,  and  want  thought  to  reach 
How  much  you  honour  Love.  [Dunce. 

Enter  Honour. 

Hon.  What  intrusion’s  this? 

Whom  do  you  seek  here? 

Love.  ’ l is  Honour. 

Fort.  lie’s  my  servant. 

Lore.  Fortune  is  come  to  visit  us. 

Hon.  And  has 

Corrupted  Love ! Is  this  thy  faith  to  her. 

On  whom  we  both  wait,  to  betray  her  thus 
To  Fortune’s  triumph  ? Take  her  giddy  wheel, 
And  be  no  more  companion  to  Honour: 

I blush  to  know  tbee ! Who’llbtiieve  there  can 
Be  truth  in  Love  hereafter  ? 


Love.  I have  found 

My  eyes,  and  see  my  shame,  and  witji  it  this 
Frond  sorceress,  from  whom,  and  all  her 
charms, 

I fly  agaiu  to  Honour:  be  my  guard  ! 

Without  thee  I am  lost,  and  cannot  boast 
The  merit  of  a name.  [Hr**  Honour, 

Fort.  Despis’d?  I shall 
Remember  this  affront. 

Dcm.  What  moral’s  this  ? 

• [Exeunt  Masquers. 

Re-enter  Honour , with  the  Crown  upon  a 
mourning  Cushion. 

What  melancholy  object  strikes  a sudden 
dullness  thro’  all  my  veins,  and  turns  me  ice? 
It  is  tlie  same  I sent,  the  very  same, 

As  the  first  pledge  of  her  ensuing  greatness : 
Why,  in  this  mourning  liv’rv,  if  she  live 
To  whom  I sent  it?  11a!  what  shape  of 
■ sorrow  ? 

Enter  PolidorOf  in  mourning . 

It  is  not  Polidora!  she  was  fair 
Enough,  and  wanted  not  the  setting  off 
With  such  a black : if  thou  be’st  Polidom, 
Whv  mourns  my  love  ? It  neither  does  become 
Thy  fortune,  nor  my  joys. 

Polid.  But  it  becomes 
My  griefs;  tiiis  habit  fits  a funeral, 

And  it  were  sin,  my  lord,  not  to  lament 
A friend  new  dead. 

Dan.  And  I yet  living?  Can 
A sorrow  enicr  but  upon  thy  garment, 

Or  discomplexion  thy  attire,  whilst  I 
Enjoy  n lire  for  thee?  Who  can  deserve, 
Weigh’d  with  thy  living  comforts,  but  a Jtiece 
Of  all  this  ceremony?  Give  him  a name. 
Polid.  He  was  Arcadius. 

Dem.  Arcadius?  [once, 

Polid.  A gentleman  that  lov'd  me  dearly 
And  does  compel  these  poor  and  fruitless 
drops, 

Which  willingly  would  fall  upon  his  hearse, 
T’  embalm  him  twice. 

Dcm.  And  arc  you  sure  lie’s  dead  ? [vet 
Polid.  As  sure  as  you  are  living,  sir;  and 
I diii  not  close  his  eyes;  but  he  is  dead, 

And  I shall  never  see  the  same  Arcadius. 
lie  was  a man  so  rich  in  all  ; hat's  good, 

(At  least  I thought  him  so)  so  perfect  in 
The  mips  of  honour,  whom  alone  to  imitate 
Were  glory  in  a prince:  nature  herself, 

'Till  his  creation,  wrought  imperfectly, 

As  she  had  made  but  trial  of  the  rest, 

To  mould  him  excellent29. 


» jicrt  „n  is  cold  us  tlf  hairs  of  tcintcr.]  The  amendment  in  the  text  was  made  by  Theobald, 
is  He  teas  a man,  &c.j  Dryden  has  a passage  similar  to  this  in  All  tor  Love. 

. g0  perfect,  that  flic  very  gods  who  form  d you  wonder  d 
< At  their  own  skill,  and  cried,  ‘ A lucky  hit 
“ Hath  mended  our  design!’  Their  envy  hinder’d, 

« Or  vou  had  been  immortal,  and  a pattern, 

* When  Heaven  would  work  for  osteutation  sake, 

‘ To  copy  out  again.’  S. 
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JDem.  And  is  he  dead  ? 

Come,  shame  him  not  with  praises;  recollect 
Thy  scatter’d  hopes,  and  let  me  tell  my  best 
And  dearest  Pohdora,  that  he  lives, 

Still  lives  to  honour  thee! 
j Polid.  Lives  ? where  ? 

Dem.  Look  here ; 

Am  not  I worth  your  knowledge? 

Pot  id.  And  my  duty; 

You  are  Demetrius,  king  of  Epire,  sir. 

I could  not  easily  mistake  him  so 
To  whom  I gave  my  heart. 

Dem.  Mine  is  not  chang’d, 

But  still  hath  fed  upon  thv  memory: 

These  honours  and  additions  of  state 
Are  lent  me  for  thy  sake.  Be  not  so  strange  ! 
Let  me  not  lose  my  entertainment,  now 
T am  improv'd,  and  rais’d  unto  tiie  height 
Beneath  which  I did  blush  to  ask  thy  love ! 

Polid.  Givemeyour  pardon,  sir ! Arcadius, 
At  our  last  meeting,  without  argument 
To  move  him,  more  than  his  affection  to  me, 
Vow’d  he  did  love  me,  love  me  above  all  wo- 
men, 

And  to  confirm  his  heart  was  truly  mine, 

He  wish’d — I tremble  to  remember  it — 
When  lie  forsook  his  Polidora’s  love, 

Tliat  Heaven  might  kill  his  happiness  on 
earth : [promise 

Wa i not  this  nobly  said  ? Did  not  this 
A truth  to  shaine  the  turtle’s? 

Dem.  And  his  heart 

Is  still  the  same,  and  i thy  constant  lover. 
Polid.  Give  me  your  leave,  1 pray ! I 
would  not  say 

Arcadius  was  perjur’d;  hut  the  same  day* 
Forgetting  all  his  promises  and  oaths, 

While  yet  they  hung  upon  his  lips,  forsook 
me, 

(D’ye  not  remember  this  too  ?)  gave  his  faith 
Irani  me,  transported  with  the  noise  of 
greatness. 

And  would  be  married  to  a kingdom. 

Dan.  But 

Heaven  permitted  not  I should  dispose 
W hat  was  ordain’d  for  tlice. 

Polid.  It  was  not  virtue 
In  him ; for  sure  he  found  no  check,  no  sting, 
hi  his  own  bosom,  but  gave  freely  ?U 
1 he  reins  to  blind  ambition. 

Dem.  I am  wounded ! [joys, 

The  thought  of  thee,  i’th*  throng  of  all  my 
like  poison  pour’d  in  nectar, turns  me  frantick: 
Dear,  if  Arcadius  have  made  a fault. 

Let  not  Demetrius  be  punish’d  for’t! 

Be  pleads,  that  ever  will  be  constant  to  thee. 

Polid.  Shall  I believe  man’s  Hutteries  again, 
Lose  my  sweet  rest,  and  peace  of  thought 
again?  [\irtue 

Be  drawn  by  you  from  the  straight  paths  of 
Into  the  maze  of  love  ? [chides  me : 

Dem.  I »ee  compassion  111  thy  eye,  that 
h I have  either  soul,  but  what's  contain’d 


Within  these  words,  or  if  one  syllable 
Of  their  full  force  be  not  made  good  by  me, 
’ May  all  relenting  thoughts  in  you  take  end. 
And  thy  disdain  be  doubled!  From  thy 
pardon, 

I’ll  count  my  Coronation ; and  that  hour 
Fix  with  a rubrick  in  my  calendar J3, 

As  an  auspicious  time  to  entertain  [now 
Affairs  of  weight  with  princes.  Think  who 
Entreats  thy  mercy!  Come,  thou  shalt  be 
And  divide  titles  with  me.  [kind, 

Polid.  Hear  me,  sir : 

I lov'd  you  once  for  virtue,  and  have  not 
A thought  so  much  unguarded,  as  to  lie 
Won  from  ray  truth  and  innocence,  with  any 
Motives  of  state  to  affect  you.  [here. 

Your  bright  temptation  mourns  while  it  stays 
Nor  can  the  triumph  of  glory,  which  mud* 
you 

Forget  me  so,  court  my  opinion  back. 

Were  you  no  king,  I should  be  sooner  drawn 
Again  to  love  you ; but  *tis  now'  too  late ; 

A low-  obedience  shall  become  me  best. 

May  all  the  joys  I want 
Still  wait  on  you!  If  time  hereafter  tell  you, 
That  sorrow  for  your  fault  hath  struck  me 
dead,  [pity. 

May  one  soft  tear,  dropt  from  your  eye  111 
Bedew. my  hearse, and  I shall  sleep  securely! 
1 have  but  one  word  more : for  goodness’ 
sake, 

For  your  own  honour, sir,  correct  yourpassiun 
To  her  you  shall  love  next,  and  I forgivo 
you.  [£rtf. 

Dem.  Her  heart  is  frozen  up,  nor  can 
Thaw  it  to  any  softness.  [warm  prayers 
Phil.  I’ll  fetch  her,  sir,  again. 

Dqn.  Persuade  her  not.  [to  triumph. 
Phil.  You  give  yourpassion  too  much  leave 
Seek  iii  auother  what  she  denies. 

Enter  Mucarius. 

Mac.  Where  is  the  king?  Oh,  sir,  you  nre 
A dangerous  treason  is  afoot.  [undone; 
Dem.  What  treason?  [claim’d 

Mac.  Cassander  and  Eubulus  have  pro- 
Another  king,  whom  they  pretend  to  be 
Leonatus,  your  elder  brother,  he  that  was 
But  this  morning  prisoner  in  the  castle. 
Dan.  Ha! 

Muc.  The  easy  Epirotes 
Gather  in  multitudes  t* advance  his  title  ; 
They  have  seiz’d  upon  the  court.  >«cnrc 
your  person,  [rection. 

Whilst  wc  raise  power  to  curb  tins  insUP* 
Ant.  Lose  no  time  then. 

Dan.  We  will  not  arm  one  man. 

Speak  it  again!  have  I a brother  living, 

And  must  be  no  king  ? 

Mac.  What  means  your  grace  ? [ejcnlts 
Dem.  This  news  doth  speak  rac  happy;  it 
My  heart,  and  makes  me  capable  of  more 
Than  twenty  kingdoms! 


30  Fix  1 iilh  u rubrick  in  mu  calendar .]  i.  e.  Consider  it  as  a red-letter  day. 

VOL.  Ill,  I f . Phil. 
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Phil.  Will  you  not,  sir,  stand 
Ijpon  your  guard  ? 

Dem.  I’ll  stand  upon  my  honour: 

Mercy  relieves  me. 

Lysan.  Will  you  lose  the  kingdom  ? 

Dem.  The  world's  too  poor  to  bribe  me. 
Leave  me  all, 

Lest  you  extenuate  iny  fame,  Stnd  I 


[Act  5. 

Be  thought  to  hate  redeem'd  it  by  your 
counsel ! 

You  shall  not  share  one  scruple  in  the  ho* 
nour. 

Titles  may  set  a gloss  upon  our  name, 

But  virtue  only  is  the  soul  of  fame. 

Mac*  He’s  strangely  possess'd,  gentlemen. 


TIIE  CORONATION. 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Philocles  and  Lysander . 

Phil.  TJ  ERF/S  a strange  turn,  Lysander. 

Lysan.  Tis  a kingdom 
Easily  purchas’d:  who  will  trust  the  faith 
Of  multitudes  ? 

Phil.  It  was  his  fault,  that  would 
.So  tamely  give  his  title  to  their  mercy. 

The  new  king  has  possession. 

J ysan.  And  is  like 

To  keep  it.  We're  alone ; what  dost  think  of 
This  innovation?  Is  it  not  a fine  jig? 

A precious  cunning  in  the  late  protector, 

To  shuffle  n new  prince  into  the  state? 

Phil.  I know  not  how  they’ve  shuffled, 
but,  my  head  on't,  [look  to’t ! 

A false  card’s  turn’d  up  trump:  but,  fates 

Enter  Cassander  and  Eubulus. 

Eub.  Does  he  not  carry ’t  bravely  ? 

Cass.  Excellently. — 

Philocles!  Lysander! 

Phil.  Lysan.  Your  lordship’s  servants! 
Cass.  Are  we  not  bound  to  lieaven,  for 
multiplying 

These  blessings  on  the  kingdom3 1 ? 

Phil,  llenven  alone 
Works  miracles,  my  lord. 

I. ysan.  1 think  your  lordship  had 
As  little  hope  once  to  see  these  princes  revive. 
Cass.  Here  we 

Must  place  our  thanks,  next  Providence,  for 
preserving 
So  dear  a pledge31. 


Enter  Leona tujj  attended. 

Eub.  The  king ! 

Jjeo.  It  is  our  pleusurc 
The  number  of  our  guard  be  doubled.  Givt 
A largess  to  the  soldiers;  but  dismiss  not 
The  troops  ’till  we  command. 

Cass . May  it  please — 

Leo.  It  will  not  please  us  otherwise,  my 
We’ve  tried  your  faith  ! [loro, 

Eub.  Does  lie  not  speak  with  confidence? 
Leo.  My  lords  and  gentlemen,  to  whose 
faith  we  must  [safety, 

Owe  (next  to  lieaven)  our  fortune  and  oar 
After  u tedious  eclipse,  the  day 
Is  bright,  and  wc  invested  in  those  honours 
Our  blood  and  birth  did  chaJleugc. 

Cass.  May  no  time 

Be  register’d  in  our  annals,  that  shall  mention 
One  that  had  life  t’oppose  your  sacred  person ! 
Leo.  Let  them,  whose  title’s  forg’d  and 
flaw’d,  suspect 

Their  suite’s  security!  Our  right  to  Epire 
Heaven  is  oblig’d  to  prosper:  treason  has 
No  face  so  black  to  fright  it.  All  ray  caret 
Level  to  this,  that  I may  worthily13 
Manage  the  province, and  advance  thehonoul 
Of  our  dear  country:  and,  be  confident. 

If  an  expence  of  blood  inuy  give  addition 
Of  any  happiness  to  you,  / shall 
Oiler  my  heart  the  sacrifice,  and  rejoice 
To  make  myself  a ghost,  to  have  inscrib'd 
Upon  my  marble  but  w hose  cause  I died  fol. 
Eub.  May  Heaven  avert  such  danger! 


31  Are  rrc  not  bound  to  lieaven.]  The  retorting  of  these  very  words  by  Philocles  in  th* 
next  scene  upon  Cassander , led  Mr.  Seward,  Mr.  Theobald,  and  myself,  to  the  assunmee  of 
their  belonging  to  Cassander  here,  and  accordingly  I have  placed  his  name  before 
them.  Sympson. 

31  Phil,  lie  re  ter  must  place.']  I once  imagined  that  this  was  a speech  with  action,  and 
plight  easily  Ik*  understood,  by  supposing  Philocles  to  point  to  Eubulus;  but  I believe  Mr. 
Seward  has  more  happily  conjectured  it  ought  to  belong  to  Cassander.  Sympson. 

** worthily 

Alauape  the  province,  and  advance  the  honour 

Of  ' our  dear  country.]  To  manage  the  province  of  our  dear  country , and  advance  the 
honour  of  our  dear  country , seems  u little  inaccurate:  perhaps  we  should  read, 

worthily 

Manage  this  province £ or,  my  province, 
i.  e.  The  charge  1 have  undertook,  &c.  Sympson* 

Cast. 
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Can.  Excellent  prince. 

In  whom  we  see  the  copy  of  his  father! 
None  but  the  son  of  Theodosius, 

Could  have  spoke  thus. 

Leo.  You're  pleas'd  t*  interpret  well. 

Yet,  give  rne  leave  to  say  in  my  own  justice, 
I’ve  hut  express’d  the  promptness  of  iny  soul 
To  sene  you  all ; but  tis  not  empty  wishes 
Can  satisfy  our  mighty  charge,  a weight 
Would  make  an  Atlas  double.  A king’s  name 
Doth  sound  harmoniously  to  men  at  distance ; 
And  those,  who  cannot  penetrate  beyond 
The  bark  and  out-skin  of  a commonwealth 
Or  state,  have  eyes  but  ravish’d  with  the 
ceremony  [not 

That  must  attend  a prince,  and  understand 
What  cares  allay  the  glories  of  a crown: 

But  good  kings  find  and  feel  the  contrary. 
You’ve  tried,  my  lord,  the  burden;  and  can 
tell 

It  would  require  a pilot  of  more  years 
To  steer  this  kingdom,  now  impos'd  on  me 
By  justice  of  my  birth. 

Co-w.  I wish  not  life 

But  to  partake  those  happy  days  which  must 
Succeed  these  fair  proceedings:  we  are  blest ! 
But,  sir,  be  sparing  to  yourself!  we  shall 
Hazard  our  joys  in  you  too  soon ; the  burden 
Of  stare-adairs  impose  upon  vour  council. 
Tis  titter  that  we  waste  our  lives,  than  you 
Call  age  too  soon  upon 'you  with  the  trouble 
And  care#  that  threaten  such  an  undertaking: 
Preserve  your  youth ! 

Leo.  And  chusc  you  our  protector? 

1st  that  you  would  conclude,  my  lord?  We 
will 

Deserve  our  subjects’  faith  for  our  own  sake, 
Not  sit  an  idle  gazer  at  the  helm. 

Enter  Messenger. 

Phil.  How  ! observ’d  you  that?  Mark  bow 
CnssandeFs  planet-struck.  [for  all  that. 
Eub.  Ue  might  have  look’d  more  calmly 
I begin  to  tear;  but  do  not  yet  seem 
troubled  ’ *.  [must  secure 

Leo.  With  whnt  news  travels  hi#  haste?  1 
Myself  betimes;  not  be  a king  in  jest, 

And  wear  my  crown  a tenant  to  their  breath. 

Cass.  Demetrius,  sir,  your  brother, 

With  other  traitors  that  oppose  your  claims, 
Are  fled  to  th*  castle  of  Ncstorius, 

And  fortify — 

Mess.  I said  not  so,  my  lord. 

Cass.  I’ll  have  it  thought  so;  hence!  ' 
[Exit  Messenger. 
Leo.  Plant  force  to  batter 
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The  walls;  and  in  their  ruin  bring  us  word 
They  live  not. 

Enb.  Good  sir,  hear  me  ! 

Cass.  Let  it  work.  [crown 

Were  Demetrius  dead,  we  easily  might  un- 
This  swuln  impostor,  and  my  son  be  fair 
To  piece  w ith  young  Sophia,  who,  I hear. 
Repents  her  late  affront. 

Eub.  Their  lives  may  do  ' filings! 
You  service;  let  not  blood  stain  your  begin- 
Thc  people,  not  yet  warm  in  their  allegiance. 
May  think  it  worth  their  tumult  to  revenge  it. 
With  hnzard  of  yourself. 

Iao.  Who  dares  but  think  it? 

Yet,  offer  first  our  mercy:  if  they  yield,  [sel: 
Demetrius  must  notlive — My  lord,  your  coun- 
What  if  he  were  in  Heaven? 

Cass.  You  have  my 

Consent. — You  shall  not  stay  long  after  hi rn. 

[Aside. 

Leo.  Sophia’s  not  my  sister:  to  prevent  ail 
That  may  endanger  us,  we'll  runrrv  her; 
That  done,  no  matter  tho’we  stand  discover’d; 
For  in  her  title  then  we’re  king  of  Epire, 
Without  dispute. 

Cass.  Hum !— In  my  judgment,  sir. 

That  wo’not  do  so  well. 

Leo.  What’s  your  opinion?  [so  cunning? 
Cuss.  He  countermines  my  plot : arc  you 
Leo.  What’s  that  you  mutter,  sir? 

Cuss.  I mutter,  sir?  [postor 

Leo.  Best  say  1 am  no  king,  but  some  iiu- 
Ilais’d  up  to  gull  the  state. 

Cass.  Very  fine!  To  have  said  within 
Few  hours  you'd  been  no  king,  nor  like  to  he. 
Was  toot  i*  tii’  compass  of  high- treason,  I take 
it.  [mov’d;  speak  not. 

Eub.  Restrain  your  anger ! the  kiug’s 
Cass.  I will  speak  louder:  do  I not  kuow 
him  ? [throne 

That  self-same  hand  that  rais’d  him  to  the 
Shall  pluck  him  from  it!  Is  this  my  rewurd? 
Iao.  Our  guard  ! To  prison  with  him! 
Cuss.  Me  to  prison  ? 

Jto.  Off  with  his  head! 

Cuss.  My  head? 

Eub.  Vouchsafe  to  hear  me, 

Great  sir! 

Jao.  How  dares  he  be  so  insolent'’*? 

Cuss.  I lm’  wrought  myself  into  a line  con- 
D’ye  know  me,  gentlemen?  [dition! 

Phil.  Very  well,  uiy  lord  : [ing 

‘ How  are  we  bound  toHcavon  for  multiply - 
1 These  blessings  on  the  kingdom. * 

Jao.  We  allow  it.  [ear. 

Eub.  Couuscl  did  never  blast  a prince's 


54  Eub.  Jle  might  huve  look'd.]  If  the  reader  will  consider  this  answer,  he  will  find  that 
Lt/sandert  and  not  Eubulus,  should  he  prefix'd  before  it.  St/mpson. 

* if  the  reader  will  consider  this  answer,  be  will  find/  that  Lysander  could  not  speak  it, 
nor  *nv  but  a partisan  in  the  plot  for  elevating  Stlcucus.  Eubulus  means  by  it  to  continue 
the  deceit  on  Cassander,  till  he  procures  his  dismission  to  the  castle  of  Nestorius. 

15  Cas.  How  dares  he  be  so  insolent  ?]  I'i*  possible  that  this  line  belongs  to  Casmndcr ; 
but  I think  more  probable  it  should  be  IaohuIus s,  and  accordingly  I have  prefixed  Ins  name 
to  it.  Sympwn, 

Ff2  Us. 
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Leo.  Convey  him  to  the  sanctuary  of  rebels, 
N es to rius'  house,  w here  our  proud  brother  has 
Enscons’d  himself!  they’ll  entertain  him 
lovingly; 

He'll  be  a good  addition  to  the  traitors. 
Obey  me,  or  you  die  ibr't! — What  are  kings, 
When  subjec  ts  dare  affront  'em  ? 

Cass.  I shall  vex 
Thy  soul  for  this. 

Leo.  Away  with  him  ! When  kings 
Frown,  let  offenders  tremble ! — This  flows  not 
From  any  cruelty  in  my  nature,  hut 
The  fate  of  an  usurper:  he  that  will 
Be  confirm’d  great  without  just  title  to  it 
Must  lose  compassion;  know  what’s  good,  not 
do  it.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Polidoru  and  her  Servant . 

SerT.  Madam,  the  princess  Sophia ! 

Polid.  I attend  her  highness, 

Enter  Sophia. 

How  much  your  grace  honours  your  humble 
servant ! 

Sophia.  I hope  mv  brother's  well. 

Polid.  I hope  so  too,  madam,  [your  guest. 
Sophia.  Do  you  but  hope?  He  came  to  be 
Podd.  We* are  all  his,  whilst  he  is  pleas'd 
to  honour  [dam. 

This  prior  roof  with  his  royal  presence,  ma- 
Soplita.  1 came  to  ask  your  pardon,  Poli- 
dora.  [inc ; 

Polid.  You  never,  madam,  trespass’d  upon 
Wrong  not  your  goodness. 

Sophia.  1 can  be  but  peniteut, 

Unless  you  point  me  out  some  other  way 
To  satisfy. 

Polid.  Dear  madam,  do  not  mock  me  ! 
Sophia.  There  is  no  injury,  like  that  to  love ; 
I find  it  now  in  iny  own  sufferings: 

But  tho’l  w ould  have  robb'd  thee  of  Arcadius, 
Heaven  knew  a way  to  reconcile  your  hearts, 
And  punish'd  mein  those  joy  y you  have  found. 
I read  the  story  of  mv  loss  of  honour, 

Yet  can  rejoice,  and  heartily,  that  you 
Have  met  your  own  again. 

Polid.  Whom  do  you  mean  ? 

Sophia.  My  brother. 

Polid.  He's  found  to  himself  and  honour  : 
He  is  my  king;  and  tho’  I must  acknowledge 
He  was  the  glory  of  my  thoughts,  and  I 
Lov'd  him,  as  you  did,  madam,  with  desire 
To  be  made  his,  reason  and  duty  since 
Form'd  me  to  other  knowledge,  and  I now 
l.ook  on  him  without  any  wish  of  more 
Than  to  be  call’d  his  subject. 

Sophia.  Has  he  made 
llimself  less  capable,  by  being  king? 

Polid.  Of  what? 

Sophia.  Of  your  affection? 

Polid.  With  your  pardon,  madam. 

Lore,  in  that  sense  you  mean,  left  i’olidora 
When  he  forsook  Arcadius:  I disclaim 
All  ties  between  us, more  than  what  the  name 
Of  king  must  challenge  from  my  obedience. 


[Act  6. 

Sophia  [ande].  This  does  confirm  my  jea- 
lousy: my  heart ! — 

For  my  sake,  madam,  has  he  lost  bis  value  ? 
Polid.  Let  me  beseech  your  grace,  I may 
have  leave 

To  answer  in  some  other  cause,  or  person  ! 
This  argument  but  opens  a sad  wound 
To  make  it  bleed  afresh ; we  may  change  this 
Discourse:  1 would  elect  some  subject  whose 
Praises  may  more  delight  your  car  than  this 
Can  mine.  Let’s  talk  of  young  Lysimachus  1 
Sophia.  11a!  ray  presaging  fears  I 
Polid.  How  does  your  grace  ? [machus  ; 
Sophia.  Well.  You  were  talking  of  Lysi- 
Prov  give  me  your  opinion  of  him. 

Polid.  Mine?  [him 

It  will  be  much  short  of  his  worth:  I think 
A gentleman  so  perfect  in  all  goodness, 

That  if  there  be  one  in  the  world  deserves 
The  best  of  women,  Heaven  created  him 
To  make  her  happy. 

Sophia.  You’ve  in  a little,  madam, 
Express’d  a volume  of  mankind,  a miracle. 
But  all  have  not  the  same  degree  of  faith : 
He  is  but  young — 

Polid.  Wliat  mistress  would  desire 
Her  servant  old?  He  has  both  spring  to  please 
Her  eye  and  summer  to  return  a harvest. 
Sophia,  lie's  black — 

Polid.  He  sets  a beauty  off  more  rich, 
And  she  that's  fair  will  love  him : faint  com- 
plexions 

Betray  effeminate  minds,  and  love  of  change; 
Two  beauties  in  a bed  compound  few  men  ; 
He's  not  so  fair  to  counterfeit  a woman. 

Nor  yet  so  black  but  blushes  may  betray 
His  modesty. 

Sophia.  His  proportion  exceeds  not — 
Polid.  That  praises  him  : and  a well-com 
parted  frame 

Speaks  temper,  and  sweet  flow  of  elements; 
Vast  buildings  are  more  oft  for  show  than  use : 
I would  not  have  my  eyes  put  to  the  travel 
Of  many  acres,  ere  \ could  examine 
A man  from  head  to  foot ; he  has  no  great. 
But  hr  tnuv  boast  an  elegaut,  composition. 
Sophia.  I’ll  hear  no  more ! You  have  so  far 
outdone 

My  injuries  to  you,  that  I call  back 
My  penitence;  and  must  tell  Polidora, 

This  revenge  ill  becomes  her.  Ami  thought 
So  lost  in  soul  to  hear,  and  forgive  this? 

In  what  shade  do  I live?  or  shall  1 think 
I have  nor,  at  the  lowest,  enough  merit. 
Setting  aside  my  birth,  to  poize  with  yours? 
Forgive  my  modest  thoughts,  if  I rise  up 
My  own  defence,  and  tell  this  unjust  lady’, 
So  great  a winter  hath  not  frozen  yet 
My  check,  but  there  is  something  Naturo 
planted 

That  carries  as  much  bloom,  and  spring  upon’t 
As  yours ! What  flame  is  in  your  eye,  hut  may 
Find  competition  here?  (forgive  again, 

My  virgin  honour !)  what  is  in  your  lip 
To  ticc  th’  enamour'd  soul  to  dwell  with  more 
Ambition, 
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Act  5.] 

Ambition,  than  the  y et-un  wither'd  blush  i 

That  speaks  the  innocence  of  mine?  Oh, 
brother ! 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Dem.  I’ll  talk  with  you  anon.  My  Polidont ! 
Allow  thy  patience  ’till  ray  breath  recover,  | 
Which  now  comes  laden  w ith  the  richest  news 
Thy  ear  was  ever  blest  with. 

Sophia.  Both  your  looks 
And  voice  express  some  welcome  accident. 
Dem.  Guess  what  in  wish  could  make  me 
fortunate, 

And  Heaven  hath  dropt  that  on  Demetrius. 
Sophia.  What  means  thisextasy? 

Dem.  Twere  sin  to  busy  [I  could 

Thy  thoughts  upon’t;  I’ll  tell  thee. — That 
Retain  some  part!  it  is  too  wide  a joy 
To  be  express’d  so  soon ; and  yet  it  tails 
In  a few  syllables — thou  wo't  scarce  believe 
1 am  no  king.  [me ! 

Sophia.  How’s  that? 

Polid.  Good  Heaven  forbid! 

Dem.  Forbid  ? Heaven  has  reliev’d  me  with 
a mercy  / 

I knew  not  how  to  ask  : I have,  they  say, 

An  elder  brother  living,  crown’d  already  : 

I only  keep  iny  name  Demetrius, 

Without  desire  of  more  addition 
Than  to  return  thy  servant. 

Polid.  You  amaze  me  ! 

Can  you  rejoice  to  be  depos’d? 

Dem.  It  but 

Translates  me  to  a fairer  and  better  kingdom 
In  Polidora. 

Polid.  Me? 

Dan.  Did  you  not  say,  fine 

Were  I no  king,  you  could  be  draw  n to  love 
Again?  That  was  consented  to  in  Heaven. 

A kingdom  first  betray’d  my  ambitious  soul 
To  forget  thee : that,  and  the  flattering  glories, 
How  willingly  Demetrius  does  resign, 

The  angels  know  ! Thus  naked,  without  titles, 

1 throw  me  on  thy  charity;  and  shall 
Boast  greater  empire  to  be  tliine  again,  than 
To  wear  the  triumphs  of  the  world  upon  me. 
Enter  Macarius. 

Mac.  Be  not  so  careless  of  yourself!  the 
people 

Gather  in  multitudes  to  your  protection, 
Offering  their  lives  and  fortunes,  if  they  may 
But  see  you,  sir,  and  henryou  speak  to  ’em: 
Accept  their  duties,  and  in  time  prevent 
Your  ruin. 

Sophia.  Be  not  desperate;  ’tis  counsel— 
Dem.  You  trouble  me  with  noise ! — Speak, 
Polidora!  [My  fears 

Polid.  For  your  own  sake,  preserve  yourself ! 
Distract  my  reason. 

Enter  Aniigonus. 

Ant.  Lord  Lysimachus, 


ill 

With  something  that  concerns  your  safety,  is 
Fled  liither,  and  desires  a present  hearing. 
Mac.  His  soul  is  honest:  be  not,  sir,  a mad- 
man, 

And  for  a lady  give  up  all  our  freedoms ! 

[ Exit. 

Polid.  I will  say  any  thing,  hear  Lysimachus. 
Sophia.  Dear  brother,  hear  him  ! 

Enter  Lysimachus. 

Lysim.  Sir,  I come  to  yield 
Myself  your  prisoner : if  my  father  have 
Rais'd  an  impostor  to  supplant  your  title, 
(Which  I suspect,  and  inwardly  do  bleed  for) 

I shall  not  only,  by  the  tender  of 
Myself,  declare  my  innocence,  but  either, 

By  my  unworthy  life,  secure  your  person. 

Or  by  what  death  you  shall  impose,  reward 
The  unexpected  treason. 

Sophia.  Brave  young  man! 

Did  you  not  hear  him,  brother  ? 

Lysim.  I’m  not  minded ! 

Polid.  Bew  itness,  madam,  I resign  my  heart! 
It  never  was  another’s. — You  declare 
Too  great  a satisfaction. — I hope 
This  w ill  destroy  your  jealousy. — 

Remember  now  your  danger! 

Dan.  I despise  it ! 

What  fate  dares  injure  me  ? 

Lysim.  Yet  hear  ine,  sir!  [py. 

Sophia.  Forgive  me,  Polidora!  vouarehflp- 
My  hopes  are  remov’d  further : I had  tliougnt 
Lysimachus  had  meant  you  for  his  mistress. 

’1  is  misery  to  feed,  and  not  know  where 
To  place  my  jealousy. 

Enter  Macarius. 

l\T-ic.  Now  ’tis  too  late  ! 

You  may  be  deaf,  until  the  cannon  make 
You  find  your  sense ; we  are  shut  up  now  by 
A troop  of  horse : thank  yourself! 

Polid.  They  will 
Admit  conditions — 

Sophia.  And  allow  us  quarter? 

[A  shout  vithin* 

Polid.  We  are  all  lost! 

Dem.  Be  comforted ! 

Enter  Antigonus . 

Ant.  News ! 

My  lord  Cnssander’s  sent  by  the  new  king 
To  bear  us  company. 

Dan.  Not  as  prisoner? 

Ant.  It  does  appear  no  otherwise.  The  sol- 
diers 

Declare  how  much  they  love  him,  by  their 
noise 

Of  scoria  and  joy  to  see  him  so  rewarded. 
Dem.  Itcannotbe! 

Ant.  You’ll  find  it  presently:  Gum 

I lie  curses  the  new  king,  talks  treason  fga  Inst 
As  nimble  as  he  were  in’s  shin 16,  He’s  he  re. 


36  As  nimble  as  he  rrerc  ins  shirt."]  This  may  allude  to  Hieronimo’s  appearing  in  his  shirt 
on  the  stage,  in  the  Spanish  Tragedy,  and  inveighing  against  the  murderer  of  his  son.  K. 

Enter 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  CORONATION. 


2S2 

Enter  Catsander. 

Can.  Oh,  let  me  beg  until  my  knees  take 
root 

I’th’  eart’#.  Sir,  can  you  pardon  me  ? 

Dem.  For  what?  [treason: 

Cats.  For  treason,  desperate,  most  malicious 
I have  undone  you,  sir ! 

Drm.  It  does  appear 

You  had  a will.  fcan  ; 

Ctf«-  I’ll  make  you  all  the  recompense  I 
Rut  ere  you  kill  roe,  hear  me  ! Know  the  man 
Whom  I,  to  sene  my  unjust  ends,  advanc’d 
T’your  throne,  is  an  impostor,  a mere  coun- 
terfeit, 

Euhulus’ son.  [Exit  Ant. 

Dem.  It  is  not  then  our  brother? 

Cass.  An  insolent  usurper, protdl  and  bloody 
Seleucus.  Is  no  leprosy  upon  me? 

There  is  not  punishment  enough  in  nature 
To  quit  my  horrid  act ; I have  not  in 
My  stock  of  blood,  to  satisfy  with  weeping; 
Nor  could  my  soul,  tho’  melted  to  a flood 
W ithin  me,  gush  out  tears  to  wash  my  stain  oft*. 

Dnn.  How!  an  impostor?  What  will  bo 
r come  on's  now  ? 

W e’re  at  his  mercy. 

Cass.  Sir,  the  people’s  liearts  [see 

Will  come  to  their  own  dwelling,  when  they 
I dare  accuse  myself,  and  sutler  for  it.  [not 
Have  courage  then,  young  king ! thy  fate  can- 
Bc  long  compell’d. 

Dew.  Rise,  our  misfortune 
Carries  this  good  ; altho*  it  lose  our  hopes, 

It  makes  you  friend  with  Virtoe:  we’ll  expect 
What  Providenc  e will  do. 

Cuss.  You  ure  too  merciful. 

J.ysim.  Our  duties  shall  beg  Heaven  still  to 
preserve  you. 

Enter  Anti  points. 

Ant . Our  enemy  desires  some  parley,  sir. 
Lysim.  *Tis  not  amiss  to  hear  their  propo- 
sition. 

Eolid.  I’ll  wait  upon  you. 

Dun.  Thou  art  my  aquel,  [ourselves! 

And  ca\ist  best  instruct  me  ! — Boldly  present 
You’ll  wi til’s,  C.’assatider? 

Cuss.  And  in  dcuth  be  blest 
To  find  your  charity.  [Exit. 

Siphia.  Lysimnchus ! 

J.ysim.  Madam*?  [the  small  time 

Sophia.  They  w ilt  not  miss  your  presence, 
Is  spent  in  asking  of  a question. 

J.ysim.  I wait  your  pleasure. 

Sophia.  Sir,  I have  a suit  to  you. 

J.ysim,  To  me  ? it  must  be  granted. 
Sophia,  If  you 

Have  cancelled  your  kind  opinion  of  me, 
Deny  me  not  to  know  who  hath  succeeded 
Sophia  in  your  heart  ? I beg  the  name 
Of  your  new  mistress. 


[Act  5. 

Lysim.  You  shall  know  her,  madam, 

If  but  t*-ese  tumults  cease,  and  fate  allow  us 
To  see  the  court  again.  I hope  you’ll  bring 
No  mutiny  agaiiist  her.  But  this  is 
No  time  to  talk  of  love:  let  me  attend  you! 
Sophia.  I must  expect,  ’till  you  are  pleas’d 
to  satisfy 

My  poor  request.  Conduct  me  at  your  plea- 
sure. [Exeunt, 

Enter  Lconutusf  Ettbulus , Bishop , Ly  zander, 
and  Philoclcs . 

Iso.  They  are  too  slow ! dispatch  new 
messengers, 

T* entreat  ’em  fairly  hither.  I am  ex  tasted  ! 
Were  you  witness  for  me  too?  Is't  possible 
I am  what  this  uflirms,  true  Leonntus? 

Ami  were  you  not  my  father?  Was  l given 
In  trust  to  you  an  infant? 

Eub.  M is  a truth  [plied 

Our  soul's  hound  to  acknowledge:  you  sup- 
The  absence  and  opinion  of  my  son, 

Who  died  but  to  make  you  my  greater  cure. 
I knew  not  of  Demetrius;  but  suppos’d 
Him  dead  indeed,  as  Epire  thought  you  were. 
Your  father  s character  doth  want  no  testis 
mony,  [metrius, 

Which,  but  compar’d  with  what  concerns  He- 
Will  prove  itself  king  Theodosius*  act, 

Your  royal  futher. 

Bishop.  I ain subscrib’d  to  both  his  legacies. 
By  oath  oblig’d  to  secresy,  until 
Thus  fairly  summon’d  to  reveal  the  trust. 
Eub.  Cnssander  had  no  thought  you 
would  prove  thus, 

To  whose  policy  I gave  this  aim,  altho* 

He  wrought  you  up  to  serve  hut  as  his  engine 
To  batter  young  Demetrius:  for  it  was 
Your  father’s  prudent  jealousy  that  made  him 
Give  out  your  early  deaths,  as  if  his  soul 
Rropliesied  his  own  first,  and  fear'd  to  leave 
Either  of  you  to  the  unsafe  protection 
Of  one,  whose  study  would  be  to  supplant 
Your  right,  and  make  himsclfthe  king  of  Epire. 
Bishop.  Your  sister,  fuir  Sophia,  in  your 
father’s 

Life,  was  design’d  to  marry  with  Lysimachusj 
That  guarded  her ; altho’  she  us’d  some  art 
To  quit  her  pupillage,  and  being  absolute. 
Declar’d  love  to  Demetrius,  which  enforc’d 
Macarius  to  discover  first  your  brother. 

Leo.  No  more!  lest  you  destroy  again 
Leonatus,  [yet  ?— 

With  wonder  of  his  fate!  Arc  they  not  come 
Something  it  was  I felt  within  me  envy 
Of  young  Demetrius’  fortune;  there  were 
seeds 

Scatter’d  upon  my-henrt,  that  made  it  swell 
With  thought  of  empire  : princes  I see  cannot 
Be  totally  eclips’d.  But  wherefore  stay 
Demetrius  and  Sophia,  nt  whose  names 
A gentle  spirit  walk’d  upou  my  blood ? 

Entet 


• at  to  hose  names 

A pent  It  spirit  w alk’d  upon  my  blood?]  Thifa  would  ixnplv,  tl.at  before  be  knew  bis  rein 

lion 
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Act  5.) 


THE  CORONATION. 


m 


Enter  Demetrius , Tolidara, Sophia,  Macarius, 
Cassander , and  Lysimachus. 

Eub.  They’re  here. 

Leo.  Then  thus  T fly  into  their  bosoms  ! 
Nature  has  rectified  in  me,  Demetrius, 

The  wandriugs  of  ambition.  Our  dear  sister, 
You  are  amaz’d ; I did  expect  it:  read 
Assurance  tfiere ! the  day  is  big  with  wonder. 
Mar.  What  means  all  this? 

Leo.  Lysimachus,  be  dear  to  us ! 
Cassander,  you  are  welcome  too. 

Cast.  Not  I ; 

I do  not  look  for’t ; all  this  sha’not  bribe 
My  conscience  to  your  faction,  and  make 
Me  false  again.  Seleucus  is  no  son  * 
Of  Theodosius : my  dear  countrymen, 
Correct  your  erring  duties,  and  to  that, 

Your  lawful  king,  prostrate  yourselves ! De- 
Doth  challenge  aJl  your  knees.  [metrius 
Dem.  All  love  and  duty 
Flow  from  me  to  my  royal  king,  and  brother ! 
I am  confirm'd. 

Cass.  You  are  too  credulous! 

What  cam  betray  your  faith  so  much? 

Leo.  Sophia,  you  appear  sad,  as  if  your  will 
Gave  no  consent  to  this  day’s  happiness. 
Sophia . No  joy  exceeds  Sophia’s  for  your- 
self. [hend 

Lytim.  With  your  pardon,  sir,  I appre- 
A cause  that  makes  her  troubled : she  desires 
To  know  what  other  mistress,  since  her  late 
Vnkindness,  I have  chosen  to  direct 
My  faith  and  service. 

Leo.  A nother  in  i stress  ? 

Lytim.  Yes,  sir. 

Leo.  And  does  our  sister  love  Lysimachus? 
Sophia.  Here's  something  would  confess. 


Leo.  He  must  not  date 
To  affront  Sophia. 

Cast.  How  my  shame  confounds  me ! 

I beg  your  justice,  without  pity,  on 
My  Age. 

Leo . Your  penance  shall  be,  to  be  faithful 
To  our  state  hereafter. 

Omnes.  May  you  live  long 
And  liappy,  Leonatus,  king  of  Epire  1 
Leo.  But  where’s  your  other  mistress  ? 
Lytim.  Even  Here,  sir.  [sir? 

Leo.  Our  sister?  is  this  another  mistress, 
Lytim.  It  holds  [gan 

To  prove  my  thoughts  were  so  : when  she  be- 
Her  sorrow  for  neglecting  me,  that  sweetness 
Deserv  ’d  I should  esteem  her  another  mistress 
Than  when  she  cruelly  forsook  Lysimachus, 
Your  pardon,  madam!  and  receive  a heart 
Proud  with  my  first  devotions  to  serve  you ! 
Sophia.  In  this  I’m  crown’d  again  f now 
mine  for  ever ! 

Leo.  Y ou  have  deceiv’d  her  happily. 

Joy  to  you  both  ! 

Dem.  We’re  ripe  for  the  same  wishes ; 
Polidora’s  part  of  me. 

Polid.  He  all  my  blessing. 

Leo.  Ileav’n  pour  fuft  joys  upon  you! 
Mac.  We’re  all  blest : 

There  wants  but  one  to  fill  your  arms. 

Leo.  My  mistress 

And  wife  shall  be  my  country,  to  which  I 
Was  in  my  birth  contracted:  your  love  since 
Hath  play’d  the  priest  to  perfect  what  was 
ceremony. 

The/  kingdoms  by  just  titles  prove  our  own, 
The  subjects’  hearts  do  best  secure  a crown. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


tion  to  bis  brother  and  sister,  he  had  often  had,  by  secret  instinct,  a love  for  them:  but  ai 
no  hint  of  this  appears  in  any  thing  he  before  says  or  does,  I prefer  the  present  tense : 
walks  upon  my  blond? 

This  expression  is  noble,  and  seems  taken  from  Genesis.  The  spirit  of  God  mov’d  upon  the 
fare  of  the  waters.  Seward. 

I conceive,  that  the  poet  designed  here  to  express,  how  dormant  that  affection  which 
Ought  to  be  toward  brethren,  though  strangers  to  each  other,  hnfj  Inin  in  Seleucus ; and 
upon  this  account  I would  suppose,  that  a word  of  a stronger  import  may  yet  hid  fairer  for 
the  true  one : I read  thus, 

A gentle  spirit  wakes  upon  my  blood?  Sympson. 

We  have  retained  the  old  reading,  as  thinking  it  far  preferable  to  either  of  the  variations. 


EPILOGUE. 


Tatar,  is  no  Coronation  to-day, 

Unless  your  gentle  votes  do  crown  our  play. 
If  smiles  appear  within  each  lady’s  eye, 
Which  are  the  leading  stars  in  this  fair  sky, 
Our  solemn  day  sets  glorious;  for  then 
We  hope,  by  their  soft  influence,  the  men 
Will  grace  what  they  first  shin’d  on:  mnke't 
appear,  [car 

(Both)  how  we  please,  and  bless  Our  covetous 


With  your  applause;  more  welcome  than 
the  bells 

Upon  a triumph,  bonfire*,  or  what  else 
Cun  speak  a Coronation ! And  tlio’  I 
Were  late  depos’d,  and  spoil'd  of  majesty, 
By  the  k.nd  aid  of  your  hail  Is,  gentlemen, 
l quickly  may  be  crown’d  a queen  again. 

THE 
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THE  SEA-VOYAGE 

A COMEDY. 


This  Play  is  in  the  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  ascribed  to  Fletcher  alone,  and  was 
first  printed  in  the  folio  of  1617.  It  was  revived  by  Tom  Dur  fey,  with  alterations,  in 
the  year  1686,  and  exhibited  at  the  Theatre-Royal,  under  the  title  of  The  Commonwealth 
ot  Women,  and  tit  the  same  time  printed  in  quarto. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Mf.n. 

Albert,  <t  French  Pirate,  in  lore  with 
Aminta. 

Tibalt  do  Post,  a merry  Gentleman,  friend 
to  Albert. 

Master  of  the  Ship,  an  honest  merry  Man, 

Lamuke,  an  us uring  Merchant. 

Fp.axville,  a vain-glorious  Gallant. 

Mou  ill  at,  a shalluu-bruined  Gentleman. 

Boatswain,  an  honest  Man. 

Sebastian,  « noble  Gentleman  of  Portugal, 
Husband  to  Roscllia. 

NtctiSA,  Nephew  to  Sebastian ; both  cast  upon 
a desurt  Island. 


Raymond,  Brother  to  Aminta. 

Suroeon. 

Sailors. 

Women. 

A aii nt a,  Mistress  to  Albert , a noble  French 
Virgin. 

Rosei.lia,  Governess  of  the  Amazonian  Por- 
tugal s. 

Clarinda,  Daughter  to  Rosellia,  in  lore 
u ith  Albert . 

Hippo i cta,  ^ three  Ladies,  Members  of  the 
Joum’  > 1'tmate  ConnnoimcaUh. 


The  SCENE,  first  at  Sea,  then  in  the  Desurt  Islands. 


1 This  play,  as  it  stands  in  .ill  the  former  copies,  has  not  received  so  much  injury  in  its 
wnse  as  measure,  and  so  we  have  not  so  much  cause  to  coinplaiu  of*  the  former  as  of  tl»e 
latter;  yet  cause  there  is,  as  the  reader  will  see  in  the  following  notes.  Mr.  Shirley,  who 
published  the  old  folio  edition,  seems  to  have  had  little  care  of  making  our  poets  appear  to 
advantage,  when  lie  sent  this  play  into  the  world  in  so  unpoetical  a dress;  I own  the  restoring 
ot  the  measure  cost  me  abundantly  more  application  and  pains  than  the  correcting  the  text; 
but  vet  the  reader  must  not  expect  that  musical,  exact  How  of  numbers  which  our  modern 
KtJitlernen  of  Parnassus  are  >o  careful  about,  here,  any  more  than  in  Shakespeare:  however, 
I think  I may  remark  once  for  all,  both  upon  our  authors  and  him,  that  whenever  any 
subject  requires  the  sublime,  the  pathetick  or  descriptive,  there  the  numbers  are  equal  to 
both  the  sentiment  and  diction,  and  the  happy  mixture  is  capable  of  transporting  any  soul 
who  has  the  least  taste  for  the  beauties  of  poetry.  Sympson. 

In  1 restoring  the  measure’  (ns  Mr.  Sympsoii  calls  it)  he  lias  tacitly  interpolated,  and 
omitted  iu  u manner  unprecedented  in  any  editors  but  those  of  these  Works  in  1750.  The 
variations,  both  avowed  and  secret,  we  umy  safely  pronounce  to  be  almost  all  Tor  the  wprse, 
aud  unworthy  mention  ; those  which  arc  otherwise,  slmll  be  properly  noticed. 


VOL.  Ilf. 


ACT 


Digitized  by  Google 


226 


THE  SEA-VOYAGE. 


[Act  ]. 


- ACT  I. 


A Tempest,  Thunder  and  Lightning, 
Enter  Master  and  two  Sailors. 

Master.  T AY  her  aloof,  the  sea  grows  dan- 
eerous : 

IJow’t  spits  against  the  clouds!  how  it  capers, 
And  how  tlie  fiery  clement  frights  it  back! 
There  be  devils  dancing  in  the  air,  I think. 

I  saw  a dolphin  hang  i’llT  horns  o’th’  inoon, 
Shot  from  a wave,  llcyday,  hey-dav,  how 
she  kicks  and  yerks! 

Down  with  the  main-mast!  lay  her  at  hull! 
Furl  up  all  her  linens,  and  let  her  ride  it  out ! 

1 Sailor.  She’ll  never  brook  it,  Master; 
She's  so* deep  laden  that  she’ll  bulge. 

Master.  Hang  her! 

Can  she  not  bullet  with  a storm  a little  ? 

How  it  tosses  her!  she  reels  like  a drunkard. 
*1  Sailor.  We  have  discover’d  the  land, 
sir;  prav  let's  make  in! 

She  is  so  drunk  else  she  may  chance 
To  cast  up  all  her  lading. 

1 Sailor.  Stand  in,  stand  in ! 

W e are  all  lost  else,  lost  and  perish'd. 
Muster.  Steer  her  a-starboard  there ! 

2 Sailor.  Bear  in  with  ull  the  sail  we  can ! 
Sec,  Master, 

See  what  a clap  of  tlxindcr  there  is!  what 
A face  of  Hcav’u!  how  dreadfully  it  looks! 
Muster.  Thou  rascal,  thou  fearful  rogue, 
th’hast  been  praying! 

I see  it  in  thy  face;  thou  hast  been  mumbling, 
When  we  are  split,  you  slave1 ! Is  this  a time 
To  discourage  our  friends  with  your  cold 
orizons? 

Callup  the  boatswain.  How  it  storms!  holla! 
Enter  Boatswain. 

Boats.  What  shall  wc  do,  Master?  Cast 
over  all  her  lading  ? 

She  w ill  not  swim  an  hour  else. 

Enter  Albert , Fraavillc , Lamure , Tibalt  Du - 
Font,  and  Morillul. 

Master.  The  storm  is  loud;  we  cannot 
Hear  one  another.  What’s  the  coast? 

Boats.  We  know 
Not  yet;  shall  we  make  in? 

Alb.  W bat  comfort,  sailors  ? 


I never  saw,  since  T have  known  the  sea, 
(Which  has  been  this  twenty  years;  so  rude 
In  what  state  are  we?  [a  tempest. 

Master.  Dangerous  enough,  captain : 

We  have  sprung  five  leaks,  anil  no  little 
ones; 

(Still  rage !)  besides,  her  ribs  arc  open 
Her  rudder  almost  spent:  prepare  yourselves, 
And  have  good  courages ! Death  comes  but 
once ; 

And  let  him  come  in  all  his  frights! 

Alb.  Is’t  not  possible 

To  make  in  to  the  land?  Tis here  before  us. 
Mor.  Here  hard  by,  sir. 

Muster.  Death’s  nearer,  gentlemen. 

Yet,  do  not  cry  ; let’s  die  like  men ! 

Tib.  Shull’s  hoise  the  boat  out, 

And  go  all  at  one  cast?  The  more  the  merrier! 

Enter  Aminta.  f 

Master.  You  are  too  hasty,  monsieur;  do 
you  long 

To  be  i’  th*  fish-market  before  your  time  ? 
Hold  her  up  there! 

Aminta . Oh,  miserable  fortune! 

Nothing  but  horror  sounding  in  mine  ears; 
No  minute  to  promise  to  luy  frighted  >oul ! 

Tib * Peace,  woman!  [howling! 

We  hit’  storms  enough  already;  no  more 
Aminta.  Gentle  master! 

Master.  Clap  this  woman  under- hatches. 
Alb.  Prithee  spesde  mildly  to  her. 

Aminta.  Can  no  help — 

Master.  None,  that  I know. 

Aminta.  No  promise  li  om  your  goodness — 
Master.  Am  I a god  ? For  Heaven’s  sake, 
stow  this  woman!  [to  your  business! 
Tib.  Go,  take  your  gilt  prayer-book,  and 
Wink* and  die!  There  an  old  haddock  stays 
for  you.  [the  terrors, 

Aminta.  Must  I die  here  in  all  the  frights. 
The  thousand  several  shapes  death  triumph* 
No  friend  to  counsel  me?  [in? 

Alb.  Have  pence,  sweet  mistress! 
Aminta.  No  kindred’s  tears  upon  me? 
Oh,  my  country! 

No  geutle  band  to  close  mine  eyes? 

Alb.  Be  comforted ; } same  mercy. 

Heaven  has  the  same  pow’r  still,  and  the 


a When  ne  arc  split,  you  slave.]  The  accurate  Syrnpson  reads, 

When  we  are  splitTlNC,  slave. 

3  lie  have  sprung  Jive  leaks , and  no  little  ones; 

Still  rage i besides , her  ribs  urcopcn.]  Here  the  words  still  rage , should  either  be  in  a 
parenthesis  with  a note  of  admiratioo,  (still  rage!)  or  else,  which  is  more  probable,  from 
the  defect  in  tlie  measure,  something  is  lost,  mid  I believe  the  original  was, 

five  leaks,  and  no  little  ones; 

The  winds  still  rage;  besides,  iier  ribs  are  open, 
or  perhaps.  The  seas.  Si/mpson. 

We  think  the  first  conjecture  best. 
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Act  1.] 


Aminta.  Oh,  that  wave  will  devour  me ! 
Afaster.  Carry  her  down,  captain. 

Or,  by  these  hands.  III  give  no  more  direction, 
let  the  ship  sink  or  swim  ! We  ha’  ne’er  bet- 
ter luck  [with  us, 

When  we’ve  such  stowage  as  these  trinkets 
These  sweet  sin-breeders:  how  can  Heaven 
smile  on  us, 

When  such  a burden  of  iniquity 
Lies  tumbliug,  like  a potion,  in  our  ship's 
belly?  [Exit. 

Tib.  Away  with  her!  and,  if  she  have  a 
prayer  fly. 

That's  fit  for  such  an  hour,  let  her  say’t  quick- 
And  seriously ! [Exit. 

Alb.  Come ; I see  it  clear,  lady ; 

Come  in,  and  take  some  comfort ! I’ll  stay 
with  you.  [should  I hope  ? 

Aminta.  Where  should  I stay?  to  what  end 
Am  I not  circled  round  with  misery? 
Confusions  in  their  full  heights  dwell  about 
me ! [you, 

Oh,  moufieur  Albert,  how  am  I bound  to  curse 
(If  curses  could  redeem  ine)  how  to  bate  you  ! 
You  forc’d  me  from  my  quiet,  from  my  friends, 
Even  from  their  arms  that  were  as dear  tome 
As  day-light  is,  or  comfort  to  the  wretched; 
Tou  forc’d  my  friends,  some  from  their  peace- 
ful rest,  [groans ; 

Some  your  relentless  sword  gave  their  last 
(’Would  I had  there  been  number'd!)  and  to 
fortune’s  [ther 

Never-satisfied  afflictions  you  turn'd  my  bro- 
And  those  few  friends  I’d  left,  like  desperate 
creature*,  [pities. 

To  their  own  fears  and  the  world's  stubborn 
Oh,  merciless! 

Alb.  Sweet  mistress!* 

Anunta.  And  whether  they  are  wandring 
to  avoid  you,  [’em — 

Or  whether  dead,  and  no  kind  earth  to  cover 
Was  this  a lover’s  part?  but  Heaven  has 
found  von. 

And  in  his  loudest  voice,  his  voice  of  thunder, 
And  in  the  mutiny  of  his  deep-wonders4, 

He  tells  you  now,  you  weep  too  late. 

Alb.  Let  these  tears 


Tell  how  I honour  you ! You  know,  dear  lady, 
Since  you  were  mine,  how  truly  i have  lov’d 
you, 

How  sanctimoniously  observ'd  your  honour: 
Not  one  lascivious  word,  not  one  touch,  lady, 
No,  not  a hope  that  might  not  render  me 
The  unpolluted  servant  of  your  chastity. 

. For  you  I put  to  sea,  to  seek  your  brother5, 
(Your  captain,  yet  your  slave)  that  his  redemp- 
tion. 

If  lie  be  living  where  the  sun  lias  circuit. 
May  expiate  your  rigour,  and  iny  rashness. 
Aminta.  The  storm  grows  greater;  what 
shall  we  do  ? 

Alb.  Let’s  in, 

And  ask  Heaven’s  mercy!  My  strong  mind 
yet  presages, 

Thro’  all  these  dangers,  we  shall  see  a day  yet 
Shall  crown  your  pious  hopes,  and  my  Aur 
wishes.  [ Exit  with  Aminta. 

Enter  Muster,  Sailors,  Gentlemen,  and  Boat- 
strain. 

Afaster.  It  must  all  overboard. 

Boats.  It  clears  to  seaward,  Master. 
Afaster.  Fling  o’er  die  lading  there,  and  let 
ns  lighten  her,  [else  !) 

(All  the  meat,  and  the  cakes;  we  are  all  gone 
That  we  may  find  her  leaks,  and  hold  her  up! 
Yet  save  some  little  biscuit  for  the  lady. 

Till  we  come  to  tli*  land6! 

Lam.  Must  ray  goods  over  too? 

Why,  honest  Master,  here  lies  all  my  money, 
The  money  I ha’  rak’d  by  usury, 

To  bnv  new  lands  and  lordships  in  new  coun- 
tries, [been 

’Cause  I was  banish’d  from  mine  own:  I huf 
This  twenty  years  a-raising  it. 

Tib.  Out  with  it ! 

The  devils  are  got  together  by  the  cars, 

Who  shall  lia’t;  and  here  they  quarrel  in  the 
clouds, 

him.  I am  undone,  sir  ! [perish. 

Tib.  And  he  undone;  ’tis  better  thou  we 
him.  Oh,  save  one  clieat  of  plate  ! 

Tib.  Away  with  it  lustilv,  sailors! 

It  wus  some  pawn  that  he  has  got  unjustly; 


4 Of  his  deep  wonders.]  Deep  wonders  may  he  good  English,  hut  it  is  not  very  intelligible 
as  it  is  here  circumstanced ; the  addition  of  a single  hyphen  makes  all  clear,  deep-wonders. 

Sympson . 

5 For  yon  T put  to  sen,  to  seek  your  brother .]  This,  if  it  has  any  meaning,  must  signify  that 
his  wile  end  of  putting  to  sea  was  to  find  out  Tier  brother,  and  yet,  act  iii.  scene  1,  Franville 
says  positively,  that  they  were  bound 

For  happy  places,  and  most  fertile  islands  j 
but  that  afterwards 

She  turn’d  the  captain’s  mind,  Ac. 

This  inconsistency  might  possibly  br  owing  to  some  over  and  above  complaisant  player,  who 
was  w illing  to  enhance  the  value  of  Albert'*  service,  and  make  him  compliment  his  mistress, 
not  only  at  the  expence  of  our  poets,  hut  even  of  truth  itself.  Sympson . 

This  assertion  here  is  too  positive,  and  too  much  pursued,  and  the  circumstance  too  unim- 
portant to  be  ascribed  to  the  interpolation  of  a player.  If  there  is  an  inconsistency,  it  is 
more  probably  owing  to  the  inadvertency  of  the  authors. 

* Fling  o'er  the  lading , &c.]  The  giving  this  and  the  following  four  lines  to  the  Afaster 
(wbich  was  before  a continuation  of  the  Boatswain's  speech)  is  recommended  by  Sympson. 
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[Act  1. 


Down  witlf  it  low  enough,  and  let  crabs  breed 
Master.  Over  with  the  trunks  too.  [in’t! 

Enter  Albert. 

Alb.  Take  mine,  and  spare  not. 

Muster.  We  an  us  t over  with  all. 

Fran.  Will  ye  throw  away  my  lordship  that 
Isold,  [sea  with? 

Put  it  into  cloatlis  and  necessaries,  to  go  to 
Tib.  Over  wi’t ! I love  tose**  a lordship  sink: 
Sir,  you  left  no  wood  upon't,  to  buoy  it  up; 
You  might  ha*  sav’d  it  else. 

Fran.  I am  undone 
For  ever. 

Alb.  Why,'  we’re  all  undone : would  you 
Be  only  happy? 

].nm.  Sir,  you  may  lose  too. 

Ttb.  Thou  liost!  I ha’ nothing  but  my  skin, 
And  my  cloatlis;  my  sword  here*  and  myself; 
Two  crowns  in  my  pocket,  two  pair  ot  curds7. 
And  three  false  dice:  l can  swim  like  a fish, 
Unseal ; nothing  to  hinder  me. 

Boats.  In  with  her  of  all  hands! 

Muster.  Come,  gentlemen  ; come, captain; 
ye  must  help  all. 

IVly  life  now  for  the  land ! Tis  high  and  rocky, 
Ami  full  of  perils. 

Alb.  However,  let’s  attempt  it! 

Master.  Then  cheer  lustily,  my  heart* ! 

% [Fim/nt. 

Enter  Sebastian  and  Nicusa. 

Seb.  Yes,  ’tis  a ship;  I see  it  now;  a tall 
ship ! 

She  has  wrought  lustily  for  her  deliverance; 
ileaven’s  mercy,  what  a wretched  day  hus 
here  been ! [no  misery, 

Nicusa.  To  still  and  quiet  minds  that  knew 
It  may  seem  wretched ; but  with  us  ’tis  ordi* 
nary : [terror, 

Heaven  has  no  storm  in  store,  nor  earth  no 
That  can  seem  new  to  us. 

Stb.  ’Tis  true,  Nicusa: 

If  fortune  were  determin’d  to  be  wanton, 
And  would  w ipc  out  the  stories  of  men’s  mi- 
series, 


Y ct  we  two  living,  we  could  cross  her  purpose ; 
For  ’tis  impossible  she  should  cure  us. 

We  are  so  excellent  in  our  afflictions : 

It  would  be  more  than  glory  to  her  blindness. 
And  stile  her  power  beyond  her  pride,  to 
quit  us. 

Nicusa.  Do  they  live  still? 

Scb.  Yes,  and  make  to  harbour. 

Nicusa.  Most  miserable  men  ! I grieve 
their  fortunes. 

Scb.  How  happy  had  they  been,  had  the 
sea  cover'd  ’em ! 

They  leap  from  one  calamity  to  another; 
Had  they  been  drown’d,  they’ll  ended  all  their 
sorrows. 

What  shouts  of  joy  they  make! 

[JS’/iom/  within. 

Nicusa.  Alas,  poor  wretches ! % 

Had  they  but  once  experience  of  this  island, 
They’d  turn  their  tunes  to  wailings. 

Scb.  Nay,  to  curses, 

That  ever  they  set  foot  on  such  calamities: 
Here  is  no  tiling  but  rocks  and  barrenness14, 
Hunger  and  cold,  to  eat ; here’s  no  vineyards 
To  chear  the  heart  of  man,  no  crystal  rivers, 
After  his  labour  to  refresh  his  body. 

If  he  be  feeble;  nothing  to  restore  him, 

But  iieav'nly  hopes:  Nature,  that  made  those 
remedies,  [tresses, 

Dares  not  come  here,  nor  look  on  our  dis- 
For  tear  she  turn  wild,  like  the  place,  and 
barren.  [what  we  were ! 

Nicusa.  Oh,  uncle,  yet  a little  memory  of 
’Twill  be  a little  comfort  in  our  calamities: 
When  we  were  seated  in  our  blessed  homes. 
How  happy  in  our  kindreds,  in  our  families^ 
In  all  our  fortunes — 

Scb.  Curse  on  those  French  pirates 
That  displumed  us!  That  done  us  from  that 
happiness 

We  found  there,  constrained  us  to  sea, 

To  save  our  lives,  lion  our#,  and  our  riches. 
With  all  we  had,  our  kinsmen  and  our  jewels. 
In  hope  to  find  some  place  free  from  such 
robbers ! [where 

Where  a mighty  storm  sever’d  our  barks,  that 


7 Two  pair  of  cards  ] i.  e.  Two  packs  of  cards , as  they  are  now  called.  They  were  for- 
merly called,  us  here,  pairs  of  cards.  Thus  in  ‘ The  honorable  histone  of  the  Frier  Bacon 
* and  Frier  Bon  gay,  by  Robert  Greene,  1030,*  ‘ Have  you  not  good  tippling  houses  there?  may 
‘ not  a man  have  a lusty  fire  there,  a pot  of  good  ale,  a paire  of  curdcs , a swinging  piece  of 
1 chalke,  and  a brown  toast  that  will  clap  a white  wastcoat  on  a cup  of  good  dnuke  ?’  R. 

6 Here's  nothing  but  rocks  and  barrenness , 

Hunger  and  cold  to  eat ; here's  no  vineyards,  &c.J  Nothing  but  rocks  and  barrenness  to  eat , 
is  intelligible  and  good  language,  but  surely  no  poetical  license  will  excuse  what  follows, 
Hunger  and  cold  to  eat ; 

I would  read,  for  meat;  i.  e.  instead  of  meat,  and  propose  to  supply  the  measure  thus, 

There’s  iiotl.iug  here  hut  rocks  and  barrenness, 

Hunger  and  cold  for  meat;  here  arc  no  vineyards,  &c.  Seward. 

I would  read  and  point  thus, 

Here’s  nothing  here  but  rocks  and  barrenness. 

Hunger  and  cold;  nothing  to  eat;  no  vineyards 

As  I have  not  alter’d  the  text,  the  reader  may  take  his  choice.  Sympson. 

Y\  c do  not  understand  why  me at  is  better  than  eat ; the  sense  is  the  same ; and  the  rest 
of  the  variation  is  unauthorized. 

Mr  . 
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My  wife,  my  daughter,  and  my  noble  ladies 
That  went  with  her,  virgins  und  loving  souls, 
To  scape  those  pirates — 

Niiusa.  Thcv  are  living  yet;  such  good- 
ness cannot  perish.  [again. 

Scb.  Hut  never  to  me,  cousin,  never  to  me 
What  bears  their  flag-staves  ? 

Niaua.  The  arms  of  France  sure. 

Nav,  do  not  start ! wo  cannot  be  more  mi- 
serable; 

Death  is  a cordial  now,  come  when  it  will. 
Seb.  The^  get  to  shore  apace ; they'll  fly 
as  fast  . [which  swims  there? 

When  once  they  find  the  place.  What’s  that 
Xicnsa.  A strong  young  man,  sif,  with  a 
h'liuisoine  woman 
Hanging  about  his  neck. 

Scb.  That  shews  some  honour : 

May  thy  brave  chanty,  whatoVr  thou  ait, 

2k  spoken  in  a place  that  may  rendwn  thee, 
And  not  die  here! 

Xicnsa.  The  bout,  it  seems,  turn'd  over. 

So  forced  to  their  shills;  yet  aii.7rt  landed. 
They’re  pirates,  oil  my  life. 

Scb.  They  will  not  r$b  us; 

For  none  will  take  our  misery  for  riches. 
Come,  cousin,  let's  descend,  and  try  their 
pities ! 

If  we  get  off,  a little  hope  walks  with  us; 

If  not,  we  shall  but  load  this  wretched  island 
With  the  same  slmdows  still,  that  must  grow 
sliorter.  [Exeunt. 

Eater  Albert,  Atjiinia,  'JVutlt,  Mori l lot,  Im- 
mure, Master , Erunville,  Surgeon,  and 
Sailors. 

Tib.  Wet  come  ashore9,  iny  mates ! we’re 
safe  arriv’d  yet.  [mnn  lost : 

Muster.  Thanks  to  Heaven’s  goodness,  no 
The  ship  rides  fair  too,  and  her  leaks  in  good 
plight.  [ — flow  does  my  dear? 

Alb.  T he  weather’s  turn’d  more  courteous. 
Alas,  how  weak  she  is,  und  wet ! 

Ammta.  I am  glad  yet,  I scap’d  with  life : 
Which  certain,  noble  captain,  next  to  Hea- 
ven’s goodness, 

l must  thank  you  for;  and,  which  is  more. 
Acknowledge  your  dear  tenderness,  your  firm 
love, 

To  your  unworthy  mistress ; and  recant  too 
(Indeed  I must)  those  harsh  opinions, 

Those  cruel  unkind  thoughts,  I heap’d  upon 
you : 

Further  than  that,  I must  forget your  injuries. 
So  far  I ain  tied  and  fetter’d  to  your  service; 
Believe  me,  I will  learn  to  love. 

Alb.  I thank  you,  madam; 

And  it  shall  be  my  practice  to  serve. 

Wlmt  cheer,  companions? 


Tib.  No  great  cheer,  sir;  a piece  of  soused 
biscuit,  [order, 

And  half  an  hard  egg;  for  the  sea  has  tu’eu 
Being  young  and  strong,  we  sluill  not  surfeit, 
captain. 

For  mine  own  part,  I'll  dance  till  I am  dry: 
Come,  Surgeon,  out  with  your  clyster-pipe. 
And  strike  n gulliard.  [fair  weather, 

Alb.  What  a brave  day  again!  and  what 
After  bO  foul  a storm  ! 

La/n.  Ay,  an’t  pleas’d  the  Master, 

He  might  ha’  seen  this  weather,  and  ha’ sav'd 
our  goods.  [and  healths. 

Alb.  Never  think  on  'em!  we’ve  our  lives 
Lam.  I must  think  on  ’em,  and  think  'twas 
most  maliciously 
Done  to  undo  me. 

Fran.  And  me  too;  I lost  all: 

I ha’n’t  another  shirt  to  put  upon  me, 

Nor  cloaths,  hut  these  poor  rugs:  I had 
fifteen 

Fair  suits,  the  worst  was  cut  upon  taftaty. 
Tib.  I am  glad  you  ha*  lost:  give  me  thy 
hand  ! faith  scabs? 

Is  thy  skin  whole?  Art  thou  not  purl'd10 
No  antient  monuments  of  madam  Venus? 
Th'  hast  a suit  then  will  pose  the  cunning'st 
tailor. 

That  will  never  turn  fashion,  nor  forsake  thee. 
Till  thy  executors,  the  worms,  uncase  thee; 
They  take  off glorious  suits,  Frauville!  thou’rt 

happy 

Thou  art  deliver’d  of 'em;  here  arc  no  brokers, 
No  alchvmists  to  turn  ’em  into  metal ; 

Nor  leather’d  captains, 

With  ladies  to  adore  ’em!  Wilt  thou  see 
A dog-fish  rise  in  one  of  thy  brave  doublets, 
And  tumble  like  a tub  to  make  thee  merry? 
Or  an  old  haddock  rise  with  thy  hatch’d  sword 
Thou  paid’st  a hundred  crowns  for? 

A mermaid  in  a mantle  of  your  worship’s  ? 
Or  a dolphin  in  your  double  ruff? 

Fran.  Ye’re  merry; 
but  if  l take  it  thus,  if  I he  foisted 
And  jeer’d  out  of  my  goods — 

I Mm.  Nor  I,  I vow  thee  ! 

Nor  master  nor  mute — I see  vour  cunning. 
Alb.  Oli, 

Be  not  angry,  gentlemen ! 

JVfor.  Yes,  sir,  we’ve  reason : 

And  some  friends  I can  make. 

Mast.  What  I did,  gentlemen, 

Was  for  the  general  safety : if  ye  aim 
At  me,  l*m  not  so  tame — 

Tib.  Pray  take  my  counsel ; 

Gallants,  fight  not  till  the  surgeon  he  well! 
He’s  damnable  sea-sick,  and  may  spoil  all; 
Besides,  h’  hus  lost  his  fiddlestick,  and  the 
best 


* Wet  come  ashore — arrived  act. 

Mast.  Thanks — ] Wet  conic  alluding  to  welcome,  is  exceeding  right  and  proper  here 
in  Tibalt' s mouth,  whose  droll  character  is  well  supported  throughout  the  play.  Sympsoj i. 

,c  furfd.]  Perhaps  from  the  French  word  per  It,  rough,  rugged,  not  smooth.  Cot  grave’s 
Dictionary.  R. 
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Box  of  boarVgrease.  Why  do  you  make  such 
Ami  hand  jour  swords?  [laces, 

Alb.  Who  would  ye  fight  with,  gentlemen? 
\Vh'  Iras  done  ye  wroug?  for  shame,  be  better 
temper’d!  [ties, 

No  sooner  come  to  give  thanks  for  our  pafe- 
But  we  must  raise  new  civil  broils  amongst  us, 
Inflame  those  angry  powers,  to  shower  new 
vengeance  on  us:  [murs, 

AY  hut  con  w e expert  for  these  unmanly  inur- 
These  strong  temptations  of  their  holy  pities, 
But  plagues  in  another  kind,  a fuller,  so 
dreadful 

That  the  singing  storms  arc  si  umbers  to  it? 

Tib.  Be  men,  nnd  rule  your  minds  ! 

If  you  will  needs  fight,  gentlemen. 

And  think  to  raise  new  riches  by  your  va- 
lours, 

Have  at  ye!  I have  little  else  to  do  now; 

I have  said  my  prayers.  You  sa  v you  have  lost, 
And  make  your  loss  your  quarrel,  [ter. 
And  grumhientniy  captain  here, nnd  th’inas- 
Two  worthy  persons,  indeed  too  worthy  for 
such  rascals. 

Thou  galloon  gallant,  and  Mammon  you 
That  build  on  golden  mountains ! thou  mo- 
ney-maggot ! [miserable. 

Come,  all  draw  your  swords!  Ye  say  ye're 
Alb.  Nay,  hold,  good  Tibalt ! 

Tib.  Captain,  let  me  correct  ’em  ! — 

I’ll  make  ye  ten  times  worse! — I will  not 
leave  ’em — [eating ; 

For  look  ye,  fighting's  as  nourishing  to  me  us 
1 was  bom  quarrelling. 

Afaster.  Pray,  sir ! [’em  !— 

Tib.  I will  not  leave  'em  skins  to  cover 
Do  you  grumble  when  yc  are  well,  ye  rogues  ? 
Master.  Noble  Du-Pont ! 

Tib.  Ye  have  cloaths  now,  nnd  ye  prate. 
Annnt/i.  Pray,  gentlemen,  for  my  sake,  he 
at  peace ! 

Let  it  become  me  to  make  all  friends  ! 

Fran.  You’ve  stopt  our  angers,  lady. 

Atb.  This  shews  noble.  ■ [a  biscuit ; 
Tib.  *Tis  well ; ’tis  very  well ! '1  here’s  half 
Break  it  amongst  ye  nil,  and  thank  »ny  bounty. 
This  is  cloaths  and  plate  too;  come,  no  more 
quarrelling ! 

Aminta.  But  ha ! what  things  arc  these? 
Are  they  human  creatures? 

Enter  Sebastian  and  Nicvsa. 

Tib.  Pve  heard  of  sea-calves. 

A lb.  They’re  no  shadows  sure; 

They've  legs  and  arms. 

Tib.  They  hang  but  lightlv  on  tho*.  [faces? 
Aminta.  How  they  look  f Are  they  men’s 
Tib.  T hey  have  hor«**-tails  growing  to  ’em. 
Goodly  long  manes. 

Aminta.  'Lju s,  what  sunk  eyes  they  have  ! 
How  they  are  crept  in,  as  it  they  h:ui  been 
Sure  they  are  wretched  men.  [frighted  ! 

Tib.  Where  are  their  wardrobes  r ! 

Look  yc,  Franville,  here  art-  a couple  of  cour- 
Amintu.  They  kneel : alas,  poor  souls ! 


Alb.  What  are  ye?  speak! 

Are  ye  alive?  or  wandnug  shadows, 

That  find  no  peace  on  earth,  till  ye  reveal 
Some  hidden  secret? 

Seb.  We  are  men  as  you  am. 

Only  our  miseries  make  us  seem  monsters. 

If  ever  pity  dwelt  in  noble  hearts — 

Alb.  Wc  understand  ’em  too!  Pray  mark 
’em,  gentlemen ! [charity; 

Seb.  Or  that  Heaven's  pleas’d  with  human 
If  ever  ye  have  beard  the  ua^ne  of  friendship, 
Or  suffer’d  in  yourselves  the  least  affliction-; 
Have  gentle  fathers  that  have  bred  ye  ten- 
derly, . [tunes; 

And  me  titers  that  have  wept  for  your  rnisfor-  * 
Have  mercy  on  our  miseries ! 

Alb.  Stand  up,  wretches. 

Speak  baldly,  and  have  release ! 

Nicufa.  If  ye  be  Christians, 

And  by  that  blessed  name  bound  to  relieve  us, 
Convey  us  from  this  island ! 

Alb.  Speak!  w lint  are  ye?  [more, 

Seb.  As  you  arc,  gentle  horn;  to  tell  ye 
Were  but  to  number  itp  our  own  calamities, 
Ani^  turn  your  eyes  wild  with  perpetual 
weepings. 

These  many  years  in  this  most  wretched  islaud 
We  two  have  liv'd,  tlie  scor;»  and  game  of 
fortune: 

Bless  yourselves  from  it,  nobic  gentlemen ! 
The  greatest  plagues  tlmt  human  nature  suffer? 
Are  seated  here,  wildness  and  wants  innu- 
merable ! 

Alb.  IIow  came  yc*  hither? 

A 'iatsa.  In  a ship,  as  you  do,  and  fas  you 
might  have  been,  [noble  use) 

Had  not  Heav’n  preserv'd  ye  for  some  more 
Wreck t desperately;  our  men  and  all  con- 
sum'd, 

But  we  two,  that  still  live,  and  spin  out 
'The  thin  and  ragged  threads  of  our  misfor- 
Alb.  Is  there  no  meat  above  ? [tunes. 
Seb.  Nor  meat  nor  quiet: 

No  summer  here,  to  promise  «ny  thing; 

Nor  autumn,  to  make  full  the  reapers’  hands; 
The  earth,  obdurate  to  the  tears  of  Heav’n, 
Ixjts  nothing  shoot  but  poison’d  weeds; 

No  rivers,  nor  no  pleasant  groves,  no  beasts: 
All  that  were  made  for  man’s  use  fly  this  de- 
sart ; 

No  airy  fowl  dares  make  his  flight  o’er  it. 

It  is  so  ominous.  [tore, 

Serpents,  and  ugly  things,  the  shames  ot  Na- 
lloots  of  malignant  tastes,  foul  standing  wa- 
ters : 

Sometimes  we  find  a fulsome  sea-root. 

And  that’s  a delicate;  a rat  sometimes 
And  that  we  hunt  like  princes  in  their  plea- 
sure; [quet. 

And  when  we  take  a toad,  we  make  a ban- 
Aminta.  For  Heav’n’s  sake,  let’s  aboard! 
Alb.  D’ye  know  no  further? 

Kicusa.  Yes; 

We've  sometimes  seen  tlie  shadow  of  a place 
Inhabited,  and  heard  the  noise  of  hunters, 

ABd 
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And  have  attempted  to  find  it : so  far  ns  a 
river,  [rocks, 

Deep,  stow,  and  dangerous,  fenced  with  high 
We’ve  gone;  but,  not  able  t'atchieve  that 
hazard, 

Return'd  to  our  old  miseries.  If  this 
Sad  story  may  deserve  your  pities — 

Alb.  Ye  shall  [lies. 

Aboard  with  us;  we  will  relieve  your  mise- 
Seb.  Nor  will  we  be  unthankful  for  this  be- 
nefit; 

No,  gentlemen,  we’ll  pay  for  our  deliverance: 
Look,  ye  that  plough  the  sens  for  wealth  and 
pleasures,  [tions, 

^Tliat  out-run  day  and  night  with  your  ainbi- 
Look  on  those  heaps!  they  seem  hard  ragged 
quarries; 

Remove,  and  view  ’em  fully!  [jewels! 
Muster.  Oh,  lleav’n,  they’re  gold  and 
Seb.  Be  not  too  hasty ! Here  lies  another 
heap. 

Mur.  And  here  another,  all  perfect  gold ! 
Alb.  Stand  further  off! 

You  must  not  he  your  own  carvers. 

I Mm.  W e have  shares,  and  deep  ones. 
Fran.  Yes,  sir,  we  will  maintain! : ho,  fel- 
low-sailors! [all  this. 

Jjim.  Stand  nil  to  your  freedoms ! I’ll  have 
Fran.  And  I this. 

Tib.  You  shall  be  bang'd  first. 

Lam.  My  losses  shall  be  made  good. 

Fran.  So  shall  mine,  or  with  my  sword  I’ll 
do’t. — 

All  that  will  share  with  us,  assist  us! 

Tib.  Captain,  let’s  set  in  ! 

Alb.  This  money  will  undo  us,  undo  us  all. 
Seb.  This  gold  was  th’ overthrow  *f  my 
happiuess: 

1 had  command  too,  when  I landed  here. 
And  led  young,  high,  and  noble  spirits  under 
me:  [their  captain, 

This  cursed  gold  enticing  ’em,  they  set  upon 
On  me  that  own’d  this  wealth,  and  this  poor 
gentleman ; [own 

Cave  us  no  few  wounds,  forc'd  us  from  our 
And  then  their  civil  swoTds,  who  should  be 
owners,  [own  lives ; 

And  who  lord*  over  all,  turn’d  against  their 
Tir-t,  in  their  rage  consum’d  the  ship, 

( That  poor  part  of  the  ship  that  scap’d  the 
first  v/recx)  [and  careful ! 

Next,  their  lives  by  heaps:  oh,  he  you  wise 
Lum.  We'll  ha’ more:  sirrah,  coine  shew  it! 
Fran.  Or  ten  times  -worse  afflictions  than 
thou  speak’s t of— 

Alb.  Nay,  an  ye  will  be  dogs — [Beats  ’em. 
Tib.  Let  me  come,  captain ! 

This  golden  age  must  have  an  iron  ending. 
Have  at  the  bunch  ! [He  beats  ’em  off.  Exit . 
Aminta.  Oh,  Albert ! oh,  gentlemen ! oh, 
friends ! [Exit. 

Seb.  Come,  noble  nephew ! if  we  stay 
here  wc  die : [th’  spoil ; 

Here  rides  their  ship  yet ; all  are  gone  to 
Let’s  make  a quick  use  f 


Nicusa.  Away,  dear  uncle ! 

Si  b.  This  gold 
Was  our  o'erthrow. 

NiCusa.  It  may  now  be  our  happiness. 

[ Exeunt . 

Enter  Tibalt , pursuing  and  beating  the  rest. 

Tib.  You  shall  have  gold!  yes,  I will  cram 
itint'ye!  [v«_». 

You  shall  be  your  ow  n carvers ! yes,  I’ll  carve 
Mar.  I’m  sure:  I pray  hear  reason! 

Tib.  I’ll  hear  none  : 

Covetous  base  minds  have  no  reason. 

I’m  hurt  myself;  hut,  whilst  I have  a leg  left, 
I will  so  haunt  your  gilded  souls— How  d’ye, 
captain  ? 

\ou  bleed  apace;  curse  on  the  causers  on’t! 
You  do  not  faint? 

Alb.  No,  no;  I’m  not  so  happy. 

Tib.  D’ye  howl?  nay,  ye  deserve  it: 

Base  greedy  rogues!  Come,  shall  we  make  an 
end  of  cm?  [sake,  spare  ’em  ! 

Alb.  They  are  our  countrymen ; for  Heav’n’s 
Alas,  they’re  hurt  enough, and  they  relent  now. 
Aminta  [a6ore].  Oh,  captain,  captain  ! 
Alb.  Whose  voice  is  that? 

Tib.  The  lady’s. 

Aminta.  Look,  captain,  look  ! you  are  un- 
done: poor  captain  ! 

We’re  all  undone,  all,  all ! we  are  all  mise- 
rable ! [your  ship ! 

Mad  w ilful  men,  ye  are  Undone : Vour  ship. 
Alb.  What  of  her? 

Aminta.  She  is  under  sail,  and  floating; 
See,  where  she  flics ! See,  to  your  shames,  yoa 
wretches,  [gold ! 

These  poor  starv’d  tilings  that  shew- d you 
[Jjinnire  and  Franvil/e  go  up  to  see  the  ship. 

1 Sailor.  They  have  cut  the  cables,  [’em. 
And  got  her  out;  the  tide  too  has  befriended 

Master.  Where  are  the  sailors  that  kept 
her?  [money. 

Boats.  Here,  here  i’  th’  mutiny,  to  take  up 
A nd  left  no  creature ; left  the  boat  ashore  too: 
This  gold,  this  damn’d  enticing  gold  ! 

2 Suilor.  How  the  wind  drives  her. 

As  if  it  vied  to  force  her  from  our  furies ! 
Low.  Come  back,  good  old  men! 

Fran.  Good  honest  men,  coine  back ! 

Tib.  The  w ind’s  against  ye;  speak  louder! 
Earn,  Ye  shall  have  all  your  gold  again. 
They  see  us. 

Tib.  Hold  up  your  hands,  and  kneel,  and 
howl,  ye  blockheads? 

They’ll  have  compassion  on  ye? 

Yes,  yes,  ’tis  very  likely;  yeve  deserv'd  it. 
D’ye  look  like  dogs  now?  Are  your  mighty 
Abated  ? [courages 

Alb.  I bleed  npace,  Tibalt. 

Tib.  Hetirc,  sir; 

And  make  the  best  use  of  our  miseries ! 

They  but  begin  now. 

Enter  Aminta. 

Aminta.  Are  ye  alive  still? 
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[Act  2. 


Alb.  Yes,  sweet. 

Tib.  Help  him  off,  lady,  [something 
And  wrap  hint  warm  in  yotir  amts;  here  is 
That’s  comfortable ; off  with  him  handsomely! 
1*11  come  to  ye  straight,  hut  vex  these  rascals 
a little.  [Exeunt  Albert  and  Aminta. 
Frttn.  Oh,  I’m  hungry,  and  hurt,  and  I am 
weary. 

Tib.  Here  is  a pestle  of  a Portigue,  sir! 
Tis  excellent  meat  with  sour  sauce  : 

And  here’s  two  chains;  suppose  ’em  sausages! 
Then  there  wants  mustard ; hut  the  fetuful 
surgeon 

Will  supply  ye  presently". 

Jmiji.  Ob,  for  that  surgeon ! I shall  die  else. 
Tib.  Faith  there  he  lies  in  the  same  pickle 
too.  (are  lost; 

Surgeon.  My  salves  and  all  my  instruments 
And  I am  hurt  and  starv’d : good  sir,  seek  for 
Some  herbs! 

'Tib.  Here’s  herb-graceless;  will  that  serve? 


Gentlemen,  will  ye  go  to  supper? 

Omnes.  Where  is  the  meat?  [is there? 
2 \b.  Where  is  the  meat?  What  a veal-voice 
Fran.  Would  we  had  it,  sir,  or  any  thing 
else!  [but  that 

Tib.  1 would  now  cut  your  throat,  you  dog, 
I wo’not  do  you  such  a courtesy, 

To  take  you  from  the  benefit  of  starving. 
Oh,  what  a comfort  will  your  worship  have 
Some  three  days  hence!  Ye  things  beneath 
pity ! 

Famine  shall  be  your  harbinger:  [hangings; 
You  mubt  not  look  for  down-beds  here,  nor 
Tho’  I could  wish  yc  stroug  ones;  [hers, 
Yet  there  he  many  lightsome  cool  star-cnam- 
Open  to  every  sweet  air,  I'll  assure  ye, 
Ready  provided  for  ye,  and  so  I’ll  leave  ye: 
Your  first  course  is  serv’d ; expect  the  second! 

[Exit. 

Fran.  A vengeance  on  these  jewels  I 
Lam.  Oh,  this  cursed  gold!  [Eaennt. 


ACT  II. 


Enter  Albert  and  Aminta. 

Alb.  A LAS,  dear  soul,  you,  faint ! 

Aminta . You  speak  the  language 
Which  I should  use  to  you.  lleav'n  knows 
my  weakness 

Is  not  for  what  I suffer  in  myself, 

But  to  imagine  what  you  endure, 

And  to  what  fate  your  cruel  stars  reserve  you. 

Alb.  Do  not  odd  to  my  afflictions  by 
Your  tender  pities!  Sure  we  have  cliang’d 
sexes: 

You  hear  calamity  with  a fortitude  (fer. 
W otild  become  a niau;  1 like  a weak  girl  sut- 
Am’mta.  Oh,  but  your  wounds, 

IIow  fearfully  they  gape!  and  every  one 
To  rue's  a sepulchre.  If  I lov’d  truly, 

(Wise  men  affirm,  that  true  love  cau  do  won- 
ders) . [cur’d, 

These  bath’d  in  my  warm  tears  would  soon  be 
And  leave  no  orifice  behind.  Pray  give  me 
leave 

To  play  the  surgeon,  and  hind  ’etn  up ! 

The  raw  air  rankles  'em. 

Alb.  Sweet,  we  want  means. 


Aminta.  Lore  can  supply  all  wants. 

Alb.  What  have  ye  done, sweet? 

Oh,  sacrilege  to  beauty!  there's  no  hair 
Of  these  pure  locks*1,  by  wliich  the  greatest 
king  [ters. 

Would  not  be  gladly  bound,  and  love  Ins  fet- 
Aminta.  Oh,  Albert,  1 offer 
This  sacrifice  of  service  to  the  altar 
Of  your  staid  temperance,  and  still  adore  it: 
When  with  a violent  hand  you  made  me  yours, 
I curs’d  the  doer;  but,  now  I consider 
How  long  I was  in  your  power,  and  with 
what  honour 

You  entertain’d  me,  (it  being  seldom  seen, 
That  youth  and  heat  of  blood  could  e’er  pre- 
scribe 

Laws  to  itself)  yonr  goodness  is  the  Letlie 
In  which  I drown  your  inj'ries,  and  now  live 
Truly  to  sene  ye.  How  do  you,  sir?  Receive 
you 

The  least  ease  from  my  service  ? If  you  do, 
I'm  largely  recompensed. 

Alb.  You  good  angels 
That  are  engag'd,  when  man’s  ability  fails, 
To  reward  goodness,  look  upon  this  lady  i 


11  But  th*  fearful  surgeon  will  supply  ye  presently.  N> 

Lam.  Oh,  for  that  surgeon,  1 shall  die  else.]  Fearful,  in  the  present  passage,  is  an  epi- 
thet which  carries  neither  sense  nor  humour.  If  we  would  make  Tibalt  congruous  with  him- 
self; met hiuks  it  should  be  done  by  rending  in  both  lines  thus; 

But  til*  careful  surgeon,  &c. 

To  which  Lamure  should  answer; 

Oh,  for  that  careful  surgeon,  I shall  die  else.  Sywpson. 

12  Oh,  sacrilege  to  beauty!  «S.c.]  This  is  seemingly  from  Tasso,  book  10,  stonz.  1 12,  where 
Erminia  binds  up  Tancrca  s wounds  with  her  hair. 

* For  with  her  amber  locks  cut  off’,  each  wound 

* She  tied  .-  oh,  happy  man,  so  cur’d,  so  bound/  Swrpson. 

Tho* 
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Act  2 *] 

Tho’  hunger  gripes  my  croaking  entrails, 

Yet,  when  I kiss  these  rubies,  me  thinks 
I'm  at  a banquet,  a refreshing  banquet. 
Speak,  my  bless’d  one  ; art  not  hungry  ? 
Aminta.  Indeed  I could  eat,  to  bear  yon 
Alb.  Blush,  unkind  nature,  [company. 

If  thou  hast  power  or  being!  To  liear 
Thyself,  and  by  such  innocence,  accus'd, 
Must  print  a thousand  kinds  of  shames  upon 
Thy  various  face:  canst  thou  supply  a 
drunkard,  [wines, 

And  with  a prodigal  hand  reach  choice  of 
Till  he  cast  up  thy  blessings  ? or  a glutton, 
That  robs  the  elements  to  soothe  his  palate, 
And  only  eats  to  beget  appetite, 

Not  to  be  satisfied  ? and  suffer  here  [guest, 
A virgin,  which  the  saints  would  make  their 
To  pine  for  hunger?  [Honu  within .]  Ha!  if 
my  sense 

Deceive  me  not,  these  notes  take  being  from 
The  breath  of  men.  Confirm  me,  my  .Aminta  ! 
Again!  This  way  the  gentle  wind  conveys  it 
Hear  you  nothing ? [tous  J. 

Aminta . Yes;  it  seems  freehunters  tnusick. 
Alb.  Still  'tis  louder;  and  1 remember  the 
Portugal* 

Inform’d  us,  they  had  often  heard  such  sounds, 
But  ne’er  could  touch  the  shore  from  whence 
it  catne. 

Follow  me,  my  Aininta ! My  good  genius, 
Shew  uie  the  way!  Still,  still  we  are  directed ; 
When  we  gain  the  top  oi  tins  near  rising  hill, 
We  shall  know  further. 

I Exeunt,  and  enter  above. 
Alb.  Courteous  Zephyrus,  [us  : 

On’s  dewy  wings,  carries  perfumes  to  cheer 
The  air  clears  too;  and  now  we  may  discern 
another  island, 

And  questionless,  the  seat  of  fort’nate  men  : 
Oh,  that  we  could  arrive  there ! 

Aminta.  No,  Albert ; 

It  is  not  to  be  hop’d : this  envious  torrent 
Is  cruelly  interpos’d;  we  have  no  vessel 
That  may  transport  us,  nor  hath  uature  given 
Us  wings  to  fly. 

Alb.  Better  try  all  hazards. 

Than  fierish  here  remediless;  I feel 
New  vigour  in  me,  and  a spirit  that  dares 
More  than  a man,  to  serve  my  fair  Aminta: 
These  arms  shall  be  iny  oars,  with  which  I'll 
swim,  [wings. 

And  my  zeal  to  save  thy  innocent  seif,  like 
Shall  bear  me  up  above  the  brackish 
waves. 


SIS 

Aminta.  Will  ye  then  leave  me?  Till 
now  I ne’er  was  wretched1*. 

Alb.  My  best  Aminta,  I swear  by  good- 
ness, ’tis  not  » 

Hope,  nor  fear,  of  myself,  that  invites  me 
To  this  extreme;  ’tis  to  supply  thy  wants : 
and  believe  me, 

Tho’  pleasure  met  me  in  most  ravishing  forms. 
And  happiness  courted  me  to  entertain  her, 
I would  nor  cat  nor  sleep,  till  I return'd 
And  crown’d  thee  with  my  fortunes. 

Aminta.  Oh,  but  your  absence — [may. 

Alb.  Suppose  it  but  a dream,  and,  as  you 
Endeavour  to  take  rest!  And  when  that  sleep 
Dece  ives  your  hunger  with  imagin’d  food, 
Think  you  have  sent  me  for  discovery 
Of  some  most  fortunate  continent,  yet  un- 
known, 

Which  you  are  to  be  queen  of! — 

And  now,  ye  pow’rs  that  e’er  heard  lovers’ 
prayers. 

Or  cherish’d  pure  affection,  look  on  him 
That  is  your  votary;  and  make  it  known. 
Against  all  stops,  you  can  defend  your 
own!  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Hippolita , Crocaley  and  Julettu. 

Hip.  How  did  we  lose  Clarinda? 

Croc.  When  we  believ’d  the  stag  was  spent, 
And  would  take  soil,  the  sight  of  the  Black 
Lake, 

Which  we  suppos’d  he  chose  for  his  Inst  refuge. 
Flighted  him  more  than  we  that  did  pursue 
him.  [terrible* 

Jul.  That’s  usual ; for  death  itself  is  not  so 
To  any  beast  of  clmsc. 

Hip.  Since  we  liv’d  here, 

We  ne’er  could  force  one  to  it. 

Croc.  'Tis  so  dreadful,  [air 

The  birds  that  with  their  pinions  cleave  the 
Dare  not  fly  o’er  it.  When  the  stag  turn’d 
And  we  even  tir’d  with  labour,  [head, 

Clarinda,  as  if  she  were  made  of  air 
And  fire,  and  had  no  purt  of  earth  in  her, 
Eagerly  pursu’d  him : [yields 

Nor  need  we  fear  her  safety;  this  place 

Not  fawns  nor  satyrs,  fir  most  lustful  men; 
Here  we  live  secure, 

And  have  among  ourselves  a commonwealth, 
Which  in  ourselves  begun,  with  us  must  end. 
Jul.  Ay,  there’s  the  misery! 

Croc.  But  being  alone, 

Allow  me  freedom'but  to  speak  my  thoughts ! 
The  strictness  of  our  governess,  that  forbids  us, 


11  Again,  this  wap  the  gentle  wind  conveys  it  Ip  t/s.]  Sympsoo  seems  positive  that  ‘ the 
‘word  again  is  only  an  order  for  the  horns  to  soqjjd  a second  time,’  and  therefore  places  It 
as  a marginal  direction : but  we  think  it  might  very  well  be  a part  of  the  text. 

14  Aiuiuta.  }ViU ye  then  leave  met 

Alb.  Till  now  J ne'er  reus  wretched.]  This  is  the  most  material  corruption  in  the  sense 
that  1 have  met  with  in  this  play.  The  pretty  softness  and  tender  fears  of  Aminta  are 
given  to  Albert.  I read, 

Aminta.  Will  ye  leave  me  them?  ’till  now  I ne’er  was  wretched. 

Alb.  My  best  Aminta,  I swear  by  goodness,  ’tis 
N ot  hope,  dec.  Seward. 

VQL.  III.  H h Qn 
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On  pain  of  death,  the  sight  and  use  of  men. 
Is  more  than  tyranny:  for  herself,  she's  past 
Those  youthful  heats,  and  feeis  not  the  want 
Of  that  which  young  maids  long  tor:  and 
her  daughter, 

The  fair  Clarinda,  tho*  in  few  year-;  improv'd 
In  height  and  large  proportion,  came  here  so 
young, 

That,  scarce  rtmembring  that  she  had  a father, 
•She  never  dreams  of  nmn ; and  should  site 
see  one, 

In  my  opinion,  a*  would  appear 
A strange  beast  to  her. 

Jul.  *Tis  not  so  with  us.  [made  for 

Hip.  For  my  part,  1 confess’?,  I was  not 
This  single  life;  nor  do  I love  hunting  so, 
But  that  I had  ratlier  be  the  chase  myself. 
Croc..  By  Venus  (out  upon  me!  1 should 
have 

Sworn  by  Diana),  Fm  of  thy  mind  too,  wench : 
And  tho*  1 have  ta’en  an  oath,  not  alone 
To  detest,  but  never  to  think  of  man, 

Ev’ry  hour  something'tells  me  I’m  forsworn; 
For,  I confess,  imagination  helps  me 
Somet  imes,  and  that’s  all’s  left  foruslofecd  on ; 
We  might  starve  else ; for  if  I’ve  any  plea- 
sure in 

This  life,  hut  when  I sleep,  I am  a Pagan. 
Then,  from  the  courtier  to  the  country  clown, 
I have  strange  visions — 

Jul.  Visions,  Crocale  ? 

Croc.  Yes,  and  fine  visions  too ; 

And  visions  I hope  in  dreams  are  harmless, 
And  not  forbid  by’  our  canons.  The  luat 
night 

(Troth,  ’tis  a foolish  one,  but  I must  tell  it) 
As  1 lay  in  my  cabin,  betwixt  sleeping  and 
Hip.  Upon  your  hack  ? • [waking — 

Croc . How  should  a young  maid  lie,  fool, 
When  she  would  be  intranc’d? 

Hip.  We  are  instructed ; 

Forward,  I prithee. 

Croc.  Methmight  a sweet  young  man, 

In  years  some  twenty,  with  a downy  chin, 
Promising  a future  beard,  and  yet  no  red 
one15, 

Stole  silly  to  my  cabin  all  unbrac  'd, 

Took  me  in’s  arms,  and  kiss’d  me  twenty 
Yut  still  I slept.  [times; 

Jul.  Fy!  thy  lips  run  over,  Crocale. 

But  to  the  rest! 

Croc.  Lord,  whnt  a man  is  this, 

Thought  l,  to  do  this  to  a maid!  Yet  then 
For  my  life  I could  not  wake.  The  youth, 
A little  daunted,  with  a trembling  hand 
Ileav’d  up  the  cloatlis. 

Hip.  Yet  still  you  slept? 

Croc . 1 ’faith,  I did. 


[Act  t. 

And  when,  methoughts,  he  was  warm  by  my 
sirte,  9 

Thinking  to  catch  him,  I stretch’d  out  both 

mine  arms ; 

And  wilt  n I felt  him  not,  [ shrieked  out. 
And  wak’d  for  anger. 

Hip.  Twas  a pretty  dream! 

Croc.  Ay,  if  it  had  been  a true  one. 

[ Albert  disarvtred  lying  along  upon  the  thore. 
Jul.  But  stay ! 

What’s  here  cast  on  the  shore  ? 

Hip.  It  is  a man: 

Shall  I shoot  him  ? 

Croc.  No,  no,  'tis  a handsome  beast ; 
'Would  we  had  more  o’th’  breed!  Stand 
close,  wenches, 

And  let's  hear  if  he  can  speak! 

Alb.  I)o  I yet  live  ? 

Sure  it  is  air  i breathe!  What  place  is  this? 
Sure  something  more  than  human  keeps 
residence  here, 

For  I have  post  the  Stygian  gulph. 

And  touch  upon  the  blessed  shore:  ’tis  so; 
This  is  th’  Elysian  shade:  these,  happy  spirit* 
That  here  enjoy  all  pleasures ! 

Hip.  He  makes  towards  us. 

Jut.  Stand,  or  I’ll  shoot! 

Ct  oc.  Hold  ! he  makes  no  resistance. 

Alb.  Be  not  offended,  goddesses,  tliat  I fall 
Thus  prostrate  r.t  your  feet!  or,  if  not  such, 
But  nymphs  of  Dinu’s  train,  tliat  range  these 
groves, 

Which  you  forbid  to  men;  vouchsafe  to  know 
I am  a man,  a wicked  sinful  man : 

And  vet  not  sold 

So  far  to  impudence,  as  to  presume 
To  press  upon  your  privacies,  or  provoke 
Your  heavenly  angers!  ’tis  not  for  myself 
I heg  thus  poorly;  for  I'm  already  wounded, 
Wounded  to  death,  and  faint;  my  last 
breath  is  for 

A virgin,  comes  as  near  yourselves  in  all 
Perfection,  as  vvliat  is  mortal  may 
Resemble  things  divine.  Oh,  pity  her, 

And  let  your  charity  free  her  from  that  desart. 
If  heav’nly  charity  can  reach  to  hell; 

For  sure  (hat  place  comes  near  it!  and 
where-e’er 

My  ghost  shall  find  abode,  eternally 
1 shall  pour  blessings  on  ye! 

Hip.  By  my  life, 

I cannot  hurt  him ! 

Croc.  Tho’  I lose  my  head  for’t. 

Nor  I : I must  pity  him,  and  will. 

.Enter  Clarinda . 

Jul.  But  stay ! 

Clarinda! 


15  And  vet  ni*  red  onc.l  Painters  used  frequently,  in  the  times  of  our  authors,  to  pourtray 
Judas  with  a red  beard.  In  many  of  our  old  plays,  a Judas  beard,  or  Judas-coloured  beard, 
are  mentioned;  and  to  this  circumstance,  joined  to  Judas’s  being  a deceiver,  our  author 
seems  here  to  allude.  See  Iceland's  Colltctuncuy  vol.  v.  p.  295,  where  it  is  said,  painters 
constantly  represented  Judas  the  tray  tor  with  a rtd  beard.  11. 

See  also  p.  195,  of  this  volume. 

C/*r. 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  SEA-VOYAGE. 


235 


Act  2.] 

Clar.  What  new  game  have  ye  found  here  ? 
Hrf! 

Wrhat  beast  is  this  lies  wallowing  in  his  gore? 
Croc.  Keep  off! 

Clar.  W here  tore, t pray?  I nrver  turn'd 
From  a tell  lioness  robb’d  of  her  whelps; 
And  shall  1 fear  dead  carrion  ? 

Jul.  Oh,  but — 

Clar.  Bui,  what  is’t  ? 

Hip.  It  is  infectious. 

Clar.  Has  it  not  a name? 

Croc.  Yes ; 

But  such  a name,  from  which,  as  from  the  devil, 
Your  mother  commands  us  fly. 

Clar.  Is  it  a man? 

Croc.  It  is. 

Clar.  What  a brave  shape  it  has  in  death ! 
How  excellent  would  it  appear,  had  it  life! 
Why  should  it  be  infectious  ? I have  heard 
My  mother  say,  I had  a father; 

And  was  not  he  a man  ? 

C’roc.  Questionless,  madam. 

Clar.  Your  fathers  too  Were  men  ? 

Jul.  Without  doubt,  lady. 

Clar.  And  without  such  it  is  impossible 
We  could  have  been  ? 

Hip.  A sin  against  Nature  to  deny  it. 

Clar.  Nor  can  you  or  I have  any  hope  to 
be  a mother. 

Without  the  help  of  men. 

Croc.  Impossible!  [that  knew 

Clar.  Which  of  you  then,  most  barbarous, 
You  from  a man  had  beim?,  and  owe  to  it 
The  name  of  parent,  durst  presume  to  kill 
The  likeness  of  that  thing  by  which  you  are? 
W hose  arrows  made  these  wounds  ? speak, 
or,  by  Dian, 

Without  distinction  1*11  let  fly  at  ye  all! 

Jul.  Not  mine. 

Hip.  Nor  mine. 

Croc.  *Tis  strange  to  see  her  mov’d  thus. 
Restrain  your  fury, madam!  had  we  kill'd  him, 
Y\e  had  but  perform’d  your  mother’s  com- 
mand. [things, 

Clar.  But  if  she  command  unjust  and  cruel 
YV  e’re  not  t’  obey  it. 

Croc.  We  are  innocent : [shore, 

Some  storm  did  cast  him  shipwreck’d  on  the 
As  you  see  wounded:  nor  durst  we  be  surgeons 
lo  such  your  mother  doth  appoint  for  death. 

Clur.  Weak  excuse!  where’s  pity  ? [ful, 
Where's  soft  compassion?  Cruel  and  ungrate- 
Bid  Providence  offer  to  your  charity 
But  one  poor  subject  to  express  it  on, 

And  m’t  to  shew  our  wants  too;  and  could  you 
So  carelessly  neglect  it? 

Hip.  1 or  aught  I know,  [mother. 

He’s  living  yet;  and  you  may  tempt  your 
By  giving  him  succour. 

Clur.  Ha!  come  near,  I charge  ye. 

So!  bend  his  body  softly ; rub  his  temples; 
"ay»  that  shall  be  my  office : how  the  red  steals 
Into  his  pale  lips!  ltun  and  fetch  the  simples 
JJ.'th  which  my  mother  heal’d  iny  arm,  when 
'» as  wounded  by  the  boar.  [last  I 


Croc.  Do ; but  remember 
Her  to  come  after  you,  that  she  may  behold 
Her  daughter’s  charity ! 

Clar.  Now  he  breathes!  [Exit  Hip. 
The  air  passing  thro’  tlf  Arabian  groves 
Yields  not  so  sweet  an  odour:  prithee  taste  it. 
Taste  it,  good  Crocale!  yet  I envy  thee 
So  trreat  a blessing.  Tis  not  bin  to  touch 
These  rubies,  is  it  ? 

Jul.  Not,  I think.  [could 

Clar.  Or  thus  to  live,  camclion-likc  ? I 
Resign  my  essence  to  live  ever  thus. 

Oh,  welcome!  Raise  Inin  up  geutly.  Some 
soft  hand  [What  fury. 

Bound  up  these  wounds:  a woman’s  hair? 
For  which  rny  ign’rancc  does  not  known  name, 
Is  crept  into  my  breast  ? But  I forget 

Enter  Hippolita. 

My  pious  work.  Now  if  this  juice  hath 
power. 

Let  it  appear!  His  eye-lids  ope:  prodigious! 
Two  suns  break  from  these  orbs  £this? 

Alb.  Ila!  where  am  I?  what  new  vision’s 
To  what  goddess  do  I owe  this  second  life? 
Sure  thou  art  more  than  mortal! 

And  any  sacrilice  of  thanks  or  duty 
In  poor  tu.d  w retched  man  to  pay, coiucs  short 
Of  your  immortal  bounty  : hut  to  shew 
I’m  not  unthankful,  thus  in  humility 
I kiss  the  happy  ground  you  have  made  sacred, 
By  bearing  of  your  weight. 

Clar.  No  goddess,  friend,  [are; 

But  made  of  that  same  brittle  mould  as  you 
One  too  acquainted  with  calamities, 

And  from  that  apt  to  pity.  Charity  ever 
Finds  in  the  act  reward,  and  needs  no  trumpet 
In  the  receiver.  Oh,  forbear  this  duty! 

1 iiuve  a band  to  meet  with  yours,  and  lips 
To  bid  yours  welcome. 

Croc.  I see  that,  by  instinct,  * 

Tho’  a young  maid  bath  never  seen  a man, 
'Touches  have  titillations,  and  inform  her. 

Enter  Rose  Ilia. 

But  here’#  our  governess:  now  I expect  a 
storm.  [unspotted  mind, 

Rus.  Child  of  my  flesh,  and  not  of  my  fair 
Unhand  this  monster! 

Clar.  Monster,  mother? 

Ros.  Y'cs; 

And  every  word  he  speaks,  a syren’s  note, 

To  drown  the  careless  hearer.  Have  1 not 
taught  thee 

The  fulshood  and  the  perjuries  of  men. 

On  whom,  but  for  a woman  to  shew  pity, 

Is  to  be  cruel  to  herself?  The  sovereignty 
Proud  and  imperious  men  usurp  upon  us. 

We  confer  on  ourselves,  and  love  those  fetters 
We  fasten  to  our  freedoms.  Have  we,  Cla- 
rinda, 

Since  thy  father’s  wreck,  sought  liberty, 

To  lose  it  iincuiupeird  ? Did  fortune  guide, 
Or  rather  destiny,  our  bark  (to  which 
We  could  appoint  no  portj  to  this  blest  place, 
II  h 2 Inhabited 


Digitized  by  Google 


UM  THE  SEA-VOYAGE. 


Inhabited  heretofore  by  warlike  women, 
That  kept  men  in  subjection?  did  we  then, 
By  their  example,  after  we  had  lost 
All  we  could  love  in  man,  here  plant  ourselves, 
With  execrable  oaths  never  to  look 
On  man,  hut  ns  n monster?  ami  wilt  thou 
Be  the  first  precedent  to  infringe  those  vow  s 
We  made  to  Heaven  ? 

Clar.  Hear  me,  and  hear  me  with  justice! 
And  as  you  are  delighted  in  the  name 
Of  mother,  hear  a daughter  that  would  be 
like  you ! [nence 

Should  all  women  use  this  obstinate  absti- 
You  would  force  upon  us,  in  a few  years 
The  whole  world  would  be  peopled  only  with 
beasts. 

Hip.  We  must  and  will  have  men. 

Croc.  Ay,  or  we’ll  shake  off  nil  obedience. 
lius.  Are  ye  mad?  can  no  persuasion 
alter  ye  > 

Suppose  you  had  my  suffrage  to  your  suit. 
Can  this  shipw  reck’d  wreren  supply  ye  all  ? 

All.  Hear  me,  great  lady  ! 

I’ve  fellows  in  my  misery:  not  far  hence, 
Divided  only  by  this  hellish  river, 

There  live  a company  of  wretched  men, 
Such  ns  your  charity  may  make  your  slaves: 
Imagine  all  the  miseries  mankind 
Jil  ay  suffer  under,  and  they  groan  beneath ’em. 
Clar.  But  are  they  like  to  you? 

Jul.  Speak  they  your  language  ? 

Croc.  Are  they  able,  lusty  men? 

Alb . They  were,  good  ladies, 

And  in  their  May  of  youth,  of  gentle  blood, 
And  such  as  may  deserve  ye : now  cold  and 
hunger 

Have  lessen'd  their  perfection  ; but,  restor’d 
To  what  they  w ere,  I doubt  not  they’ll  appear 
Worthy  vour  favours. 

Jul.  I his  is  u blessing 
We  durst  not  hope  for. 

Clar.  Dear  mother,  ben’t  obdurate! 

JEo*.  Hear  then  my  resolution,  and  Labour 
not 


[Act  3. 

To  add  to  what  I’ll  grant!  for  ’twill  be  fruit- 
less. * 

You  shall  appear  as  good  as  angels  to  these 
wretched  men ; 

In  a small  boat  we  will  pass  over  to  ’em, 
And  bring  ’em  comfort : if  you  like  their 
persons,  [nothing— 

And  they  approve  of  yours,  for  we'll  force* 
And  since  we  want  ceremonies. 

Each  one  shall  chuse  a husband,  and  enjoy 
His  coni  'Utiy  a month;  hut  that  expir’d, 
You  shall  no  more  come  near  'cm : if  von 
prove  fruitful, 

The  males  ye  shall  return  to  them,  the  females 
We  will  reserve  ourselves.  This  is  the  ut- 
most 

Ye  shall  ever  obtain. — As  ye  think  fit, 

Ye  may  dismiss  this  stranger,  and  prepare 
To-morrow  for  the  journey.  [Exit. 

Clar.  Come,  sir,  will  you  walk  ? 

We’ll  shew  you  our  pleasant  bowers,  and 
something  vou 

bhall  find  to  cheer  vour  heart. 

AH.  Excellent  lady, 

Tho’  ’twill  appear  a wonder,  one  near  starv'd 
Should  refuse  rot  and  meat,  I must  not  take 
Your  noble  offer:  I left  in  yonder  depart 
A virgin  almost  pin’d. 

Clar.  She’s  not  your  wife  ? [dangerous 
Alb.  No,  Jady,  hut  my  sister. — Tis  now 
To  speak  truth. — To  her  I deeply  vow’d 
Not  to  taste  food,  or  rest,  if  fortune  brought 
it  mo. 

Till  J blest  her  with  my  return  : now  if 
You  please  t’ afford  me  an  easy  passage  to  her, 
And  some  meat  for  her  recovery, 

1 shall  live  your  slave,  and  thankfully  she  shall 
Ever  acknowledge  her  life  at  your  service. 
Clar.  You  plead  so  well,  1 can  deny  you 
nothing  : 

I myself  will  see  you  furnished,  and  with 
The  next  sun  visit  and  relieve  thee. 

Alb.  You’re  all  goodness!  [ Exeunt . 


ACT  III. 


Enter  teverally,  Lamure , Fr  anvil U , and 
Mori/lat . 

Lam.  /“\H!  what  n tempest  have  I in  my 
stomach  ! [ache ; 

How  my  empty  guts  cry  out!  roy  wounds 
’Would  they  would  bleed  again,  that  I might 
Something  to  quench  my  thirst ! [get 

Fran.  Oh,  Lamure,  the  happiness  my  (logs 
had  [storehouse, 

When  I kept  house  at  home ! they  had  a 

A storehouse  of  most  blessed  bones  and 
crusts, 


Happy  crusts!  Oh,  how  sharp  hunger  pinches 
me?  f Exit . 

Mor.  Oh,  my  importunate  belly  ! I have 
nothing  to  satisfy  thee : (carry  me, 

I’ve  sought  as  far  ns  my  weak  legs  would 
Yet  can  find  nothing,  neither  meat  nor  water, 
Nor  any  thing  that’s  nourishing.  My  belly 
Is  grown  together  like  an  empty  satciiel. 

Kc-cntcr  FranvMc. 

Jam.  How  now  ? w hat  news  ? 

A/dr.  Hast  any  meat  yet? 

Fran.  Not  a bit  that  I can  see : 

Here 
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Act  3.] 

Here  be  goodly  quarries,  but  they  be  cruel 
hard\o  gnaw. 

I ha'  got  some  mud  (we  will  eat  with  spoons), 
Very  good  thick  mud;  but  it  stinks  damnably: 
There’s  old  rotten  trunks  of  trees  too, 

But  not  a leal'  nor  blossom  in  all  th’  island. 
Lam.  flow  it  looks ! 

M or.  It  stinks  too. 

Lam.  It  may  be  poison. 

Fran.  Let  it  be  any  tiling,  so  I can  get  it 
down!  Why,  man. 

Poison’s  a princely  dish ! 

Mur.  Hast  thou  no  biscuit?  [doublet, 
No  crumbs  left  in  thy  pocket?  here’s  my 
Give  rae  but  three  small  crumbs. 

Fran.  Not  for  three  kingdoms, 

If  1 were  master  of  ’em.  Ob,  Lam u re, 

But  one  poor  joint  of  mutton  we  ha' scorn’d, 
man! 

Lam.  Thou  speak’st  of  paradise. 

+Fran.  Or  but  the  snuffs  of  those  healths 
we  have  lewdly 
At  midnight  Hang  away  ! 

Mor.  Ah,  but  to  lick  the  glasses ! 

Enter  Surgeon. 

Frau.  Here  comes  the  Surgeon:  wliat 
hast  thou  discover’d? 

Smile,  smile,  and  comfort  us. 

Surgeon.  I am  expiring  ; [tlemen  ; 

Smile  they  that  can  ! I can  find  nothing,  gen- 
Here’s  nothing  can  be  meat,  without  a mi- 
racle. 

Oh,  that  I had  ray  boxes  and  my  lints  now, 
Aly  stupes,  my  tents,  and  those  sweet  helps 
of  nature, 

What  dainty  dishes  could  I make  of ’em ! 
Mor.  Hast  ne’er  an  old  suppository  ? 
Surgeon.  Ob,  would  I bad,  sir!  [din!, 
Lam.  Or  but  the  paper  where  such  a cor- 
Potion,  or  pills  hath  been  entomb’d  ? 

Fran.  Or  the  blest  bladder  where  a cool- 
ing-clister — [any  old  poultices? 

Mor.  Hast  thou  no  searcloihs  left?  nor 
Fran.  We  care  not  to  what  it  bath  been 
minister’d.  [ties,  gentlemen. 

Surgeon.  Sure  I have  none  of  these  dain- 
Fran.  Where’s  the  [shoulder* 

Great  wen  thou  cut'st  from  Hugh  the  sailor's 
That  would  serve  now  for  a most  princely 
banquet. 

Surgeon.  Ay,  if  we  had  it,  gentlemen : 

I flung  it  overboard,  slave  that  I was  ! 

Lam.  A most  improvident  villain  ! 
Surgeon.  If  1 had  any  thing  that  were  but 
supple  now ! [men, 

I could  make  snllads  of  your  shoes,  genlle- 
And  rare  ones!  any  thing  unctuous. 

Mur.  Ay,  and  then  we  might  fry  the  seals 
i’  th'  sun; 


iJf 

The  soals  would  make  a second  dish. 

Lam.  Or  souse  ’em  in  the  salt-water ; / 

An  inner  soal  well  sous’d — 

Enter  Aminta. 

Fran.  Here  comes  the  woman ; 

It  may  be  she  has  meat,  and  may  relieve  us ! 

Let’s  w ithdraw,  and  mark,  and  then  be  ready: 

.She’ll  hide  her  store  else,  and  so  coien  us. 

AmintQ.  How  weary  and  how  hungry  am  I, 

How  feeble  and  how  faint  is  all  my  body! 

Mine  eyes,  like  spent  lamps  glowing  out17, 
grow  heavy. 

My  sight  forsaking  me;  and  all  my  spirits. 

As  if  they  heard  my  passing-bell  go  tor  me, 

Pull  in  their  powers,  and  give  me  up  to  des- 
tiny. 

Oh,  for  a little  water ! a little,  little  meat,  * 

A little  to  relieve  ine,  ere  I perish  ! 

I had  whole  floods  of  tears  awhile  that  nou- 
rish'd me,  [bert ! 

But  they  are  all  consum’d  for  thee,  dear  AU 
For  thee  they  are  spent,  for  thou  art  dead; 
Merciless  Fate  has  swallow'd  thee ! — Oh ! I 
Grow  heavy  ; sleep’s  a salve  for  misery  : 

Heav'n  look  on  me,  and  either  take  my  life. 

Or  make  me  once  more  happy  ! 

Lam.  ’She's  fast  asleep  already. 

Why  should  she  have  this  blessing,  and  we 
4wake  still. 

Wake  to  our  wants? 

Mor.  This  thing  hath  been  our  overthrow. 

And  all  these  biting  mischiefs  that  fall  on  us 
Arc  come  thro’  her  means. 

Fran.  True;  we  were  bound,  ye  all  know. 

For  happy  places,  and  iqost  fertile  islands, 

Where  we  had  constant  promises  of  all  things: 

She  turn’d  the  captain’s  mind,  and  must  have, 
him  go 

In  search,  I know  not  of  who,  nor  to  whateud  ; 

Of  such  a fool  her  brother,  and  such  a cox- 
comb her 

Kinsman,  and  we  must  put  in  every  where: 

She  lias  put  us  in  now,  i’faith! 

Linn.  Why  should  we 

Consume  thus,  and  starve,  have  nothing  to  re- 
lieve us. 

And  she  live  there,  that  bred  all  our  miseries. 
Unroasted  or  unsod? 

Mor.  I’ve  read  in  stories — 

Jjim.  Of  such  restoring  meats  we  have  ex- 
amples, [lent; 

Thousand  examples,  and  allow’d  for  excel- 
Women  that  have  eat  their  children,  men 
Their  slaves,  nay  their  brothers;  but  these  are 
nothing;  [chattels); 

Husbands  devour'd  their  wives  (they  are  their 
And  of  a schoolmaster  that  in  a time  of  lamina 
Powder’d  up  all  his  scholars. 

Mor.  She’s  young  and  tidy ; 


17  Like  spent  lamps  glowing  ot/f.]  Perhaps  going  out;  for  though  glowing  out  may  properly 
express  the  blaze  which  the  candle  often  exerts  before  it  is  extinguished,  yet  this  is  not  a cir- 
cumstance proper  to  the  context.  The  light  of  Aminta* s eyes  was  fading  gradually.  But  as 
the  former  is  poetical,  I would  not  propose  a change  of  the  text.  Sc&wd. 

In 


Digitized  by  Google 


Act  3.] 

Alb.'  There’s  drink  too. 

Tib.  Come,  come,  I [feit. 

Will  till  you  each  your  cups;  ye  shall  not  sur- 
Aminta.  And  what  have  you  discover’d  ? 
Alb.  Sweet,  a paradise, 

A paradise  inhabited  with  angels ; 

Such  kb  you  are ; their  pities  make  ’em  angels; 
They  gave  me  these  viands,  and  supplied  me 
With  these  precious  drinks. 

Aminta.  Shall  not  we  see  ’em? 

Alb.  Yes,  they  will  see  you: 

Out  of  their  charities,  having  heard  our  story, 
The v 'll  come,  and  comfort  us,  come  presently; 
We  shall  no  more  know  wants  nor  miseries. 
Aminta.  Are  they  all  women? 

Alb.  All,  and  all  iu  love  with  us. 

Aminta.  How  ? [ fortunes ; 

Alb.  Don’t  mistake;  in  love  with  our  mis- 
Tbev'll  cherish  and  relieve  our  men. 

Tib.  Do  you  shrug  now, 

And  pull  up  your  noses?  You  smell  comfort. 
See,  they  stretch  out  their  legs  like  dottrels'9, 
Each  like  a new  Saint  Dennis’0 ! 

Alb.  Dear  mistress,  [here, 

When  you  would  name  me,  and  the  women 
Call  me  your  brother;  vou  I’ll  call  my  sister: 
And  pray  observe  this  all. — Why  do  you 
change  colour,  sweet? 

Aminta.  Eating  too  much  meat. 

Alb.  Sauc’d  with  jealousy : 

Fy,  fy,  dear  saint ! i'faith,  you  are  to  blame ; 
Are  you  not  here  ? here  fixed  in  my  heart? 
Omnct.  Hark,  hark ! 

Enter  Roscllin , Clarinda , Croc  ale,  Hippolila , 
and  Ju/cttu. 

Alb.  They’re  come ! Stand  ready,  and  look 
nobly, 

And  with  all  humble  reverence  receive  ’em  ! 
Our  lives  depend  upon  their  gentle  pities. 
And  death  waits  on  their  anger. 

A/or.  Sure  they’re  fairies. 

Tib.  Be  they  devils, devils  offlesh  and  blood, 
After  so  long  a Lent,  and  tedious  voyage, 

To  me  they’re  angels. 

Fran.  Oil,  for  some  eriiigoes’1  ! 

Lam.  Potatoes,  or  canlhuiides  ! 

Tib.  Peace,  ye  rogues, 

That  buy  abilities  of  your  apothecaries! 

H:*d  1 hut  took  the  diet  of  green  cheese 
And  onions  fora  month,  1 could  (h?  wonders. 
Has.  Are  these  the  jewels  you  run  mad  for5 
What  can 

sec  in  one  of  these,  to  whom  you  would 
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Vouchsafe  a gentle  touch  ? Can  nothing  per- 
suade you 

To  love  yourselves,  and  place  your  happiness 
In  cold  and  chaste  embmees  of  each  otlier? 
Jill.  This  is  from  the  purpose. 

Hip.  We  had  your  grant 
To  have  them  as  they  were. 

C/ar.  It  is  a beauteous  creature ; 

And  to  myself  I do  appear  deform’d, 

When  I consider  her : and  yet  she  is 
The  stranger’s  sister ; why  then  should  I fear? 
She  cannot  prove  my  rival. 

Hot.  When  you  repent 
That  you  refus’d  ;nv  counsel,  may  it  add 
To  your  afflictions,  that  you  were  forewarn’d11, 
Yet  leap’d  into  the  gulph  of  your  misfortunes ! 
But,  have  your  wishes. 

Master.  Now  she  makes  to  us.  [bert, 
Aminta.  lam  instructed  : but  take  heed  Al- 
You  prove  not  false ! 

Alb.  You  are  your  own  assurance. 

And  so  acquainted  with  your  own  perfections. 
That  weak  doubts  cannot  reach  you ; there- 
fore fear  not ! 

Has.  That  you  arc  poor  and  miserable  men, 
My  eyes  inform  me ; that  without  our  suc- 
cours, 

Hope  cannot  flatter  you  to  dream  of  safety. 
The  present  plight  you  are  in  can  resolvcyou; 
That  to  he  merciful  is  to  draw  near 
The  heav’nly  essence ; whether  you  will  be 
Thankful  I do  not  question ; nor  demand 
What  country  bred  you,  what  your  names, 
what  manners : 

To  us  it  is  sutheient  we  relieve  [you. 

Such  as  have  shapes  of  men ; and  I command 
As  we  are  not  ambitious  to  know 
Further  of  you,  that  you  on  pain  of  death 
Presume  not  to  enquire  what  we  are. 

Or  whence  deriv’d ! 

Alb.  In  all  things  we  obey  yon ; 

And  thankfully  we  ever  shall  confess 
Ourselves  your  creatures! 

Hos.  You  speak  as  becomes  you. 

First  then,  and  willingly,  deliver  up 
Those  weapons  we  could  force  from  you. 
Alb.  We  lay  ’em  down  most  gladly  at  your 
feet.  [wench; 

Tib . I have  had  many  a com  Ira  t with  a tall 
But  never  was  disarm’d  before. 

Ras.  And  now,  hear  comfort : 

Your  wants  shall  be  supplied;  and  tho*  it  he 
A debt  w omen  may  chultenue,  to  be  sued  to, 
Especially  from  such  they  may  command, 


THE  SEA-VOYAGE. 


19  Doffre/j,-.]  A dottrel  is  a silly  kind  of  bird,  which  imitates  the  actions  of  the  fowler, ’till 
last  he  is  taken : if  the  fowler  stretches  out  u leg,  the  bird  will  do  so  too.  So,  in  the  Devil 
b an  Ass,  by  Ben  Jouson,  act  iv.  scene  5, 

4 We  have  auother  leg  strain’d  for  this  dottrel .’ 

See  Whallev’s  note.  R- 

'u  Each  like,  a new  St.  Dennis.]  The  legend  of  Si.  Dennis  n(. firms,  that,  after  that  saint  w as 
beheaded  at  Paris,  he  walked  from  thence  with.  his  head  in  his  hand  to  a town  lour  miles 
,r‘Mn  the  place  where  he  was  executed.  R. 

'*  Eringoet — Tot  aloes.]  See  note  4il  on  the  Elder  Brother. 

1 That  you  u>trt  forward.]  Amended  bv  Sympson. 

We 
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We  gtve  up  to  you  that  power;  and  therefore 
Freely  earn  make  his  choice. 

Fran.  Then  here  I fix. 

Mor.  Nay,  she  is  mine:  X ey’d  her  first. 
Lam,  This  mine ! 

Tib.  Stay,  [lant ; 

Good  rascals ! you’re  too  forward,  sir  Gal- 
You  are  not  giving  order  to  a tailor 
For  the  fashion  ot  a new  suit : 

Nor  are  you  in  your  warehouse,  master  Mer- 
chant! [betters; 

Stand  back,  and  give  your  betters  leave,  your 
And  grumble  not ! if  you  do,  ns  1 love  meat, 
I will  so  swinge  the  salt  it*  h out  of  you.— - 
Captain,  Master,  and  the  rest  of  us, 

That  are  brothers,  and  good  fellows,  we  have 
been  [follies: 

Too  late  by  tli’  ears,  and  yet  smart  for  our 
To  end  therefore  all  future  emulation, 

If  you  please  to  trust  to  my  election, 

You  shall  say  I am  not  partial  to  myself; 

I doubt  not  give  content  to  all. 

Omnes.  Agreed,  agreed ! [discreetly 

Tib.  Tlien,  but  observe  how  learned  and 
I will  proceed;  and,  as  a skilful  doctor 
In  all  the  quirks  belonging  to  the  game. 
Read  over  your  complexions ! For  you,  cap- 
9*  tain,  f serv  ’d, 

Being  first  in  place,  and  therefore  first  to  be 
I give  my  judgment  thus:  for  your  aspect. 
You’re  much  inclin’d  to  melancholy,  and  that 
Tells  me  the  sullen  Saturn  had  predominance 
At  your  nativity;  n malignant  planet ! 

And  if  not  qualified  by  a sweet  conjunction 
Of  a softand  ruddy  wench,  born  under  Venus, 
It  tnay  prove  fatal ; therefore  to  your  arms 
I give  this  rose-check’d  virgin. 

Cfar.  To  my  wish  ! 

'Till  now  I ne*er  was  happy. 

Aminta.  Nor  I accursed. 

Tib.  Muster,'  [reive  too) 

You’re  old,  yet  love  the  game,  (tliat  I prr- 
And  if  not  well  spurr’d  up,  you  may  prove 
rusty; 

Therciore  to  help  you,  here’s  a brad  a manta, 
Or  I am  cozen’d  in  my  calculation. 

Croc.  A poor  old  inan  allotted  to  my  share ! 
Tib.  Thou  wouldst  have  two,  nay,  I think 
twenty: 

But  fear  not,  wench ; tho*  he  be  old  he’s  tough : 
Look  on  his  making ; he’ll  not  fail,  I war- 
Ros.  A merry  fellow  | [rant  thee. 

And  were  not  man  a creature  I detest, 

I could  endure  his  company. 

Tib.  Here’s  a fair  herd 
Of  does  before  me ; and  now'  fora  barren  one! 
For  tho’  I like  the  sport,  I do  not  love 
To  father  children.  like  tiie  grand  sigtiior, 
Thus  I walk  in  my  seraglio, 


[Act  2. 

And  view  ’em  as  I pass ; then  draw  I forth 
My  handkerchief,  and  having  made  ray  choice, 

I thus  bestow  it.  1 
Ras.  On  me  ? 

Tib.  On  vou:  and  now 
My  choice  is  made,  to  it,  you  hungry  rascals! 
Alb.  Excellent! 

Ros.  As  I love  goodness15. 

It  makes  me  smile,  i’th*  heighth  of  all  my 
fears.  [behold 

Clar.  What  a strong  contention  you  may 
Between  my  mother’s  mirth  and  anner! 

Tib.  Nay,  no  coyness  ! I>e  mistress  of  your 
I must  and  will  enjoy  you.  [word! 

Ron.  Be  nd-  ia’d  fool ! 

Alas,  I am  old!  how  canst  thou  hope  content 
From  one  that’s  fifty? 

Tib.  Never  talk  of  it;  [wards: 

T have  known  good  ones  at  threescore  and  up- 
Besides,  the  weather’s  hot. 

And  men  that  have  experience  fear  fevers; 
A temperate  diet  is  the  only  physic.  Yourjulip*, 
Nor  guiacuros,  prunellos,  camphire-pills,  nor 
Goord-v  ater,come  not  near  your  old  woman; 
Youthful  stoinaciisare  still  craving,  tho*  there 
be  [believe  me, 

Nothing  left  to  stop  their  mouths  with;  and 
I am  no  frequent  giver  of  those  bounties. 
Laugh  on,  laugh  on,  good  gentlemen ; do ! 

I shall  make  holiday  and  sleep,  when  you 
I)iu  i*  th*  mines  ’till  your  hearts  ache. 

Ron.  A inad  fallow ! 

Well,  sir,  I’ll  give  you  hearing,  and,  as  I like 
Your  wooing  and  discourse  : — But  I must  tell 
you,  sir,  [sent, 

That  rich  widows  look  for  great  sums  in  pre- 
Or  assurances  of  ample  jointures. 

Tib.  That  to  me  is  easy. 

For  instantly  I’ll  do  it.  Hear  me,  comrades! 
Alb.  What  sav’st  thou,  Tibalt? 

Tib.  Why,  that  to  wooe  a wench  with 
empty  hands  [gold, 

Ts  no  good  heraldry;  therefore,  let’s  to  th* 
And  share  it  equally;  ’twill  speak  for  us 
More  than  u thousand  compliments  or  cringes, 
Ditties  stolen  from  Petrarch,  or  discourse 
From  Ovid:  besides,  ’twill  beget  us  respect; 
And  if  ever  fortune  friend  tis  with  a bark, 
Largely  supply  us  with  all  provision. 

Alb.  Well  advis’d;  defer  it  not. 

Tib.  /.re  ye  ull 
Contented  ? 

Omnes.  We  are. 

Tib.  Let  us  away  then! 

Straight  we'll  return,  ami  you  shall  see  our 
riches.  [ Kxcunt 

Ros.  Since  I knew  what  wonder  and  u;uu/e 
ment  was14, 

I ne’er  was  so  transported. 


25  Aminta.  As  J brcey  &e.j'It  seems  clear  that  this  speech  belongs  to  Roscllia:  her  pre- 
ceding speeches,  and  those  that  follow  tWn  her  nnd  Clurindu,  shew  ir. 

2*  Hus.  Sines  1 knew  ichut  wonder  and  amazement  nan,  &c.j  Seward  gives  this  speech  to 
Clnrinda , to  whom  he  thinks  it  must  belong, 4 aniens  Rose  Ilia  had  spoke  it  below,  upon  sight 
• of  her  own  treasure.* 

/ Clar. 
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Act  4.) 

Clar.  Why  weep  you,  gentle  maid  ? 

There  is  no  danger  here  to  such  as  you : 
Banish  tear!  tor  with  us  L dart  promise 
You  slwlt  meet  all  courteous  entertainment. 
Croc.  We  esteem  ourselves  most  happy  in 
Hip.  And  bless  [you. 

Fort  tine  that  brought  you  hither. 

Clor.  Hark  in  your  ear? 

I love  you  as  a friend  already;  ere  long 
You  shall  call  me  by  a nearer  name : 1 wish 
Your  brother  well ; I know  you  apprehend 
A uvula.  Ay,  to  my  grief  I do ! [me. 
Alas,  good  ladies,  there  is  nothing  left  me 
But  thanks,  to  pay  you  with. 

CUir.  That’s  more  than  yet 
You  stund  engaged  for. 

Enter  Albert,  Tibalt , and  the  rest,  with  Trea- 
sure. 

Ros.  So  soon  return’d  ? 

Alb.  Here  ; see  the  idol  of  the  lapidary  I 
Tib.  These  pearls  for  which  the  slavish  ue* 
gro  dives 

To  th’  bottom  of  the  sea  ! [chant  touches 
Lam.  To  get  which  th’  industrious  mer- 
At  either  note  ! 

Fran.  The  never- failing  purchase 
Of  lordships,  and  of  honours  ! 

Mur.  Tlic  world’s  mistress, 

That  can  give  every  tiling  to  the  possessors ! 
Muster,  l or  which  the  sailors  scoru  tem- 
pestuous winds, 

Anri  spit  defiance  in  die  sea  ! 

Ttb.  Speak,  Indy  ! 

Look  wc  not  love  ly  now  ? 

Rot.  Y’es,  yes. — Oh,  my  stars ! 

Be  now  for  ever  blessed,  that  have  brought 
To  luy  revenge  these  robbers ! — 'Take  youf 
arrow-*, 

And  nail  these  monsters  to  the  earth ! 

Alb.  W bar  mean  you,  lady? 

In  wimt  have* we  offended  ? 

Has.  Ob,  my  daughter! 


And  you  companions  with  me  in  all  fortunes, 
Look  on  these  caskets,  and  these  jewels! 
These  were  our  ow  n,  w hen  first  we  put  to  sea 
With  good  Sebastian ; and  these  the  pirates 
That  not  alone  depriv’d  him  of  this  treasure* 
But  also  took  his  life. 

Croc . Part  of  my  present 
I well  remember  wus  mine  own. 

llip.  And  tli^-se 
Were  mine. 

Jul.  Sure  I have  worn  this  jewel. 
lias.  Wherefore  do  you  stay  then, 

And  not  perform  my  command? 

Alb.  Oh,  Heaven  ! 

What  cruel  fate  pursues  us ! 

Ttb . I’m  Well  enough  serv*d, 

That  must  he  offering  jointures,  jewels, 

And  precious  stones,  more  than  I brought 
with  me. 

Ros  Why  shoot  you  not? 

Clar.  Hear  me,  dear  mother; 

And  when  the  greatest  cruelty  is  justice, 

Do  not  shew  mercy ! Death  to  tliese  starv’d 
wretches 

Is  a reward,  not  punishment : let  ’em  live 
To  undergo  the  full  weight  of  your  dbplea* 
sure.  » fluents 

And  tliat  they  may  have  sense  to  feel  the  tor- 
Tliey  have  deserv’d,  allow  ’em  some  small 
pittance, 

To  linger  out  their  tortures. 

Ros.  Tis  well  counsell’d  ! 

Quines.  And  we  will  folio w’t. 

Alb.  Hear  us  speak. 

Ros.  Peace,  dogs ! — [reasou, 

Bind  ’em  fast ! When  fury  hath  giv’n  way  to 
I will  determine  of  their  sufferings, 

Which  shall  be  horrid.  Vengeance,  tlio’  alow* 
pac’d, 

At  length  o’ertakes  the  guilty,  and  the  wrath 
Of  the  incensed  Powers  will  tall  most  sure 
On  wicked  men,  w hen  they  are  most  secure. 

[f>eu«f. 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Raymond , Sebastian,  Nicusa,  and 
Suitors. 

1 Sailor.  TTERE’s  nothing,  sir,  but  poverty 
* -*•  and  hunger; 

No  promise  of  inhu  twice;  neither  track 
Of  beast,  nor  foot  of  mail ! We  have  search’d 
all 

This  rocky  desalt,  yet  can’t  discover  any 
Assurance  liere  is,  or  hath  been  such  men. 

2 Sailor.  Not  a relique  of  any  thing  they 
wore,  , 

Nor  mark  left  by  ’em,  either  to  find  relief. 
Or  to  wurn  others  from  the  like  misfortune  ! 
Believe  it,  these*  fellows  are  both  false,  and, 

VOL.  Ill, 


To  get  a little  succour  in  their  misery, 

Have  fram’d  this  cunning  tale. 

Raym.  The  ship,.  I know,  is  French,  and 
own’d  by  pirates, 

If  not  by  Albert,  my  arch  enemy. 

You  told  ine  too  there  was  n woman  with  ’em, 
A young  and  handsome  woman. 

Stb.  There  was  so,  sir. 

Ray.  And  such  and  such  young  gallants. 
Nicusa.  We  told  you  true,  sir ; 

That  they’d  no  means  to  quit  tlsis  island— 
Ruyrn.  And  tliat 

Amidst  their  mutiny,  to  save  your  lives, 

Yon  got  their  ship? 

Stb.  AU  is  must  certain,  sir. 

Li  Jlayrn. 
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jR aym.  Where  are  th£y  tlicn?  whore  are 
these  men, 

Or  woman  ? We  are  landed  where  your  fhilhi 
Did  ass-tlre  us  we  could  not  miss  their  sights. 
For  this  news  we  took  ye  to  our  mercy, 

' Reliev'd  ye,  when  the  f urious  sea  and  famine 
Strove  which  should  first  devour  ye;  cloath’d 
And  cherish’d  ye ; us'd  ye  as  those  ve  say  ye 
are,  [shew  us 

Fair  gentlemen.  Now  keep  your  words,  and 
This  company  your  own  free  pities  spoke  of, 
These  men  ye  left  in  misery ; the  woman ! 
Men  of  those  noble  breedings  ve  pretend  to 
Should  scorn  to  lie,  or  get  their  food  with 
falshood : 

Come,  direct  us. 

Seb.  Alas,  sir,  they  ore  gone;  [not. 

But  by  what  means,  or  providence,  we  know 
2 Sailor.  Was  not  the  captain 
A fellow  of  a fiery,  yet  brave  nature, 

A middle  stature,  and  of  brown  complexion? 
Iticusa.  He  was,  sir. 

Ruym.  *Twas  Albert, 

And  my  poor  wretched  sister! 

1 Sailor.  *Twas  he  certain;  [sea. 

I ha’  been  at  sea  with  him,  many  times  at 

j Haynt.  Come,  shew  us  these  men  ; 

Shew  us  presently,  and  do  not  dally  with  us! 

i Seb.  We  left  'cm  here,  (what  should  we 
This  place.  [say,  sir?)  lie  re  in 

2 Sailor.  The  earth  can't  swallow  'cm; 
they  have 

No  wings ; they  can’t  fly  sure. 

Raym.  You  told  us  too 
Of  heaps  of  treasure,  and  of  sums  conceal’d, 
That  set  their  hearts  a-firc ; we  see  no  such 
thing. 

No  such  sign:  what  can  ye  say  to  purge  ye? 
W hat  have  ye  done  with  these  men? 

ISiicHM.  We,  sir  ? 

Rat/m.  You,  sir; 

For  certain  I believe  ye  saw  such  people. 

Seb.  By  all  tliut’s  good,  by  all  that’s  pure 
By  all  that’s  holy — [and  honest, 

Raym.  I dare  not  credit  ye ; 

Ye’ve  so  abus’d  my  hope,  that  now  I hate  ye. 
1 Sailor.  Let’s  put  'em  in  their  ragged 
cloaths  again,  [e’en 

Captain,  for  certain  they  are  knaves;  let’s 
Deliver  ’em  to  their  old  fruitful  furm; 

Here  let  ’em  walk  the  island  ! [cies. 

Seb.  If  ye  do  so,  we  shall  curse  your  mer- 
1 Kicusa.  Rather  put  ns  to  sea  again. 

Rui/m.  Not  so;  ft  inns, 

Yet  this  I’ll  do,  because  ye  say  ye’re  Chris* 
Tho’I  hardly  credit  it.  Bring  in  the  boat, 
And  all  aboard  again,  but  these  two  wretches! 
Yet  leave  ’em  four  days’  meat.  If  iu  that 
time 

(For  I will  search  all  nooks  of  this  strange 
island) 

I can  discover  any  track  of  these  men,  [ye ; 
Alive  or  dead.  I’ll  bear  ye  off,  and  honour 
If  uot,  ye’ve  found  your  graves ; so,  farewell ! 

[Kscunt. 


[Art  4. 

Nicusa.  That  goodness  dwells  above,  and 
knows  us  innocent,  [us! 

Comfort  our  lives,  and  at  his  pleasure  quit 
Seb . Come,  cousin,  come  ! Old  Time  will 
end  our  story ; 

But  no  time  (if  we  end  well)  ends  our  glory. 

[Egeunt. 

Enter  Rost  Ilia,  Clarinda , Croc  ale,  Hippo- 
lit  a,  and  Jufetta. 

Roi.  Use  ’em  with  all  the  austerity  that 
may  be ; 

They  arc  our  slaves  ! Turn  all  those  pities, 
Those  tender  reluctations  that  should  be- 
come your  sex, 

To  stern  anger ! and  when  ye  look  upon  ’em, 
Look  with  those  eyes  that  wept  those  bitter 
sorrows, 

Those  cruelties  ye  suffer’d  by  their  rapines  ! 
Soino  five  days  lienee  that  blessed  hoar  comes, 
Most  happy  once  to  me,  that  knit  this  hand 
To  my  dear  husband’s,  [hour,  ladies — 

And  both  our  hearts  iu  mutual  bands.  That 
Ctar.  What  of  that  hour? 

Ros.  Why,  on  that  hour,  daughter. 

And  in  the  height  of  all  our  celebrations, 
Our  dear  remembrances  of  that  dear  man, 
And  those  that  suffer'd  with  him,  our  fair 
kinsmen, 

Their  lives  shall  fall  a sacrifice  to  vengeance, 
Their  lives  that  ruin’d  his;  ’tis  a full  justice. 
I will  look  glorious  ill  their  bloods;  and  the 
Most  noble  spirit  of  Sebastian,  [pirates, 
That  perish’d  by  the  pride  of  these  French 
Shull  smile  in  Heav’n,  and  bless  the  hand 
that  kill’d  ’em. 

Look  strictly  all  unto  your  prisoners; 

For  he  that  makes  a scape  beyond  iny  ven- 
geance, 

Or  entertains  a hope  by  your  fair  usage — 
Take  heed,  I say ! she  llmt  deceives  my 
trust — [light 

Again  take  heed ! her  life — and  that’s  but 
Neither;  her  life,  in  all  the  tortures 
My  spirit  can  put  on — 

Omnes.  We  shall  be  careful. 

Ros.  Do  so.  [ErU. 

Ctar.  You’re  angry,  mother,  and  you’re 
old  too,  [per  you. 

Forgetting  what  men  are  ; but  we  shall  teui- 
llovv  fare  your  prisoners,  ladies?  in  what 
forms 

Do  they  appear  in  their  afflictions? 

Jul.  Mine  fare  hnt  poorly ; for  so  I’m 
’Tis  none  of  ray  fault.  [commanded; 

Ciar.  Of  wluit  sort  iw\hey  ? 

Jul.  They  say  they’re  gentlemen,  but  they 
shew  mungrels. 

Ctar.  How  do  they  suffer? 

Jul.  Faith,  like  boys; 

They  arc  fearful  in  all  fortunes;  when  I smile, 
They  kneel  and  beg  to  have  that  luce  con- 
tinued, 

And,  lib.  poor  slaves,  adore  the  ground  I go 
on; 

When 
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Act  4.] 

When  I frown,  they  hang  their  most  dejected 
heads,  [of  bread, 

Like  fearful  sheep-hounds:  shew  ’em  a crust 
They’ll  saint  ine  presently;  and  skip  like  apes 
For  a sup  of  wine.  I’ll  whip  ’em  like  hack- 
nics. 

Saddle  'em,  ride  ’em,  do  what  I will  with  ’em. 
CUtr.  Tush,  these  are  poor  things,  llavc 
they  names  like  Christians  ? 

Jut.  Very  fair  names;  Franville,  Lamure, 
and  Moriliat ; [very  handsomely, 

And  brag  of  great  kindreds  too.  They  oiler 
But  that  I am  a fool,  and  dare  not  venture. 
They  are  sound  too.  o’ my  conscience, 

Or  very  near  upon  it. 

Ctar.  Fy;  away,  fool! 

Jut.  They  tell  me,  if  they  might  be  brought 
before  you,  [quence. 

They  would  reveal  things  of  strange  conse- 
Clar.  Their  base  poor  fears  ! 

Jut.  Ay,  that  makes  me  hate  ’em  too; 

For  if  they  were  but  manly  to  their  sufferance, 
Sure  I should  strain  a point  or  two. 

C/ar.  An  hour  hence  I will  take  a view 
of ’em,  [too? 

And  hear  their  business.  Are  your  men  thus 
Croc.  Mine?  no,  gentle  madam ; mine 
were  not  cast 

In  such  base  moulds : afflictions,  tortures, 
Are  names  and  natures  of  delight  to  my  men; 
All  sorts  of  cruelties  they  meet  like  pleasures. 
1 have  but  two,  the  one  they  call  Du-Pont, 
Tihult  Du-Pont;  the  other  the  Ship-Master. 
('tor.  Have  they  not  lives  and  fears? 

Croc.  Lives  they  have,  madam  ; [nions 

But  those  lives  never  link’d  to  such  compa- 

As  fears  or  doubts. 

Ctar.  Use  ’em  nobly; 

Ami  where  you  find  fit  subjects  for  your 
pities,  - 

Let  it  become  ye  to  be  courteous! 

My  mother  will  not  always  he  thus  rigorous. 
Hip.  Aline  are  sailors,  madam;  but  they 
sleep  soundly, 

And  seldom  trouble  me,  unless  it  be 
When  they  dream  sometimes  of  fights  and 
tempests; 

Then  they  roar  and  whistle  for  cans  of  wine, 
And  down  they  fling  me;  and  in  tliat  rage, 
(For  they  are  violent  fellows)  tliey  play  such 
freaks !-  — 

If  they  have  meat,  they  thank  me  ; if  none, 
They  heartily  desire  to  be  bang’d  quickly ; 
And  this  is  all  they  care. 

Ctur.  Look  to  ’em  diligently,  [serve, 
And  where  your  pities  tell  ye  they  may  de- 
Give  comfort ! 

(Jmitts.  We  will.  [Exeunt. 

Ctur.  Come  hither;  be  not  frighted! 
Enter  Aminta. 

Think  not  ye  steal  this  liberty,  for  we  give  it. 
Your  tender  innocence  assures  me,  virgin. 
You  had  no  share  in  those  wrongs  these  men 
did  us; 


I find  you  are  not  harden’d  in  stlch  mischiefs. 
Your  brother  was  misled  sure,  foully  misled. 
Aminta.  How  much  I fear  these  pities! 
Ctar.  Certain  he  was,  so  much  1 pity  him; 
And  for  your  sake,  whose  eyes  plead  for 
For  his  ow  n sake — [him ; nay, 

Aminta.  Hu! 

Ctar.  For  I see  about  him, 

(Women  have  subtle  eyes,  and  look  narrowly) 
Or  I am  much  abus’d,  many  fair  promises ; 
Nay,  beyond  those  too,  many  thadow’d  vir- 
A mint  a.  I think  lie’s  good.  [lues. 

Ctar.  I assure  inysel  1 he  will  be; 

And  out  of  that  assurance  take  this  comfort, 
(For  I perceive  your  fear  hath  much  de- 
I love  your  brother — [ jected  you) 

Amintu.  Madam?  [favour, 

Ctar.  Nay,  do  not  take  it  fora  dreaint-of 
Tliat  comforts  in  the  sleep,  and  awake 
Indeed  I love  him.  [vanishes : 

Aminta.  Do  you  indeed  ? [safety! 

Ctar.  You  doubt  still,  ’cause  you  fear  his 
Indeed  he  is  the  sweetest  man  I ever  saw ; 

I think  the  best.  You  may  hear  without 
blushes,  [courtesy. 

And  give  me  thanks,  if  you  please,  for  niy 
Aminta.  Madam,  I ever  must: — Yet, 
witness  Heaven,  [madam, 

They  are  hard  pull’d  from  me. — Believe  me. 
So  many  imperfections  I could  find — 
(Forgive  me,  grace,  for  lying!)— and  such 
wants — 

(’Tis  to  an  honest  use) — such  poverties, 

Both  in  his  main  proportion,  and  his  tnind 
too — [lewdly)— - 

There  are  a hundred  handsomer — (l  lie 
Your  noble  usage,  madam,  hath  so  bound 
’That  I must  tell  you — [me  to  you, 

Clur.  Come,  tell  your  worst. 

Aminta.  He  is  no  husband  for  you: 

I think  you  mean  in  that  fair  way. 

Ctar.  You’ve  hit  it. 

Aminta.  I’m  sure  [gerous,  madam. 

You’ve  hit  rny  heart. — You  will  find  him  dan- 
A*  fickle  as  the  flying  air,*  proud,  jealous, 
Soon  glutted  in  your  sweets,  and  soon  for- 
getful. 

I could  say  more;  anil  tell  you  I’ve  a brother, 
Another  brother,  that  so  far  excels  this, 

Both  in  the  ornaments  of  man,  and  making— 
Ctar.  If  you 

Were  not  his  sister,  I should  doubt  you  mainly. 
Doubt  you  for  his  love,  you  deal  so  cunningly. 
*Do  not  abuse  me  ; 1 have  trusted  you  * 
With  more  tlian  life,  with  my  first  love;  be 
Of  me ! [careful 

Aminta.  In  what  use,  madam  ? 

Ctar.  In  this,  lady: 

Speak  to  liim  for  me;  you  have  power  upon 
him ; 

Tell  him  I love  him,  tell  him  I dote  on  him  ; 
It  will  become  your  longue. 

Amintu.  Become  my  grave! 

Oh,  fortune,  oh,  curs’a  fortune! 

Ctur.  l ell  liim  his  liberty, 

I i X And 
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And  all  those  with  him,  all  our  wealth  and 

jewels — 

Good  sister,  for  I’ll  call  you  so— 

Aminta.  I shall,  lady — 

E’en  die,  I hope. 

C'/or.  lie  res  meat  and  wine,  (pray  take  it) 
And  there  he  lies : give  him  w hat  liberty  yon 
please,  [please,  sisier! 

But  still  conceal'd;  what  pleasure  you  shall 
lie  shall  ne'er  want  again.  Nay,  see  an 
you'll  take  it! 

Why  do  you  study  thus? 

Aminta.  To  avoid  mischiefs; 

If  they  should  happen — 

Ctar.  Go.  and  be  happy  for  me. 

Aminta.  Oh,  blind  fortune ! 

Yet  happy  thus  far,  I shall  live  to  see  him. 
In  what  strange  desolution  lives  he  here  now, 
Sure  this  curtain  will  reveal. 

Enter  Albert . 

Alb.  Who’s  that  ? ha!  [fort; 

Some  gentle  hand,  1 hope,  to  bring  me  com- 
Or,  if  it  he  my  death,  ’tis  sweetly  shadow’d. 
Aminta.  Have  you  forgot  me,  sir? 

Aib.  My  Ainima! 

Aminta.  She,  sir,  [shadow; 

That  walks  here  up  and  down  an  empty 
One,  tliat  for  some  lew  hours 
But  wauders  here, carrying  her  own  sad  coffiny 
Seeking  some  desart  place  to  lodge  her  grids 
in. 

Alb.  Sweet  sorrow,  welcome!  welcome, 
noble  grief! 

How  got  you  this  fair  liberty  lo  see  me  ? 

For  sorrows  in  your  shape  are  strangers  to  me. 
Aminta.  I come  to  counsel  you. 

Alb.  You’re  still  more  welcome ; 

For  good  friends  in  afflictions  give  good 
counsels. 

Pray  then  proceed. 

Aminta.  Pray  cat  Cist ; you  shew  faint : 
Here’s  wine  to  refresh  you  too. 

Alb.  I thank  you,  dear. 

Aminta.  Driuk  again!  [weep? 

Alb.  Here’s  to  our  loves  ! — How ! turn  and 
Tray  pledge  it!  This  happiness  we  have  yet 
left, 

Our  hearts  are  free— Not  pledge  it?  why  ? 

A It  ho'  beneath  the  a ce,  this  health  were  holy15. 
Why  do  you  weep  thus? 

Aminta.  I come  to  wooe  you. 

Alb.  To  wooe  me,  sweet?  l*n»  woo’d  and 
won  already  ; [conies  you  ! 

You  know  I’m  yours.  This  pretty  way  be- 
But  \ou’d  deceive  my  sorrows;  that  is  your 
intent.  [weep,  hut  smile. 

Aminta.  I would  I could!  I should  not 
D’ye  tike  your  meat  and  wine? 

Alb.  Like  it? 

Aminta.  Do  you  like  your  liberty  ? 

Alb.  All  these'  I well  may  like. 


Aminta . Then  pray  like  her  that  sent  ’em. 
Do  you  like  wealth. 

And  most  unequal’d  beauty? 

Alb.  Peace!  indeed 
You’ll  make  me  angry. 

Aminta.  ’Would  I were  dead  that  ask  it! 
Then  you  might  freely  like,  and  I forgive  you. 
Alb.  What  like?  and  who?  Add  not  more 
misery 

To  a man  that’s  fruitful  in  afflictions! 

\V1h>  is  t you’d  have  me  like?  who  sent  these 
Aminta.  I must  tell.  [comforts? 

Alb.  Be  bold! 

Aminta.  But  be  you  temperate! 
ffyou  be  bold,  I die.  The  young  fair  virgin — 
(Sorrow  hath  made  me  old!)  Oh,  hearken, 
And  wisely  hark — the  governess’s  daughter. 
That  star  that  strikes  this  island  lull  of  w onder, 
That  blooming  sweetness — 

Alb-  What  of  her? 

Aminta.  Site  sent  it;  [you, 

And  with  it — it  must  be  out! — She  dotes  on 
And  must  enjoy  you ; else  no  joy  must  find 
you.  [this? 

Alb.  And  have  you  the  patience  to  deliver 
Aminta.  A sister  may  say  much,  and  mo» 
Alb.  A sister?  [deatly. 

Aminta.  Yes,  that  name  undid  you, 

Undid  us  both:  had  you  nam’d  wife,  sh*  had 
fear’d  you,  [sbunn’d,  yea 

And  fear’d  the  sin  she  follow’d;  she  had 
Her  virgin  modesty  had  not  touch’d  at  you: 
But  thinking  you  were  free,  hath  kiuoled  a fire, 
1 fear  will  hardly  be  extinguish’d. 

Alb.  Indeed  I play’d  the  fool. 

Aminta.  Oh,  my  best  sir,  take  heed, 

Take  heed  of  lies!  Truth,  tin)’  it  trouble 
some  minds,  [dangerous, 

Some  wicked  minds,  that  are  both  dark  and 
Yet  it  preserves  itself,  comes  off'  pure,  in- 
nocent, 

And,  like  the  sun,  tho*  never  so  eclips’d, 
Mu**t  break  in  glory.  Oh,  sir,  lie  no  more! 

Alb.  You’ve  read  me  a fair  lecture, 

And  put  a spell  upon  my  tongue  for  feigning. 
But  how  will  you  counsel  now  ? 

Amin  ' a^  You  must  study  to  forget  me. 
Alb.  liow! 

Aminta.  Be  patient! 

Be  wise  and  patient,  it  concerns  you  highly. 
Can  you  lay  by  our  loves  ? But  why  sliould 
I doubt  it  ? 

You  arc  a man,  and  men  may  shift  affections; 
Tis  held  no  sin.  To  come  to  the  point ; 

Y ou  must  lose  me ; many  and  mighty  reasons — 
Alb.  Hear  me,  Aminta ! [feeds  you ? 
Have  you  a tnau  that  loves  you  too  ? that 
That  sends  you  liberty?  has  this  great  governess 
A noble  son  too,  youug,  and  apt  to  catch  you? 
Am  I,  because  I am  in  bonds,  and  miserable, 
My  health  decay’d,  my  youth  and  strength 
half  blasted. 


15  And  though  benenth.]  The  slight  corruption  of  And  though  for  Although , Mr.  Seward 
saw  and  corrected  with  me.  Sympson. 
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My  fortune  like  my  warning  self,  for  this 
despis'd ) 

Am  I for  this  forsaken  ? A new  love  chosen, 
And  my  affections,  like  my  fortunes,  wan- 
derers ? 

Take  heed  of  lying,  you  that  chid  me  for  it, 
And  skew'd  how  deep  a sin  il  was,  and  dan- 
gerous, [me  dearly, 

Take  heed  yourself!  You  swore  you  lovd 
No  tew  nor  little  oaths  you  swore,  Aminta; 
Those  seal'd  with  no  small  faith,  I then 
assur'd  myself: 

Oh,  seek  no  new  ways  to  cozen  truth! 
Aminta.  I do  not : by  Love  itself,  I love 
thee, 

And  ever  must,  nor  can  nil  deaths  dissolve  it ! 
Alb.  Why  do  you  urge  me  thus  then? 
Aminta.  Fojr  your  safety ; 

To  preserve  your  life.  £givcs  it, 

Alb.  My  life,  I do  confess,  is  hers;  she 
And  let  her  take  it  back ! I yield  it.  [it; 
My  love’s  entirely  thine,  none  shall  touch  at 
None,  my  Aminta,  none. 

Aminta.  You’ve  made  me  happy  ; 

And  now  I know  you’re  mine,  fortune,  I 
scorn  thee ! 

Go  ro  your  rest,  and  I'll  sit  by  you  : whilst 
I’ve  lime  I’ll  be  your  mate,  and  comfort  you; 
For  only  I am  trusted.  You  shall  want 
Nothing,  not  a liherty  that  1 can  steal  you. 
Alb.  May  we  not  celebrate  our  loves, 
Amin  tii  ? 

And  where  our  wishes  cannot  meet— 

Aminta.  You’re  wanton  ; 

But  with  cold  kisses  I’ll  allay  that  fever, 
(Look  for  no  more)  and  that  in  private  too! 
Believe  me,  I shall  blush  else.  But,  let’s 
We  arc  both  lost  else.  [consider ; 

Alb.  Lei’s  in,  and  prevent  fate.  £ Exeunt . 

Enter  CrocaU , Jufctta , Tibalt , and  Master. 
Tib.  You  do  well  to  air  us,  ladies;  we 
shall  be  musty  else. 

What  are  your  wise  wills  now  ? 

One.  You’re  very  crank  still. 

Tib.  As  crank  as  a holy  friar  fed  with 
hail-stones. 

But  do  ye  bring  us  out  to  bait,  like  bulls? 
Matter.  Or  are  you  weary  of  the  charge 
ye're  at  ? 

Turn  us  abroad  again ; let  us  jog,  ladiys ; 
We’re  gross,  and  coarse,  unfit  for  your  sweet 
pleasure*.  [grass. 

Tib.  Knock  off  our  shoes,  and  turn’s  to 
Croc.  You  are 

Determined  still  to  be  stubborn  then  ? 

It  well  becomes  you. 

Tib.  An  humour,  lady,  that 
Contents  a prisoner:  a sullen  fit  sometimes 
Serves  for  a second  course. 

Jut.  Ye  may  as  well  he  kind. 

And  pin  our  favours ; gain  meat  and  drink, 
and  lodging 
To  rest  your  bones. 

Tib.  My  bones  have  borne  me  thus  long, 


And  had  their  share  of  pains  and  recreations; 
If  they  fail  now,  they  are  no  fair  companions. 
Croc.  Are  ye  thus  harsh'to  all  our  sex  ? 
Master.  We  can’t 

Be  merry  without  a (idler : pray  strike  up 
Your  tabors,  ladies. 

Croc.  The  fools  despise  us. 

Jul.  We  know 
Ye’re  very  hungry  now. 

7\b,  Yes;  'tis  very  wholesome,  ladies; 

For  we  that  have  gross  bodies  must  be  careful. 
Have  ye  no  piercing  air  to  stir  our  stomachs? 
We  are  beholding  to  ye  for  our  ordinary. 

Jul.  Why,  slaves,  ’tis  in  our  power  to 
Master.  Very  likely:  [hung  ye. 

Tis  in  our  powers  then  to  be  bang’d,  and 
scorn  ye. 

Ilangingrs  as  sweet  to  us  as  dreaming  to  you. 
Croc.  Come,  be  more  courteous. 

Jul.  Do,  and  then  ye  shall 
Be  pleas’d,  and  have  all  necessaries. 

Tib.  Give  me 
Some  ratsbane  then. 

Croc.  And  why  ratsbane,  monsieur? 

Tib.  We  live  like  vermin  here,  ami  eat  up 
your  cheese,  [would  bite  at ; 

Your  mouldy  cheese,  that  none  but  rats 
Therefore  ’tis  just  that  ratsbane  should  re- 
ward us.  [broken'; 

We  are  unprofitable,  and  our  ploughs  are 
There  is  no  hope  of  harvest  this  year,  ladies. 
Jul.  Ye  shall  have  all  content. 

Master.  Ay,  an  we’li  serve  your  uses. 

I’d  rather  serve  hogs,  there  is  more  delight 
in’t ; 

Your  greedy  appetites  arc  never  satisfied  ; 
Like  hungry  camels  just,  sleeping  or  waking 
You  chew  the  cud  still. 

Croc.  By  this  hand  well  starve  ye. 
Master.  ’Tis  a noble  courtesy : I had  tut 
lief  vc 

Should  famish  mo,  as  founder  me;  to  be 
Jaded  to  death,  is  only  tit  for  a hackney. 
Here  he  certain  tarts  of  tar  about  me, 

And  parcels  of  potnrgo  in  nfj  jerkin: 

As  long  as  these  last — 

Jul.  Which  will  not  last  ever. 

Tib.  Then  we’ll  eat  one  another,  like 
good  fellows. 

A shoulder  of  his  for  a haunch  of  mitie£ 
Jul.  ''Tis  excellent ! 

'Tib.  Twill  be,  as  wc’£l  dress  it,  ladies. 
Croc.  Why  sure  ye  are  not  men? 

Master.  Ye  bad  best  come  search  us; 

A seaman  is  seldom  without  a salt  eel. 

Ttb.  I am  bad  enough, 

And  in  my  nature  a notorious  wencher; 

And  yet  ye  make  me  blush  at  your  im- 
modesty’ [things  ? 

Tell  me,  good  Master,  diefst  e'er  see  such 
Master.  I could  tike  ’em,  tho*  they  were 
lewdly  giv’n, 

If  they  could  say  no;  but,  fy  on  ’em! 

They  gape  like  oysters. 

Tib.  Well,  ye  may  hang,  or  starve  us, 

But 
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But  your  commanding  impudence  shall  never 
fear  us16.  Had  ye  by  blushing  signs,  soft 
cunnings, 

Crept  into  us, and  shew’d  us  jour  necessities; 
We’d  met  your  purposes,  supplied  your  wants. 
W c are  no  saints,  ladies: 

1 love  a good  wench  as  I love  my  life, 

And  with  my  life  I will  uiaintnin  my  love; 
But  such  a sordid  impudence  I’ll  spit  at. 

I Art’s  to  our  dens  again  ! Come,  noble  Master! 
You  know  our  minds,  ladies:  this  is  the 
faith 

In  which  we’ll  die.  [Ere.  Tibalt  and  Master . 
Croc.  ,1  do  admire  ’em. 

Ju(.  They  _ 

A re  noble  fellows,  and  they  shall  not  want 
For  this. 

Croc.  But  see, Clarinda  comes.  Farewell! 
I’ll  to  my  charge.  [Exit. 

JZnter  Clurinda. 

Clar.  Bring  out  those  prisoners  now,  and 
let  me  see  ’em, 

And  hear  their  business. 

Jul.  1 will,  madam.  f Exit. 

Clar.  I hope  she  hath  prevail’d  upon  her 
brother.  [happiness 

Sh’  has  a sweet  tongue,  and  can  describe  the 
My  love  is  ready  to  ding  on  him. 

And  sure  he  must  be  glad,  and  certain  won- 
der, [island. 

And  bless  the  hour  that  brought  him  to  this 
I lung  to  hear  the  full  joy  that  belabours  with. 

Enter  Juletta , Monllnt , Franvillc,  and  La- 
murc. 

Mor . Bless  thy  divine  beauty  ! 

Fran.  Mirror  of  sweetness! 

Jjim.  Ever  springing  brightness! 
t-'r/r.  Nay,  stand  up,  gcutlcmcu ; and  leave 
your  flatteries.  [have 

Mor.  She  calls  us  gentlemen ! Sure  we  shall 
Some  meat  now ! [Ileav’n, 

Clar . I am  a mortal  creature;  worship 
And  give  thesejnttributes  to  their  divinities. 
IVIeth inks,  you  look  but  thin. 

Mor.  Oh,  wc  are  starv’d, 

Immortal  beauty. 

Lam.  We’re  all  poor  starv’d  knaves. 

Fran.  Neither  liberty  nor  meat,  lady. 

Mor.  We  were  handsome  men,  and  gentle- 
men, and  sweet  men,  [ties; 

And  were  once  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  beau- 
But  now  we  look  like  rogues,  like  poor  starv’d 
rogues.  [now  ? 

Clar.  What  would  ye  do,  if  ye  w ere  to  die 
Fran.  Alas,  we  were  prepar’d.  If  you.will 
hang  us. 

Let’s  have  a good  meal  or  two  to  die  with. 
To  put  us  in  heart ! 

Mur.  Or  if  you’ll  drown  us, 

"6  Fear  i/s.]  i.  e.  Make  us  fear. 

17  Hoio  / u hat  it  l you  would  open  f]  This 
tions  given  to  Lamure. 


Let  us  be  drunk  first,  that  we  may  die  merrily. 
And  bless  the  founders! 

Clar.  Ye  sha’n’t  die  so  hastily. 

What  dare  ye  do  to  deserve  my  favour? 
Lam.  Put  us  to  any  service. 

Fran.  Any  bondage, 

Let  us  but  live.! 

Mor.  We’ll  get  a world  of  children; 

For  we  know  ye’re  heinously  provided  that 
way : 

And  you  shall  beat  us  wdien  we  offend  you, 
Beat  us  abundantly,  and  take  our  meat  from 
us.  [shew  ye  poor  ones. 

Clar.  These  are  weak  abject  Hungs,  that 
What’s  the  great  service  ye  so  ofthave  threat- 
en'd, 

If  ye  might  see  me,  and  win  my  favour? 
Jul.  That  business  of  discov’ry? 

Mar.  Oh,  I’ll  tell  ve,  Jady. 

Jjnm.  And  so  will  I. 

Fran.  And  l.  Pray  lot  me  speak  first! 
Mar.  Good  no  confusion  ! 

We  arc  before  a lady  that  knows  manners: 
And,  by  the  ue.xt  meat  I shall  eat  ’tis  certain, 
This  little  gentlewoman  that  was  taken  with 
us — 

Clar.  Your  captain’s  sister?  she  you  mean? 
Mor.  Ay,  ay ; 

.She  is  the  business  that  w*c'd  open  to  you. 
You're  cozen’d  in  her. 

Clar.  IIow  ! what  is’t  yop  would  open17? 
Fran.  She  is  no  sister. 

Mor.  Good  sirs,  how  quick  you  are ! 

She  is  no  sister,  madam. 

Fran.  She  is  his — 

Mor.  Peace,  I say ! 

Clar.  What  is  she? 

Mor.  Faith,  sweet  lady, 

She’s,  as  a man  would  say,  his — 

C7//r.  What? 

Lam.  His  mistress.  [his— 

Mar.  Or,  as  some  new  translators  read, 
Clar.  Oh  ine  ! [unless 

Mor.  And  why  he  should  delude  you  thus, 
He  meant  some  villainy — Thfse  ten  weeks  he 
has 

Had  her  at  sea,  for  his  own  proper  appetite. 
Jjnm.  His  cabin-mate,  I’ll  assure  you. 
Clar.  No  sister,  say  ye?  [beauty. 

Mor.  No  more  than  I am  brother  to  your 
I know  no  iwny  he  should  juggle  thus. 

Clar.  Do  not  lie  to  me  ! " [empty ! 
Mor.  If  ye  find  me  lie,  lady,  ham:  me 
Clar.  How  api  I fool’d!  Away  with  'em, 
Juletta, 

And  feed  ’em — [me, 

But,  hark  ye,  with  such  food,  ns  they’ve  giv’n 
New  misery  ! 

Fran.  Nor  meat  nor  thanks  for  all  this? 
Clar.  Make  ’em  more  wretched. 

Oh,  I could  burst ! curse  and  kill  now, 


speech,  so  evidently  Clarinda  s,  is  in  all  the  edi- 

Kill 
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Kill  anv  thing  I meet.  Juletta,  follow  me, 
Ami  cull  the  rest  along ! 

Jul.  We  follow,  madam.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Albert  and  Aimntn. 

Aminta.  I must  be  gone  now,  else  she  may 
suspect  me. 

How  shall  I answer  her  ? 

Alb.  Tell  her  directly.  [vident: 

Aminta . That  were  too  sudden,  too  inipro- 
Firesof  this  nature  must  be  pnt  out  cunningly ; 
They  will  waste  all  come  near  'em  else.  Eare- 
Ouce  more ! [well. 

Alb.  Farewell,  and  keep  ray  love  entire  ! 
Nay  kiss  me  once  again  ! Metlnnks  we  should 
Aminta.  Oh,  he  wise,  sir.  [not  part. 
Alb.  Nay,  one  kiss  more  ! 

Aminta.  indeed  you’re  wanton; 

We  may  be  taken  too. 

Enter  Clarindu,  Julctta , Crocale , and  Hippo - 
lita. 

Clar.  Out,  thou  base  woman ! 

By  Heaven,  I’ll  shoot  ’em  both ! 

Cm*.  Nay,  stay,  brave  lady,  hold! 

A sudden  death  cuts  off  a nobler  vengeance. 
Clar.  Am  I made  bawd  to  your  lascivious 
meetings?  [villain: 

Are  ye  grown  so  wise  in  sin  ? Shut  up  that 
And,  sirrah,  now  expect  my  utmost  anger. 
Let  him  there  starve ! 

Alb.  I mock  at  your  mischiefs ! [Exit, 
Clar.  Tic  that  false  witch  unto  that  tree  ; 
there  let  [snakes 

The  savage  beasts  gnaw  off  her  sweetness,  and 
Embrace  her  beauties ; tie  her,  and  watch 
Believe  her ! [that  noue 


Hip.  We  could  wish  you  better  fortune, 
lady ; 

But  dare  not  help  you. 

Aminta.  Be  your  own  friends ; I th  ink  ye ! 

[ Exeunt. 

Now,  only  my  last  audit,  and  my  greatest! 
Oh,  Heavn  ! be  kind  unto  me; 

And,  if  it  be  thy  will,  preserve — 

Enter  Raymond. 

Raym.  Who’s  this? 

Sure  ’tis  a woman.  I have  trod  this  place. 
And  found  much  footing;  now  I know  Tis 
peopled. 

Ila!  let  me  see  ! it  is  her  face!  Oh,  Ileav’n! 
Turn  this  way,  maid  : 

Aminta.  Oh,  Raymond,  oh,  brother ! 
Raym.  ller  tongue  too!  ’tis  my  sister! 
What  rude  hand — 

Nay,  kiss  me  first;  oh,  joy  ! 

Aminta.  Ely,  fly,  dear  brother  ! 

You  are  lost  else. 

Jul.  A man,  a man,  a new  man ; 

Raym.  What  are  these? 

Enter  Juletta , Crocale , and  Clarinda. 
Croc.  An  enemy,  an  enemy  ! 

Clar.  Dispatch  him ; 

Take  him  off ; shoot  him  straight ! 

Raym.  I dare  not  nse  my  sword,  ladies, 
Agaiustsuch  comely  foes. 

Aminta.  Oh,  brother,  brother! 

Clar.  Away  with  ’em,  and  in  dark  prison® 
hind  ’em ! [mother. 

One  word  replied,  yc  die  both.  Now,  brave 
Eollow  thy  noble  auger,  and  111  help  thee  ! 

[Krcuiih 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Rosellia , Clarinda,  Crocalcf  Julctta , 
and  Hippolita. 

Eos.  T AM  deaf  to  all  your  iutreaties;  she 
A that  moves  uie 

Tor  pity  or  compassion  to  these  pirates, 

Digs  up  l»er  father’s,  or  her  brother’s  tomb, 
And  sptirus  about  their  ashes. — 

Couldst  thou  remember  what  a father  thou 
Hadst  once,  ’twould  steel  thy  heart  'gaiust 
foolish  pity: 

By  his  memory,  and  tlie  remembrance  of 
His  dear  embraces,  I aui  taught,  that  in 
A noble  cause  revenge  is  noble:  and  they 
khall  fall  the  sacrifices,  to  appease 
Iiis  waudring  ghost  and  my  incensed  fury. 
Clar.  The  new-come  prisoner  too? 

Ros.  lie  too  - Yet,  that  we  may  learn 
Whether  tliey  are  the  same,  or  near  allied 
To  those  that  forc’d  me  to  this  cruel  course. 
Better  their  poor  allowance,  and  permit  'em 


To  meet  together,  and  confer, 

Within  the  distance  of  your  ear  ! Perhaps 
They  may  discover  something  that  may  kill 
Despair  in  me,  and  he  a means  to  save  'era 
From  certain  ruin. 

Croc.  That  shall  be  my  cliarge. 

Ros.  Yet,  to  prevent 

All  hope  of  rescue  (for  this  new-corac  captain 
Hath  both  a ship  and  men  not  far  off  from  us, 
Tho’  ignorant  to  find  the  only  port 
That  can  yield  entrance  to  our  happy  island) 
Guard  the  place  strongly;  and,  ere  the  next 
sun 

Ends  his  diurnal  progress,  I will  be 
Happy  in  my  revenge,  or  set  ’em  free. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Crocale , Julettay  and  Hippolita . 

A table furnished. 

Croc.  So,  serve  it  plentifully,  and  lose  not 
time 

T en- 
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T*  enquire  the  cause ; there  is  a main  design 
That  hangs  upon  this  bounty.  See  the  table 
Furnish’d  with  wine  too;  that  discovers  se- 
crets [l0° 

Which  tortures  cannot  open : open  the  doors 
O’ tli’ several  prisons,  and  give  all  tree  en- 
trance t [aH* 

Into  this  room  ! Undiscover’d  I can  here  mark 

Enter  Tibalt  and  Master. 

Here’s  captain  Careless,  and  the  tough  ship- 
master; [they  look ! 

The  slaves  are  nos’d  like  vultures:  how  wild 
Tib.  Ha! 

The  mystery  of  this  some  good  hobgoblin 
Rise  and  reveal! 

Master.  I am  amaz’d  at  it ; 

Nor  can  I sound  tli'  intent. 

Tib.  Is  not  this  bread  ? 

Substantial  breaj},  not  painted  ? 

Muster.  But  take  l»ced  ! 

You  may  be  poison’d. 

Tib.  1 am  sure  I’m  famish’d ; [guts 

And  famine,  as  the  wise  man  says,  gripes  the 
As  much  as  nny  mineral.  1 his  may  he  treacle 
Sent  to  preserve  ine  after  a long  fast; 

Or,  be  it  viper's  spittle,  I’ll  run  the  hazard. 
Master.  We’re  past  all  fear;  I’ll  take  part 
Tib.  Do : [with  you. 

And  now,  i’faith,  how  do  you  feel  yourself? 

I find  great  ease  in't.  V\  hat  s here  ? wine, 
au»t  he  [fools  may  talk 

Thy  will ! strong  lusty  wine!  [drift**.]  Well, 

Of  Mithridate,  conlials,  and  elixirs; 

But  from  my  youth  this  was  my  only  physic. 
Here's  a colour ! 

What  lady’s  cheek,  tho*  ccrus’d  o er,  comes 
near  it  r 

It  sparkles  too,  hangs  out  diamonds:  Oh, 
My  sweetheart,  how  I will  hug  tliee  ! again, 
and  again ! [favours, 

They  are  poor  drunkards,  and  not  worth  thy 
Tlwt  number  thy  moist  kisses  iu  these  crystals. 

Master.  But,  monsieur, 

Here  are  suckets,  and  sweet  dishes. 

Tib.  Tush!  boyVineHt! 

I’m  past  it : here  is  strong  food,  fit  for  men, 
Nectar,  old  hid  ! Mistress  of  merry  hearts, 
Once  more  I am  bold  with  you. 

Muster.  Take  heed,  man  ! 

Too  much  will  breed  distemper. 

Tib.  Hast  thou  liv'd  at  sea 
The  most  part  of  thy  life,  where  to  be  sober, 
While  we  have  wine  aboard, is  capital  treason, 
And  dost  thou  preach  sobriety  ? 

Muster.  Pritnec,  forbear; 

We  may  offend  in  it ; we  know  not  for  whom 
It  was  provided. 

Tib.  I am  sure  for  me ; me  ’> 

Therefore,  footra  / when  I am  lull,  let  ’em 
I care  not ! 

Enter  Albert,  Aminta , Raymond,  Lamure, 
Mortilai,  and  Frunville,  severally. 
Master.  This  has  been  bis  temper  ever. 


See,  provoking  dishes ; candied  eringoes, 

And  potatoes! 

Tib.  I’ll  not  touch  ’em ; I will  drink; 

But  not  a hit  on  a march ; 

I’ll  be  an  eunuch  father. 

Master.  Who  are  these? 

Tib.  Marry,  who  you  will ; 

I keep  my  text  here. 

Alb . Raymond? 

Raym.  Albert  ? 

Tib.  Away  ! I’ll  he  drunk  alone; 

Keep  off’,  rogues,  or  I’ll  belch  ye  into  air; 
Not  a drop  here!  [such  anger! 

Aminta.  Dear  brotlier,  put  not  in  your  eves 
Those  looks,  poison’d  with  fury,  shot  at  him, 
Reflect  on  me.  Oh,  brother,  look  milder,  or 
The  crystal  of  bis  temperance  will  tum 
Them  on  yourself. 

Alb.  Sir,  I have  sought  you  I png  [ocean 
To  find  your  pardon;  you  have  plough’d  die 
To  wreak  your  vengeance  ou  me,  for  the  rape 
Of  this  fair  virgin.  Now  our  fortune  guides 
us  [ratiier 

To  meet  on  such  hard  terms,  that  we  need 
A mutual  pity  of  our  present  state, 

Than  to  expostulate  of  breaches  past, 

Which  cannot  be  made  up.  And  tho’  it  he 
Far  from  your  power  to  force  me  to  confess 
That  I have  done  you  wrong,  or,  such  sub- 
mission [L'f't, 

Failing  to  make  my  peace,  to  vent  your  me 
You  being  yourself  slav’d,  as  I,  to  others ; 
Yet  for  your  sister’s  sake,  her  blessed  sake, 
In  part  of  recompense  of  what  sli’  has  suffer’d 
For  my  rash  fully,  the  contagion 
Of  my  black  actions  catching  hold  upon 
Her  purer  innocence,  I crave  your  mercy; 
And  w ish,  however  several  motives  kept  us 
From  being  friends  while  wc  bad  hope  to  live, 
Let  death,  which  we  expect,  and  cannot  fly 
End  all  contention  ! [from, 

Tib.  Drink  upon  it ; it 
Is  a good  motion ! ratify't  in  wmt, 

And  ’tis  autlientical ! 

Raym.  When  I consider  [oft 

The  ground  of  our  long  difference,  and  look 
Our  not-to*be-nvoided  miseries, 

It  doth  beget  in  me,  I know  not  how, 

A soft  religious  tenderness ; which  tells  me, 
Tho'’  we  have  many  faults  to  answer  for 
Upon  our  own  account,  our  father’s  crimes 
Are  in  us  punish’d.  Oh,  Albert,  the  course 
They  took  to  leave  us  rich  was  not  honest ; 
Nor  can  that  friendship  last  which  virtue 

joins  not.  , [g*ls 

When  first  they  forc’d  th*  industrious  Portu- 
From  their  plantations  in  the  Happy  Islands— 
Croc.  This  is  that  I watch  for.  [men, 

Raym.  And  did  omit  no  tyranny  which 
Inur'd  to  spoil  and  mischief  could  inflict 
On  the  griev'd  sufferers;  when  by  lawless 
rapine  [soar'd; 

They  reap’d  the  harvest  which  their  labours 
And  not  content  to  force  ’em  from  the,r 
dwelling, 
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But  laid  for  ’em  at  sea,  to  ravish  from  'em 
The  last  remainder  of  their  wealth ; then, 
then, 

After  a lone  pursuit,  each  doubting  other, 
As  guilty  of  the  Portugal*’  escape. 

They  did  begin  to  quairel,  like  ill  men: 
(Forgive  me,  piety,  that  I call  ’em  so!) 

No  longer  love  or  correspondence  holds 
Than  it  is  cemented  with  prey  or  profit : 
Then  did  they  turn  those  swords  they  oft 
had  bloodied  [selves, 

With  innocent  gore,  upon  their  wretched 
And  paid  the  forfeit  of  their  cruelty 
Shewn  to  Sebastian  and  his  colony, 

By  being  fatal  enemies  to  each  other. 

Thence  grew  Amiiita’s  rape,  and  my  desire 
To  be  reveng’d.  And  now  observe  the  issue! 
As  they  for  spoil  forgot  compassion 
To  women  (who  should  ever  be  exempted 
From  the  extremities  of  a lawful  war), 

We  now,  young  able  men,  are  faU’n  into 
The  hands  of  women ; that,  against  the  soft, 
Soft  tenderness  familiar  to  their  sex, 

Will  shew  no  mercy. 

Enter  Crocale. 

Croc.  None,  unless  you  shew  us 
Our  long-lost  husbands. 

We  arc  those  Portugal*  you  talk’d  of. 

Raym.  Stay ! 

I met  upon  the  sea  in  a tall  ship. 

Two  E'ortui;als,  famish’d  almost  to  death. 

Tib.  Our  *hp,  by  this  wine, 

And  those  the  rogues  that  stole  her, 

Left  us  to  fnmish  in  the  Barren  Islands! 

Raym.  Some  such  tale  they  told  me; 

Ami  something  of  a woman,  which  I find 
To  be  my  sister. 

Croc.  W here  are  these  men  ? 

Ruym.  I 

Left  ’em,  supposing  they’d  deluded  me. 

With  forg’d  tales,  in  the  island,  where  they 
' said  [owners 

They  had  liv’d  many  years,  the  wretched 
Of  a huge  mass  of  treasure. 

Alb.  The  same  men. 

And  thnt  the  fatal  muck  we  qnarrell’d  for. 
Croc.  They  were  Portugal*,  you  say? 
Raym.  So  they  profess’d,  [save  your  lives: 
Croc . They  cnay  prove  such  men  as  may 
And  so  much  I am  taken  with  fair  hope, 

That  I will  hazard  life  to  be  resolv'd  on’t. 
How  came  you  hither? 

Ruym.  My  ship  lies  by  the  river’s  inou^h ; 
That  c^n  convey  ye  to  these  wretched  mcns* 
Which  you  desire  to  see. 

Croc.  Back  to  your  prisons. 

And  prav  for  the  su-  cess!  If  they  be  those 
Which  I desire  to  find,  you’re  sale;  if  not, 
Prepare  to  die  to-morrow ! for  the  world 
Cannot  redeem  yc. 

Alb.  HoweVr,  we  are  arm’d 
For  either  fortune.  — [Extf. 

Tib.  What  must  become  of  me  now, 

That  I am  not  dismiss’d  ? 

VOL.  III. 


Croc.  Oh,  sir,  I purpose 
To  have  your  coinpauy. 

'lib.  Take  heed,  wicked  woman  ! 

I’m  apt  to  mischief  now. 

Croc.  You  can’t  be  so 
Unkind  to  her  that  gives  you  liberty. 

Tib.  No, 

I sinll  be  too  kind,  that’s  the  devil  on’t! 

I’ve  had  store  of  good  wine;  and,  when  I'm 
drunk, 

Joan  is  a lady  to  me,  and  I shall  lay 
About  me  like  a lord.  I feel  strange  motions! 
Avoid  me,  temptation ! 

Croc.  Come,  sir;  I’ll  help  you  in.  [Ihrcn /if. 

Enter  Sebiylian  and  Nicusa. 

Nicusa.  What  may  that  be 
That  moves  upon  the  lake  ? 

Seb.  Still  it  draws  nearer; 

And  now  l plainly  can  discern  it: 

It  is  ttie  French  ship. 

Nicusa.  In  it  a woman, 

Who  seems  t’  invite  us  to  her. 

Seb.  Still  stic  calls 
With  signs  of  love  to  hasten  to  her: 

So  lovely  hope  doth  still  appear, 

I feel  nor  age,  nor  weakness. 

Nicusa.  I ho’  it  bring  death, 

To  us  ’tis  comfort,  and  deserves  a meeting: 
Or  else  fortune,  tir’d  with  what  we’ve  suf- 
fer'd, 

And  in  it  overcome,  as  it  may  be, 

Now  sets  a period  to  our  misery.  [Exeunt. 

[Horrid  Music. 
Enter  severally  Raymondf  Albert , and  Aminta. 
Raym . What  dreadful  sounds  are  these? 
Aminta.  Infernal  music, 

Fit  for  a bloody  feast. 

Alb.  It  seems  prepar’d 
To  kill  our  courages,  ere  they  divorce 
Our  souls  and  bodies. 

Raym.  But  they  that  fearless  fall, 

Deprive  them  of  their  triumph. 

An  Altar  prepar'd.  Enter  Rose l/ia,  Cla - 
rinda}  Julcttu,  H ippulit a,  <$c. 

Aminta.  Sec  the  furies, 

In  their  lull  trim  of  cruelty! 

Hus.  Tis  the  last 

Duty  that  I can  nay  to  my  dead  lord. 

Set  out  the  altar!  I myself  will  he 
The  priest,  and  boldly  do  thos  horrid  rites 
You  shake  to  think  nu.  Lead  these  captains 
nearer; 

Tor  they  shall  have  the  honour  to  fall  first 
To  my  Sebastian's  ashes.  And  now,  wretches. 
As  I aiu  taught  already,  that  you  are. 

And  lately  by  your  tree  coufession, 

French  pirates,  and  the  sons  of  those  I hate 
E’en  equal  with  the  devil;  hear,  with  horror, 
What  ’tis  invites  me  to  this  cruel  course, 

A nd  w lint  you  are  to  suffer ! N o Amazons  wf, 
But  w omen  of  Portugal,  that  must  have  from 
you 

K k Sebastian 


Digitized  by  Google 


250  THE  SEA-VOYAGE.  - [Act  6. 


Sebastian  and  Nicusa  : we  are  they 
That  groan’d  beneath  your  fathers*  wrongs ! 
Those  wretched  women  [VVe  are 

Their  injuries  pursu'd  and  overtook, 

And  from  the  sad  remembrance  of  our  losses 
We  are  taught  to  be  cruel.  When  we  were 
forc’d  [rapine, 

From  that  sweet  air  we  breath’d  in,  by  their 
And  sought  a place  of  being,  as  the  seas 
And  winds  co:  spir’d  with  their  ill  purposes, 
To  load  us  with  afflictions,  in  a storm  [us, 
That  fell  upon  us,  the  two  ships  that  brought 
To  seek  new  fortunes  in  nn  unknown  world, 
Were  sever'd;  th* one  bore  all  the  able  men, 
Our  treasure  and  our  jewels;  in  the  other 
We  women  were  embark’d,  and  fell  upon', 
After  long  tossing  in  the  troubled  main, 

This  pleasant  island  ; but  in  few  months 
The  men  that  did  condiftrt  us  hither  died  : 
We  long  before  had  given  our  husbands  lost, 
llemembring  what  we’d  suffer’d  by  the  French, 
We  took  a solemn  oath,  ne’er  to  admit 
The  curs’d  society  of  men.  Necessity 
Taught  us  those  arts,  not  usual  to  our  sex; 
Andthe  fertile  earth  yielding  abundance  to  us, 
We  did  resolve,  thus  shap’d  like  Amazons 
To  end  our  lives:  but  wlien  you  arriv’d  here, 
And  brought  as  presents  to  us  ourown  jewels. 
Those  which  were  borne  in  the  other  ship — 
How  ran  ye  hope  to  ’sc  ipe  our  vengeance? 
Aminta.  It  boots  not  then  to  swear  our 
innocence?  ~ [owners? 

Alb.  Or  that  we  never  forc'd  it  from  the 
Raym.  Or  that  there  area  remnant  of  that 
Ana  not  far  off?  [wreck, 

Ro s.  All  you  affirm,  I know',  is  [throats ; 
But  to  win  time;  therefore  prepare  your 
The  world  shall  not  redeem  ye ! And,  that 
your  cries 

May  find  no  entrance  to  our  ears,  to  move 
Pity  in  any,  bid  loud  music  sound  [’em 
Their  fatal  knells!  If  ye  have  pmyers,  use 
Quickly,  to  any  power  will  own  ye:  but — 

Enter  Croc  ale  y Sebastian , NiAisa,  and  Tibalt. 
IIa  ! who  are  these?  what  spectacles  of  mis- 
fortune ? [der  ? 

Whv  are  their  looks  so  full  of  joy  and  won- 
(froc.  Oh,  lav  by 

These  instiuments  of  death,  and  welcome  to 
Your  arms  what  you  durst  never  hope  t’ 
embrace ! 

This  is  Sebastian ; this  Nicusa,  madam ; 
Preserv’d  by  miracle.  Look  up,  dear  sir, 
And  know  your  own  Iloscilia!  he  not  lost 
In  wonder  and  nmazement ; or  if  nature 
Can,  by  instinct,  instruct  you  wliat  it  is 


To  be  biess’d  with  the  name  of  father,  freely 
Enjoy’t  in  this  fair  virgin! 

Seb.  Tho’  my  miseries, 

And  many  years  of  wonts  I have  endur’d, 
May  well  deprive  me  of  the  memory 
Of  all  joys  past;  yet,  looking  on  this  building, 
This  ruin'd  building  of  a heav’nly  form 
In  my  RoselUa,  I must  remember 
I am  .Sebastian. 

Ros.  Oh,  my  joys! 

Seb.  And  here, 

I see  a perfect  model  of  thyself, 

As  thou  wert  when  thy  choice  first  made 
thee  mine : [with  time, 

These  cheeks  and  fronts,  tho*  wrinkled  now 
Which  art  cannot  restore,  had  equal  pureness 
Of  natural  white  and  red,  and  ns  much 
ravishing : 

Which,  by  fair  order  and  succession,  I see 
Descend  on  her;  and  may  thy  virtues  wind 
Into  her  form,  and  make  her  a perfect  dower, 
N o part  of  thv  sweet  goodness  wanting  to  her! 

I will  not  now,  Rosei.lia,  ask  thy  fortunes, 
Nor  trouble  thee  with  hearing  mine; 

Those  shall  hereafter  sen  e to  make  glad  liours 
In  their  relation.  All  past  wrongs  forgot, 
I'm  glad  to  see  you,  gentlemen  ; but  most, 
That  it  is  in  my  power  to  save  your  lives ; 
Yon  sav’d  ours,  when  we  were  near  starv’d  at 
sea, 

And  I despair  not — lbr,  if  she  be  mine, 
Hosellia  can  deny  Sebastian  nothing. 

Ros.  She  does  give  up  herself, 

Her  power  and  joys,  and  all,  to  you,  tp  be 
Discharged  of  ’em  as  too  burdensome; 
Welcome  in  any  shape! 

Seb.  Sir,  in  your  looks58,  \ read 
Your  suit  of  inv  Clarinda;  she  is  yours. 

And,  lady,  if’t  be  in  ine  to  confirm 

Your  hopes  in  this  brave  gentleman,  presume 

I am  your  servant. 

Alb.  We  thank  you,  sir. 

Aminta.  Oh,  happy  hour! 

Alb.  Oh,  my  dear  Aminta, 

Now  all  our  fears  are  ended.  •* 

Tib.  Here  I fix  ; 

She’s  mettle,  steel  to  the  back,  and  will  cut 
My  leaden  dagger,  if  not  us’d  with  discretion. 
Croc.  You’re  still  no  changeling. 

Seb.  Nay,  all  look  chcariuUy;  for  none 
shall  be 

Denied  their  lawful  wishes.  When  a while 
We’ve  here  refresh'd  ourselves,  we  will  return 
To  our  sev’ral  homes:  and  well  that  Voyage 
ends, 

That  makes  of  deadly  enemies,  faithful 
triends!  [Exeunt  omnes. 


38  Sir,  in  your  looks , 

I read  your  suit  of  my  Clarinda  ] Perhaps  the  reader  would  wish  to  know  whom 
the  old  gentleman  means  here.  • I can  think  of  no  one  hut  Nicusa  his  nephew.  Yet  this  is 
but  a guess,  and  if  the  reader  imagines  any  one  of  the  company  (Albert  aud  Tibalt  excepted) 
deserves  Clarinda  better  thau  hercousin,  let  him  reject  mine,  and  enjoy  his  own  opinion.  Sampson. 

When  Aminta  depreciates  Alba't,  in  her  conversation  with  Clartnda,  she  recommends  Ray- 
mond to  her:  it  is  most  likely,  therefore,  he  is  the  person  intended  by  the  poet  to  possess  I »er. 
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A COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  and  Hills,  speak  of  this  Comedy  as  the  production 
of  Fletcher  alone ; but  the  Prologue  mentions  it  as  the  joint  performance  of  both  Authors. 
It  was  first  printed  in  the  folio  of  1647  ; and  appears  to  have  been  revived  at  the  Theatre 
Royal  about  the  end  of  the  fiTst  century,  when  a Prologue  was  spoken  by  Joe  Haines. 
We  do  not  know  of  any  performance  of  it  since  that  time. 

-». 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Mf.it. 

Aston  to,  the  Coxcomb. 

M cr.c  u r y e l low-t ra veil cr  with  Antonio. 
Ricardo,  a young  Gentleman  in  love  with 
Viola. 

Pedro 0>  ^ three  merry  Gentlemen,  friends 
Silvio,  $ to  Rkardo- 
Valerio,  a Country  Gentleman. 

Curio,  Kinsmun  to  Antonio. 

Justice,  a shallow  one. 

Asdrugio,  Father  to  Viola. 

Alexander,  Servant  to  Mercury's  Mother. 
Mark,  the  Justice’s  Clerk.  % 


Rowland,  Servant  to  And m gin. 
Tinker. 

Constable. 

Watch. 

Drawer. 

Musicians. 

Women. 


Maria,  Wife  to  Antonio. 
Viola,  Daughter  to  Andrugio* 
Mother  to  Mercury. 

j Milk-Maids. 
Madge,  S 

Dorothy,  the  Tinker's  Trull. 


SCENE,  England «. 


PROLOGUE. 


The  work  itself  too,  when  it  first  came  forth, 
In  the  opinion  of  men  of  worth,  [rude 
Was  well  receiv’d  and  favour’d,  tho’  some 
And  harsh  among  th*  ignorant  multitude, 
(That  relish  gross  food  better  than  a dish 
That’s  cook’d  with  care,  and  serv’d  in  to  the 
wish 

Of  curious  palates)  wanting  wit  and  strength 
Truly  to  judge,  condemn’d  it  for  the  length1 : 

That 

1 England,  France.]  As  the  scene  never  changes  from  England  through  the  whole  play, 
and,  as  I remember,  tne  word  France  does  not  occur  above  once  in  this  piece,  I have  made 
no  scruple  to  expel  and  explode  what  never  possibly  could  have  stood  in  the  authur’s  manu- 
script. Sympson. 

2 condemn’d  it  for  the  length; 

That  fault's  reform’d.]  In  the  Stationers'  Preface  to  the  edition  of  1647,  we  have  these 
words;  * When  these  Comedies  and  Tragedies  were  presented  on  the  stage,  the  actors  omit- 

K k 2 * ted 


This  Comedy,  long  forgot,  by  some  thought 
dead, 

By  us  preserv’d,  once  more  doth  raise  her  head, 
And  to  your  noble  censures  does  present 
Her  outward  form,  and  inward  ornament. 
Nor  let  this  smell  ofarrogance,since  ‘tis  known, 
The  makers,  that  confess’d  it  for  their  own, 
Were  this  way  skilful,  and  without  the  crime 
Of  flatteries  1 may  say  may  please  the  time. 
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That  funk's  reform'd;  and  now  ’tis  to  he  tried 
Before  such  judges  'twill  not  be  denied 
A free  and  noble  healing;  nor  fear  I 
But  'twill  deserve  to  have  free  liberty, 


[Act  1. 

And  give  you  cause  (and  with  content)  to 

sa>’» 

Their  care  was  good  that  did  revive  this  play. 


ACT  I. 


Enter  Ricardo  and  Viola. 

Ric.  T ET  us  make  use  of  thisstol'n  privacy, 
And  not  lose  time  in  protestation, 
mistress ! 

For  ’twere  in  me  a kind  of  breach  of  faith, 
To  say  again  I love  you.  , 

Viola.  Sweet,  speak  softly; 

For  tho*  the  venture  of  your  love  to  me 
Meets  with  a willing  and  a full  return, 
Should  it  arrive  unto  my  father's  knowledge, 
This  were  our  last  discourse. 

Ric.  Ilowahali  he  know  it?  [advancement, 
Viola.  His  watching  cares  are  such,  for  my 
That  every  where  his  eye  is  fix’d  upon  me: 
This  night,  that  does  afford  us  some  small 
freedom. 

At  the  request  and  much  intreaty  of  [me; 
The  mistress  of  the  house,  was  hardly  given 
For  I am  never  suffer’d  to  stir  out, 

But  he  hath  spies  upon  me:  yet,  I know  not. 
You  have  so  won  upon  me,  that  could  I think 
You  would  love  faithfully  (tho*  to  entertain 
Another  thought  of  you  would  be  my  death) 
I should  adventure  on  his  utmost  anger. 

Ric.  Why,  do  you  think  I call  he  false? 
Viola.  No,  faith! 

You  have  an  honest  face ; but,  ifyou  should— 


Ric.  Let  all  the  stored  vengeance  of  Hea- 
ven’s justice— 

Viola.  No  more!  I do  believe  you.  The 
dance  ended, 

Which  this  free  woman’s  guests  have  vow’d 
to  have  [roe 

Ere  they  depart,  I will  make  home,  and  store 
With  all  the  jewels,  chains,  and  gold  are 
trusted 

Unto  my  custody;  and  at  the  next  corner 
To  my  father’s  house,  before  one,  at  tin?  fur- 
Be  ready  to  receive  me  i [thest, 

Ric.  I desire 

No  bond  beyond  your  promise.  Let’s  go  in! 
To  talk  thus  much  before  the  door  may  breed 
Suspicion. 

Enter  Mercury  and  Antonio. 

Viola.  Here  are  company  too. 

Ric.  Away ! [loves 

Those  powers  that  prosper  true  and  honest 
Will  bless  our  undertakings. 

Viola.  *Tis  my  wish.  sir. 

[Exeunt  Ric.  and  Viola. 
J\lcrc.  Nay,  sir,  excuse  me  ! I have  drawn 
you  to 

Too  much  expence  already  in  my  travel, 
And  you  have  been  too  forward  in  your  love, 


* ted  some  scenes  and  passages  (with  the  authors  consent)  as  occasion  led  ’em!  and  when 

* private  friends  desired  a copy,  they  then  (and  justly  too)  transcribed  what  tliey  acted.  But, 
‘ now  you  have  both  all  that  was  acted , and  all  that  was  not ; even  the  perfect  full  originals, 

* without  the  least  mutilation  : so  that  were  tl»e  authors  living  (and  sure  they  can  neverdie) 

* they  themselves  would  challenge  neither  more  nor  lest  than  what  is  here  published.' — But 
what  a glaring  contradiction  to  this  whole  passage  are  the  words  of  the  prologue,  cited  at  die 
head  of  this  note?  Was  it  not  condemn’d  for  its  length  by  the  ignorant  multitude?  And  upon 
reviving  of  it,  is  it  not  as  plain  as  words  can  make  it,  that  it  was  mutilated  then  ? What  other 
sense  can  we  put  upon  this  passage?  That  fault's  reform'd — Who  the  curtailcr  or  curlailers 
were,  is  not  possible  now  to  be  known:  I could  have  wished  that  he,  or  they,  who  under- 
took the  charge  of  reforming  the  length  of  this  piece,  had  had  sufficient  u it  and  strength  to 
have  cone  through  that  business  neatly.  But  it  seems  as  if  his  or  their  judgment  was  as  little 
in  the  shortnins,  as  the  rabble’s  w as  in  condemning  it  for  its  length.  Ilad  we  but  the  original 
manuscript,  I don't  doubt  but  wc  should  see  a strange  difference  betwixt  that  and  the  play, 
as  it  now  stands.  Tho  first  note  on  this  performance  is  a specimen,  to  let  the  reader  see 
what  strange  work  has  been  made  by  the  reviver,  or  revivers *of  this  piece:  and  how  little 
he  or  they  thought  on  ( supposing  they  knew  it)  that  rule  of  Horace, 

Versa te  diu , quid  ferre  rccusent , 

Quid  valeant  H inner i Sytttpson. 

Tlie  Stationers’  Preface  is  no  * glaring  contradiction  to  the  prologue,’  but  rather  confirms 
the  assertion,  that  the  * Actors  (with  the  author’s  consent)  omitted  scenes  and  passages,  as 

* occasion  led  them,  and  afterwards  transcribed  what  they  acted ; but  the  booksellers  gave 

* all  that  was  acted , and  all  that  was  not.'  Who  the  curtailers  were,  therefore,  is  easily 
known;  certainly  thk  scions,  with  the  AUiaon's  comjLm. 

To 
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Act  1.] 

To  make  ray  wants  your  ovfn ; allow  me  man- 
ners ! [crease 

Which  you  must  grant  I want,  should  1 in- 
The  bond  in  which  your  courtesies  have  tied 
me, 

By  still  consuming  of  you  : give  me  leave 
To  take  mine  own  ways  now,  and  l shall 
often,  [thank  you. 

With  willingness,  come  to  visit  you,  and 
Ant.  By  this  hand,  I could  be  angry! 
What  do  you  think  me? 

Must  we,  that  have  so  long  time  been  as  one, 
Seen  cities,  countries,  kingdoms,  and  their 
wonders, 

Been  bedfellows,  and  in  our  various  journey 
Mix'd  all  our  observations,  part  (as  if 
We  were  two  carriers  at  two  several  ways, 
And  as  the  fore-horse  guides,  cry  God  be 
with  you) 

Without  or  compliment,  or  ceremony  ? 

In  travellers  that  know  Transalpine  garbs, 
Tho*  our  designs  are  ne’er  so  serious,  friend, 
It  were  a capital  crime;  it  must  not  he; 

Nay,  what  is  more,  you  shall  not.  You  ere 
long  [mine 

Shall  see  my  house,  and  find  what  I call 
Is  wholly  at  your  service. 

Merc.  ’Tis  this  tires  me  i — 

Sir,  I were  easily  woo’d,  if  nothing  else 
But  ray  will  lay  i’th*  choice;  but  'tis  not  so  : 
My  friends  and  kindred,  that  have  part  of  me. 
And  such  on  whom  my  chiefest  hopt^  de- 
pend, 

Justly  expect  the  tender  of  my  love 
After  ray  travel ; then  my  own  honesty 
Tells  me  ’tis  poor,  having  indifferent  means 
To  keep  me  in  my  quality  and  rank, 

At  my  return,  to  tire  another’s  bounty. 

And  let  mine  own  grow  lusty:  pardon  me! 
Ant.  I will  not,  cannot ; to  conclude,  I 
dare  not : 

Can  any  thing  conferr’d  upon  my  friend 
Be  burdensome  to  me  ? For  thin  excuse, 

Had  I no  reason  else,  you  should  not  leave 
me;  [said! 

By  a traveller’s  faith,  you  should  not!  I have 
And  then,  you  know  my  humour,  there’s  no 
contending. 


Merc.  Is  there  no  way  to  'scape  this  inun- 
dation ? 

I shall  be  drown'd  with  folly,  if  I go ; 

And,  after  nine  days,  men  may  take  me  up 
With  my  gall  broken. 

Ant.  Are  you  yet  resolv’d? 

Merc.  'Would  you  would  spare  me! 

Ant.  By  this  light,  I cannot. 

By  all  that  may  be  sworn  by! 

Merc.  Patience  help  me, 

And  Heaven  grant  his  folly  be  not  catching! 
If't  be,  the  town’s  undone : I now  would  give 
A reasonable  sum  of  gold  to  any  sheriff 
That  would  but  lay  an  execution  on  me. 

And  free  me  from  his  company.  While  he 
was  abroad, 

His  want  of  wit  and  language  kept  him  dumb ; 
But  Balaam's  ass  will  speak  now,  without 
spurring.  % 

Ant.  Speak,  have  I won  you? 

Enter  Servant  and  Musicians. 

Merc.  You’re  not  to  be  resisted. 

Serv.  Be  ready,  I entreat  you ! The  dance 
done, 

Besides  a liber  1 reward,  I have 
A bottle  of  sherry  in  my  power,  shall  beget 
New  crotchets  in  your  heads. 

Alusicians.  Tush,  leur  not  us! 

We’ll  do  our  parts. 

Serv.  Go  in. 

Ant.  1 know  this  fellow. 

Belong  you  to  the  house? 

Serv.  1 serve  the  mistress.  [inform  her. 
Ant.  Prefy  and  short!  Pray  you,  sir, then 
Two  gentlemen  are  covetous  to  be  honour’d 
With  her  fair  prescuce. 

Serv.  She  shall  know  so  much. 

This  is  a merry  night  with  us,  and  forbids  not 
Welcome  to  any  that  looks  like  u man ; 

I'll  guide  you  the  way. 

Att.  Nay,  follow!  I’ve  a trick  ink. 

[ Exeunt, 

Enter  Ubcr to,  Silvio,  Ricardo,  Maria,  Pedro , 
Portia , Viola , with  others. 

Vberto.  Come,  where  is  this  masque3? 
Fairest,  for  our  chear. 

Our 


3 Come,  where's  this  masque?  fairest,  for  our  chear , 

Our  thanks  and  service , mat/  you  long  survive 
To  joy  in  many  of  these  nights. 

Maria.  / thank  you. 

Uberto.  We  must  have  music  too , or  else  you  give  us 
But  half  a welcome. 

Maria.  Pray  you , sir,  excuse  me. 

Silvio.  By  no  means , lady. 

Uberto.  We'll  crown  our  liberal  feast, 

With  some  delightful  strain  fitting  your  love 
And  this  good  company. 

Maria.  Since  you  enforce  it, 

I will  not  plead  the  excuse  of  want  of  skill.]  Quod  dedit  principium  adveniens?  may  full 
as  well  be  applied  to  tlie  curtaiicr  of  this  comedy,  as  the  booby  captain  of  whom  it  was  first 
spoke.  That  a masque  was  iu  the  original,  is  piain  from  tlie  question.  Where  s this  tnasqve  f 

hut 
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Our  thanks  and  service ; may  you  long  survive 
To  joy  in  many  of  these  nights! 

Maria.  I thank  you ! [you  give  us 

Ubcrto.  We  must  have  music  too;  or  else 
But  half  a welcome. 

Maria.  Pray  you,  sir,  excuse  me ! 

Silvio.  By  no  means,  lady. 

Ubcrto.  We’ll  crown  your  liberal  feast 
With  some  delightful  strain,  fitting  your  love 
And  this  good  company. 

Maria.  .Since  you  enforce  it, 

I will  not  plead  the  excuse  of  want  of  skill, 
Or  be  or  nice  or  curious:  every  year 
I celebrate  my  marriage-night,  and  will 
"rill  I see  my  absent  husband. 

Ubcrto.  ’Tis  fit  freedom. 

Silvio.  Ricardo,  thou  art  dull. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ric.  I shall  be  lighter  u heu 
I’ve  had  a heat. 

Jllaria.  Now,  sir,  the  news  ? 

Serv.  Mistress, 

There  are  two  gentlemen — 

Maria.  Where? 

Serv.  Complimenting 
Who  should  nrst  enter. 

Maria.  What  are  tliey? 

Serv.  Heav’n  knows! 

But  for  their  strangeness — have  yon  neverseen 
A cat  wash  her  face  ? 

Uberto.  Yes. 

Serv.  Just  such  a stir  they  keep : 

If  you  make  but  haste,  you  may  see  ’em  yet 
Before  they  enter. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Mercury. 

Maria.  Let  ’em  be  what  they  will. 

We’ll  give  them  fair  entertain,  and  gentle 
Ant.  It  shall  be  so.  [welcbme. 

Mere.  Then  let  it  be  your  pleasure. 

Ant.  Let’s  stand  nside,  and  you  shall  see 
Fine  sport  anon.  [us  have 

Merc.  A fair  society; 

Do  you  know  these  gentlewomen  ? 

Ant.  Yes. 

Mere.  What  are  they  ? [her 

Ant.  The  second  is  a neighbour’s  daughter ; 
Name’s  Viola.  There  is  my  kinsman’s  wife; 
Portia  her  name,  and  a friend  too. 

Merc.  Let  her. 

What’s  she  that  leads  the  dance? 

1 Serv.  A gentlewoman. 

Merc.  I see  that. 


[Act  !. 

1 Serv.  Indeed? 

Merc.  What? 

1 Serv.  A gentlewoman. 

Merc.  Udsfoot!  Good  sir,  what’s  she  tliat 
loads  the  dance  ? 

2 & rr.  My  mistress. 

Merc.  What  else? 

2 Serv.  My  mistress,  sir. 

Merc.  Your  mistress?  A pox  on  you, 
What  a fry  of  fools  are  here?  I see  ’tis  treason 
To  understand  in  this  house  : if  Nature  were 
not 

Better  to  them  than  they  can  be  to  themselves, 
They  would  scant  hit  their  mouths.  My 
mistress? 

Is  there  any  one  with  so  much  wit  in’s  head, 
That  can  tell  me  at  the  first,  sight,  [dance? 
What  gentlewoman  that  is  that  leads  the 
Ant.  ’Tis  my  wife. 

Mere.  Hum! 

Ant.  How  dost  thou  like  her? 

Mere.  Well; 

A pretty  gentlewoman ! 

Ant.  Prithee  be  quiet. 

Merc.  1 would  I could ! 

Let  never  any  liereaftcr  that’s  a titan. 

That  has  affections  in  him  and  free  passions. 
Receive  the  least  tie  from  such  a fool  as  this  is, 
That  holds  so  sweet  a wife! 

’Tis  lamentable  to  consider  truly  [wrong 
What  right  he  robs  himself  of,  and  what 
He  doth  the  youth  of  such  a gentlewoman, 
That  kiiows  her  beauty  is  no  longer  hers 
Than  men  will  please  to  make  it  so,  and 
use  it, 

Neither  of  which  lies  freely  in  a husband. 
Oh,  what  have  I done,  what  have  I done  ? 
Coxcomb! 

If  I had  never  seen,  or  never  tasted, 

Tiie  goodness  of  thiskix,  I liad  been  a made 
man ; 

But  now  to  make  him  cuckold  is  a siu 
'Gainst  all  forgiveness,  worse  than  any 
murder:  [ways! 

I have  a w olf  by  th’  ears,  and  am  bitten  both 
Ant.  How  now,  friend?  what  are  yoa 
thinking  of?  [be  gone. 

Merc.  Nothing  concerning  you : I must 
Ant.  Pardon  me,  I will  have  no  going,  sir. 
Merc.  Then,  good  sir,  give  me  leave  to 
go  to  bed  : 

I’m  very  weary  and  ill- temper’d. 

Ant.  You  shall  presently;  the  dance  isdone. 

1 Serv.  Mistress,  these  are  the  gentlemen. 


but  it  had  been  better  never  to  have  told  us  that,  except  it  had  been  exhibited.  Again,  if 
they  were  to  have  music , some  delightful  strain;  who  was  to  plav  ? Maria  it'seems,  for  she 
says,  she  won't  plead  the  ercuse  of  want  of  shill,  but  ’tis  too  plain  she  does  no  such  thing. 
Further,  we  have  a little  lower  a dance,  but  ’tis  a dance  without  music,  aud  yet  *tis  quite 
clear  the  performers  were  actually  in  the  house.  Sympwn. 

We  do  not  beluvc  any  thing  xeritten  by  the  authors  is  omitted  : — The  masque  was,  we 
appreliend,  only  an  antic  dance.  It  is  not  clear  that  Maria  more  than  prepares  to  play, 
when  she  is  interrupted  by  the  Servant  nnounciug  Mercury  and  Antonio.  The  dance  must 
have  been  without  music,  or  the  dialogue  between  the  Servant,  Mercury,  and  Antonio , 
which  passes  during  the  dance,  could  not  be  heard. 

Menu. 
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Maria.  My  husband ! Welcome  home, 
Merc.  She’s  fair  still ; [dear  sir ! 

Oh,  that  I were  a knave,  or  durst  be  one, 

Fur  thy  sake,  Coxcomb!  lie  that  invented 
honesty 
Undid  tno. 

Ant.  I thought  you  had  not  known  me. 
You’re  merry  ; 'tis  well  thought.  And  how 
These  worthy  gentlemen  ? [is’t  with 

Uberto  and  Silvio.  We’re  glad  to  see 
You  here  again. 

Ant.  Oh,  gentlemen,  what  ha’  you  lost? 
But  get  youlnto  travels ; there  you  tnay  learn — 
I cannot  say  what  hidden  virtues. 

Merc.  Hidden  from  you,  I’m  sure. 

My  blood  boiU  like  a furnace ! She’s  a fair  one. 

Ant.  Pray  entertain  this  gentleman  with  all 
The  courtesy  fitting  inv  most  especial  friend. 
Munu.  \V  hat  this  poor  house  may  yield, 
to  make  you  welcome, 

Dearsir,  command,  without  more  compliment. 
Mere.  I thank  you ! — She  is  wise,  and 
speaks  well  too : 

Oh,  what  a blessing  is  cone  by  me,  never 
To  be  recover’d ! Well,  ’twns  an  old  shame 
The  devil  laid  up  for  me,  and  now  h’  has  hit 
me  home. 

If  there  be  any  ways  to  be  dishonest, 

And  save  myself  yet — No,  it  must  not  be! 
Why  should  "l  be  a fool  too  ? — Yet  those  eyes 
Would  tempt  another  Adam!  How  they  call 
to  me,  [any  tiling ! 

And  tell  me — ’Sfoot,  they  sliall  not  tell  me 
Sir;  will  you  walk  iu ? 

Ant.  How  is’t,  signor  ? 

Merc.  Crazy  a little.  [power,  pray 

Maria.  What  ail  you,  sir?  What’s  in  my 
Make  use  of,  sir. 

Merc.  ’Tis  tluit  must  do  me  good ! 

She  does  not  mock  me,  sure! — An’t  please 
you,  nothing; 

My  disease  is  only  weariness. 

Uberto.  Come,  gentlemen ! 

VV'e  will  not  keep  you  from  yourbedstoo  long. 

Ric.  I ha*  some  business,  and  ’tis  late,  and 
Far  from  your  lodging.  [y.»u 

Silvio.  Well? 

[Krcuaf.  Manent  Ant.  Maria , and  Merc. 
Ant.  Come,  my  dear  Mercury! 

I’ll  bring  you  to  your  cltainber;  and  then  I 
am 

For  you,  Maria:  thou'rt  a new  wife  to  me 
. now, 

And  thou  shalt  find  it  ere  I sleep. 

Merc.  And  I 

An  old  ass  to  myself!  mine  own  rod  whips 
me ! — 

Good  sir,  no  more  of  this ; ’tis  tedious  ! 

You  are  the  best  guide  in  yoar  own  bouse  ; 

go,  sir.  [Ereunt  Ant.  and  Maria. 

This  fool  and  his  fair  wife  Imvc  made  me 
frantic ; 
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From  two  such  physics  for  the  soul  deliver 
me!  [l&rif. , 

Enter  Ricardoy  Uberto , Vcdrot  and  Silvio. 
Uberto.  Well,  you  must  have  this  wench 
Ric.  I hope  so;  # [then? 

I’in  much  o’  th*  bow-hand  else. 

Pedro.  ’Would  I were  bang’d,  [ture 

Tis  a good  loving  little  fool,  that  dares  veu- 
Ilerself  upon  a coast  she  ne'er  knew  yet! 

But  these  women  ! when  they  are  once  thir- 
God  speed  the  plough ! [teen, 

Silvio.  Faith,  they  will  ventu.e  further  for 

Than  a merchant,  [their  lading 

And  thro’  as  many  storms,  but  tliey‘11  be 
fraughted ; [stowage* 

Thev’re  made  like  carracks,only  strength  and 
Hie.  Come,  come,  you  talk,  you  talk ! 
Silvio.  We  do  so.  But, 

Tell  me,  Ricardo,  wo't  thou  marry  her? 

Ric.  Marry  her?  why,  what  should  I do 
with  her  ? [all  shares  in  her, 

Pedro.  Pox,  I thought  we  should  have  had 
Like  lawful  prize.  [don  me: 

Ric.  No,  by  iny  faith,  sir ; you  shall  par- 
I launch’d  her  at  my  own  charge,  without 
And  so  I’ll  keep  lier.  [partners, 

Uberto.  What’s  the  hour? 

Ric.  Twelve.  [yet  scarce  eleven. 

Uberto.  VVhat  shall  we  do  tlie  while?  Tis 
Silvio.  There  is  no  standing  here;  is  not 
Ric.  Yes.  [this  the  place? 

Pedro.  And  to  go  back 
Unto  her  father's liouvc  may  breed  suspicion: 
Let’s  slip  into  a tavern  for  an  hour; 

Tis  very  cold. 

Uberto.  Content ; there’s  one  hard  by. 

A quart  of  burnt  sack  will  recover  us  : 

I am  as  cold  as  Christmas.  This  stealing  flesh 
I’  th’  frosty  weather  may  be  sweet  i’th*  eating. 
But  sure  the  woodmen  have  no  great  catch 
ShalTs  go  ? [of  it. 

Ric.  Thou  art  the  strangest  lover  of 
A tavern ! What  shall  wc  do  there  now  ? Lose 
The  hour  and  ourselves  too  ? 

Uberto.  Lose  a pudding ! [muzzle  us? 
VVhat  dost  thou  talk  o’ th’ hour?  will  oue  quart 
Have  we  not  ears  to  hear,  and  tongues  to  ask 
The  drawers, bu  t.  we  must  stand  here  like  bawds 
To  watch  the  minutes? 

Silvio.  Prithee  content  thvself4  ! Ting, 
We  shall  scout  here,  us  tho’  we  went  a-hay- 
And  have  some  mangy  ’prentice,  that  can't 
sleep  [go,  sirs? 

For  scratching,  over-bear  us.  Come,  will  you 
When  your  love-fury  is  a little  frozen, 

You’ll  coine  to  us. 

Ric.  Will  you  drink  but  one  quart  then  ?• 
l edro.  No  more,  i’tuith. 

Silvio.  Content! 

Ric.  W by  then,  have  with  you ! 

But  let's  be  very  watchful. 


4 Silvio.  Prithee  content  thyself.]  Probably  this 
here,  to  Silvio.  Sjpnpson. 


belongs  to  Ricardo , and  He  shall  scout 
Uberto. 
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Uberto.  As  watchful  as  the  belltnan.  Come; 
III  lead, 

Because  l hate  good  manners;  they’re  too 
tedious.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Viola,  with  a Key  and  a little  Casket. 

Viola.  The  night  is  terrible,  and  I enclos’d 
With  that  my  virtue  and  myself  hate  most. 
Darkness;  yet  must  I fear,  that  which  I wish, 
Some  company ; and  every  step  I take 
Sounds  louder  in  my  fearful  ears  to-night, 
Than  ever  did  the  shrill  and  sacred  bell 
That  rang  me  to  my  prayers.  The  house  will 
rise 

When  I unlock  the  door ! Were  it  by  day, 
I’m  bold  enough,  but  then  a thousand  eves 
Warn  me  from  going.  Might  not  Heav’n  have 
made 

A time  for  envious  prying  folk  to  sleep, 
Whilst  lovers  met,  and  yet  the  sun  have 
shone  ? 

Yet  l was  bold  enough  to  steal  this  key 
Out  of  my  father’s  chamber;  and  dare  yet 
Venture  ; pon  mine  enemy,  the  night. 
Arm’d  only  with  my  love,  to  meet  my  friend. 
Alas,  how  valiant,  and  how  ’fraid  at  once 
Love  makes  a virgin ! I will  throw  this  key 
Back  thro*  n window  : I have  wealth  enough 
In  jewels  with  me,  if  I hold  his  love 
I steal  ’em  for.  Farewell,  my  place  of  birth! 
I never  make  account  to  look  on  thee  again; 
And  if  there  be,  us  I have  heard  men  say. 
These  houshuld  gods,  I do  beseech  them 
look  [fire, 

To  this  my  charge ; bless  it  from  thieves  and 
And  keep,  ’till  happily  my  love  I win, 

Me  from  thy  door,  and  hold  my  father  in  ! 

[Exit. 

Enter  Ricardo , Pedro , Uberto , Silvio,  and 
Drawer  with  a Candle. 

Ric.  No  more,  for  God’s  sake  ! 

How’s  the  night,  boy? 

Drawer  1 Faith,  sir,  ’tis  very  late. 

Ubcrto.  Faith,  sir,  you  lie  ! is  this  your 
.lack  i'  th*  clock-house5  ? [you  varlct. 
Will  you  strike,  sir?  Give’s  some*  more  sack, 
Ric.  Nay,  if  yon,  love  me,  good  Ubcrto,  go ! 
I nin  monstrous  hot  with  wine. 

Ubcrto.  Quench  it  again  with  love ! [then 
Gentlemen,  I will  drink  one  health  more,  and 


If  my  legs  say  me  not  shamefully  nay, 

1 will  go  with  you.  Give  me  a singular  quart! 
Drawer.  Ot  what  wine,  sir?  [at  the  bar! 
Uberto.  Of  sack,  you  that  speak  confusion 
Of  sack,  I say;  and  every  one  his  qu.’rt. 
What  a devil,  let’s  be  merry! 

Druwet . You  shall,  sir.  [£rif. 

l'edro.  We  will,  sir ; and  a dried  tongue. 
Silvio.  Aud  an  olive,  boy,  and  a whole 
bunch  of  fullers]  | be  claw’d. 

My  head  swims  plaguily;  ’uds  precious,  l shall 

Enter  Druu  er  u ith  four  Quarts  of  Wine. 
Ric.  Pray  go  $ I can  drink  no  more;  tliiok 
on  your  promise; 

Tis  midnight,  gentlemen.  [now  ! 

Uberto.  Oh,  that  it  were  dumb  midnight 
Not  a word  more!  every  man  on’s  knees, 
And  betake  himself  to  his  saint : here's  to 
your  wench,  signor! 

All  this,  and  then  away. 

Ric.  I cannot  drink  it. 

Pedro.  ’1  is  a toy,  a toy;  away  wi’t ! 
Ubcrto.  Now  dare  1 
Speak  any  thing  to  any  body  living ! 

Come,  where’s  the  fault?  Off  with  it. 

Ric.  I have  broke  [made  it; 

My  wind.  Call  you  this  sock?  I wonder  who 
He  was  a sure  workman,  for  'tis  plaguy 
Is  it  gone  round?  [strong  work. 

Uberto.  Tis  at  the  last.  Out  of  my  way, 
Is  the  moon  up  yet  ? good  boy ! 

Drawer.  Yes,  sir. 

Uberto.  Where  is  she,  boy? 

Drawer.  There,  sir.  [boy. 

Uberto.  We  shall  have  rain  and  thunder, 
Drawer.  When,  sir?  [boy. 

Uberto.  1 cannot  tell;  but  sure  we  shall, 
Druuer.  The  gentleman  is  wine-wise. 
Ubcrto.  Drawer! 

Dinner.  Here,  sir. 

Ubcrto.  Can  you  procure? 

Drawer.  What,  sir? 

Uberto,  A whore,  or  two,  or  three. 

As  need  shall  serve,  boy?  [ney,  boy. 

Silvio.  Ay,  a good  whore  were  worth  uio- 
Drawcr.  1 protest,  sir,  we  are  altogether 
unprovided.  [not  ’vise  us 

Ric.  The  more’s  the  pity,  boy;  cau  you 
Where,  my  child  ? 

Drawer.  Neither,  in  troth,  sir6. 


5 Is  this  your  Jack  i’th*  clock-house? 

Will  you  strike,  sir  ?]  I»  Shake  tpeare’s  King  Richard  III.  the  King  says  to  Buckingham, 

*  like  a Jack , thou  kcep’st  the  stroke 

* Betwixt  thy  begging  and  my  meditation ;’ 
on  which  passage  are  the  following  notes: 

An  image,  like  those  at  St.  Dunstan’s  church  in  Fleet-street,  and  at  the  market-houses 
at  several  towns  in  this  kingdom,  was  usually  called  a Jack  of  the  clock-house.  See  Cow  ley’s 
Discourse  on  the  Government  of  Oliver  Cromwell.  Richard  resembles  Buckingham  to  one 
of  those  automatons,  and  bids  him  not  suspend  the  stroke  on  the  clock-bell,  but  strike,  that 
the  hour  may  be  past,  and  hiipself  be  at  liberty  to  pursue  his  meditations.  Hawkins. 

So  in  The  Fie  ire,  a comedy,  1610 — ‘Their  tongues  are,  like  u Jack  o'  the  clock,  still  in 
* labour.’  Steevens. 

t Drawer.  Neither  in  troth,  sir.]  This  little  speech  is  only  in  the  first  folio. 

Tcdro. 
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Act  1.] 

Pedro.  Why,  where  were  you  brought  up, 

. boy? 

No  inkling  of  a whore  ? no  aim,  iny  boy  ? 
Ubcrto.  It  cannot  sink  in  my  head  now 
that  thou  shouldst  marry ; 

Why  shouldst  thou  marry,  tell  me  ? 

Ric.  I marry?  I’ll  be  bang'd  first. 

Some  more  wine,  boy  ! 

Silvio.  Is  she  not  a whore 
Translated?  An  she  be,  let’s  repair  to  her  ! 

Ric.  I cannot  tell;  she  may  be  an  offender: 
But,  signor  Silvio,  I shall  scratch  your  head ; 
Indeed  I shall. 

Silvio . Judge  me,  I do  but  jest 
With  thee:  w'hat  an  she  were  inverted,  with 
Her  heels  upward,  like  a traitor’s  coat,  what 
care  I?  [for  her? 

Uberto.  Ay,  hang  her ! shall  we  fall  out 
Ric . I am  a little  augry.  Hut  these 
wenches ! 

Did  you  not  talk  of  wenches  ? 

Silvio.  Boy,  lend  me  your  candle ! 

Drawer.  Why,  sir  ? 

Silvio.  To  set  fire  to  your  rotten  ceiling : 
You’ll  keep  no  whores,  rogue,  no  good  mem- 
Drawcr.  WhorCs,  sir?  [hers! 

Silvio.  Ay,  whores,  sir ; do  you  think  wc 
With  your  hogsheads?  [come  to  lie 

Ric.  I must  beat  the  watch ; 

I have  long’d  for  it  any  time  this  three  weeks. 
Silvio.  We’ll  beat  the  town  too,  an  thou 
wilt ; we’re  proof,  boy ! 

•Shall  we  kill  any  body  ? 

Ric.  No;  but  we’ll  hurt  'em  dangerously. 
Ubcrto.  Silvio,  now  must  I kill  one;  I can- 
. not  avoid  it. 

Boy,  easily  afore  there  with  your  candle  ! 
Where’s  your  mistress? 

Drawer.  A-bcd,  sir. 

Silvio.  With  whom? 

Drawer.  With  my  master.  [up  than  to 
Uberto.  You  lie,  boy  ! she’s  belter  brought 
Tic  with  her  husband ; bus  he  not  cast  his 
head  yet  ? 

Next  year  he’ll  be  a velvet-headed  cuckold. 
Drawer.  You  nre  a merry  gentleman. 
There,  sir;  take  hold!  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Viola. 

Viola.  This  is  the  place ! I have  out-told 
the  clock 

For  haste  ; he  is  not  here.  Ricardo?  No  ! 
Now  every  power  that  loves  and  is  belo\’d. 
Keep  me  from  shatne  to-uight ! for  you  all 
know 

Each  thought  of  mine  is  innocent  and  pure. 
As  flesh  and  blood  can  hold.  I cannot  back; 
1 threw  the  key  within,  and,  ere  I raise 
My  father  ujp  to  see  his  daughter’s  sliume, 

111  set  ine  down,  and  tell  the  northern  wind, 
llmt  it  is  gentler  than  the  curling  west, 

"k  w'ill  blow  me  dead  ! Hut  he  will  come. 

I faith,  *tis»  cold.  If  he  deceive  me  thus, 

A woman  will  not  easily  trust  a man. 

Hark  ! what’s  that? 

VOL.  HI. 


Silvio  [ within J.  Thou’rt  oyer  long  at  thy 
pot,  Tom,  Tom : 

Thou’rt  over  long  at  the  pot,  Tom.  [Si/i£jn". 
Viola.  Bless  me!  Who’s  that? 

Pedro  [wif  Ain].  Whoo ! 

Uberto  [within].  There,  boys ! [fly ; 

Viola.  Darkness,  be  thou  iny  cover,  I must 
To  thee  I haste  for  help. — They  have  a light: 

Enter  Ricardo , Pedro , Uberto , Silvio , and 
Drawer , with  a torch . 

Wind,  if  thou  lov’st  a virgin,  blow  it  out ! 
And  I will  never  shut  a window  more, 

To  keep  thee  from  me. 
j Ric.  Hoy: 

Drawer.  Sir? 

Ric.  Why,  boy ! 

Draiccr.  What  say  you,  sir? 

Ric.  Why,  boy,  art  thou  drunk,  hoy  ? 
Drawer.  What  would  you,  sir? 

Ric.  Why,  very  good  ! where  are  we? 
Uberto.  Ay,  that’s  the  point. 

Drawer.  Why,  sir,  you  will  be  at  your 
lodging  presently. 

Ric.  I’ll  go  to  no  lodging,  boy. 

Drawer.  Whither  will  you  go  then,  sir? 
Ric.  I’ll  go  no  further.  [here  all  night. 
Drawer.  For  God’s  sake,  sir,  do  not  stay 
Ric.  No  more  l w ill  not : 

Boy,  lay  me  down,  and  roll  me  to  a whore. 
Uberto.  And  me. 

Pedro.  There  spoke  an 

Silvio  [ringing].  Then  set  your  foot  to  my 
foot,  and  up  tails  all ! [make ! 

Viola.  '1  hat  is  Ricardo:  what  a noise  they 
It  is  ill  done  of ’em.  Here  sirs  ! Ricardo  1 
Ric.  What’s  that,  boy? 

Drawer.  ’Tis  a wench,  sir : pray,  gentle- 
men, come  away! 

Viola.  Oh,  my  dear  love  ! how  dost  thou  ? 
Ric.  Faith,  sweetheart, 

Ev’n  as  thou  seest. 

Vedro.  Where’s  thv  wench? 

Uberto.  Where’s  this  bed- worm? 

Viola . Speak  softly,  for  the  love  of  Heaven ! 
Drawer.  Mistress, 

Get  you  gone,  and  don’t  entice  the  cent  lemeu. 
Now  you  see  they’re  drunk ; or,  1 a cull  the 
watch, 

And  lay  you  fast  enough. 

Viola.  Alas,  what  are  you  ? 

Or,  what  do  you  mean?  Sweet  love,  where’* 
the  place  ? [I’ll  fvese  tliee. 

Ric.  Marry,  sweet  love,  e’en  here:  liedown; 
Viola.  Good  God!  What  mean  you? 
Pedro.  I will  have  the  wench. 

Uberto.  If  you  can  get  her. 

Silvio.  No,  I’ll  he  with  [morrow. 

The  wench  to-night,  and  she  shall  be  yours  to- 
Pcdro.  JLet  go  the  wench  ! 

Silvio.  I*t  you  go  the  wench  ! 

V'iola.  Oh, gentlemen,  as  you  had  mothers — 
Uberto.  They  had  no  mothers;  they’re  the 
sons  of  birches. 

Ric.  Let  that  be  maintain’d  ! 

L 1 Silvio. 
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Silvio.  Marry  then— 

' Viola.  Oil,  bless  me,  Heav’n ! 

XJberto.  Ilow  many  is  there  on’s  ? 
jRir.  About  five. 

IJberto.  Why  then,  let’s  fight  three  to  three. 
Silvio.  Content.  [Draw  and  fall  dozen. 

Drawer.  The  watch ! the  watch ! the 
watch  ! Where  are  you  ? [Exit. 

Hie.  Where  are  these  cowards?  [Exit. 
Pedro.  There’s  the  whore. 

Viola.  I never  saw  a drunken  man  before; 
But  these  I think  are  so. 

Silvio.  Oh ! 

Pedro.  I miss’d  you  narrowly  there. 

Viola.  My  state  is  such,  I know  not  how 
to  think 

A prayer  fit  for  me;  only  I could  move, 
That  never  maiden  more  might  be  in  love ! 

[Exit. 

Enter  Drawer , Constable,  and  Watch. 
Watch.  Where  are  they,  hoy? 

Drawer.  Make  no  such  haste,  sir ; they  are 
No  runners. 

Ubcrto.  I am  hurt,  but  that’s  all  one; 

I shall  light  upon  some  of  ye.  Pedro, 

Thou  art  a tall  gentleman ; let iue kiss  thee! 
Watch.  My  friend — 

IJberto.  Your  friend  ? you  lie ! 

Ilic.  Stand  further  off: 

The  watch?  you’re  full  of  fleas. 


(Act  ». 

Const.  Gentlemen, 

Either  he  quiet,  or  we  must  make  you  quiet 
Ric.  Nay,  good  Mr.  Constable,  be  not  so 
rigorous!  [of  justice! 

Ubcrto.  Mr.  Constable,  lend  me  thy  hand 
Const.  That  I will,  sir. 

Ubcrto.  Fy,  Mr.  Constable! 

What  golls  you  have?  Is  justice 
So  blind  you  cannot  see  to  w ash  your  hands? 
I cry  you  mercy,  sir;  your  gloves  are  on. 
Drawer.  Now  you  are  up,  sir,  will  you  go 
to  bed?  [t  her  pillow. 

Pedro.  I’ll  truckle  here,  boy  ; give  meano- 
Dt  •auer.  Will  you  stand  up,  and  let  me  lay 
it  on  then  ? 

Pedro.  Yes.  [they  arc  up, 

Drawer.  There;  hold  him  two  of  ye.  Now 
Be  going,  Mr.  Constable. 

Hie.  And  this  way,  and  that  way,  Tom. 
Uberto.  And  here  away,  and  there  away, 
Tom.  . [the  wrong, 

Sitvio.  This  is  the  right  way,  the  other’s 
Pedro.  Th’  other’s  the  wrong. 

Omnes.  Thou’rtover  long  at  the  pot,  Tom, 
Tom.  [whoop  ! ha,  boys! 

Hie.  Lead  valiantly,  sweet  constable! 
Const . This  wine  hunts  in  their  heads. 
Hie.  Give  me  the  hill,  for  1 will  be  the  ser- 
Const.  Look  to  him,  sirs  ! [giront. 

Hie . Keep  your  ranks,  you  rascals,  keep 
your  ranks!  [LVcwn/, 


ACT 


Enter  Mercury, 

Merc.  T CANNOT  sleep  for  thinking  of 
A this  ass’s  wife  ! 

I’ll  he  gone  presently ; there’s  no  staying  here, 
With  this  devil  about  me. — Ho  ! .This  is  the 
house  of  sleep.  [this  love 

IIo  ! again  there ! ’.Sfoot,  the  darkness,  and 
Together  will  make  me  lunatic.  Ho ! 

Enter  a Servingman  above , unready. 

Sere.  Who  calls  there?  [a  candle. 

* Merc.  Pray  take  the  pains  to  rise  and  light 
Serv.  Presently. 

Merc.  Was  ever  man  but  I in  such  a stocks? 
"Well,  this  shall  be  a warning  to  me,  and 
A fair  one  too,  how  I betray  myself 
To  such  a dunce,  by  way  of  benefit. 

Enter  Scrvingman. 

Serv.  Did  you  call  ? 

Merc.  Yes:  pruy  do  me  the  kindness,  sir, 
to  let  me  out, 

* muster  before  dinner , 

And  sweep  the  table  uilh  a w ooden  dagger. 


II. 

And  not  enquire  why,  for  I must  needs  be 
Serv.  Not  to-night,  l hope,  sir.  [gone. 
Mere.  Good  sir,  to-night ; 

I would  not  have  troubled  )ou  else; 

Pray  let  it  be  so  ! 

Serv.  Alas,  sir,  my  master  w ill  he  offended. 
Mere.  That  I have  business?  no,  I warrant 
you. 

Serv.  Good,  sir,  take  your  rest. 

Mere.  Pray,  my  good  friend. 

Let  me  appoint  my  ow  n rest. 

Serv.  5 cs,  sir.  [sidcr  you. 

Merc.  Then  shew  me  the  way  out;  I’ll  con- 
• Serv.  Good  Lord,  sir — 

Mere.  If  1 had  not 

An  excellent  temper’d  patience,  now  should 
I break 

This  fellow’s  head,  and  make  him  understand 
Tvvtre  necessary ; tl»e  only  plague 
Ot  this  house  is  th’  unhandsome  love  of  ser- 
vants. 

That  never  do  their  duty  i’  th’  right  place. 
But  when  they  muster  before  dinuer 7, 

And 

The  difficulties  in  this  passage  arc  what  in 
* • all 
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And  sweep  the  table  with  a wooden  dagger, 
And  then  they’re  troublesome  too,  to  all 
men’s  shoulders. — 

The  w ootlcoch’s  flush’d  again ; uow  I shall  have 
A new  stir. 

Enter  Antonio . 

Ant.  Whv,  how  now,  friend  ? what  do  you 
up  so  late?  [speak. 

Are  you  well  ? do  you  want  any  thing?  Fray 
Mac.  Only  the  cause  I rise  for. 

Ant.  WJiat  knaves  are  these? 

MVh  t do  you  want  ? Why,  sirrah  ! 

Alerc.  Nothing  i*th’  world,  [begone: 
But  th’  keys  to  let  me  out  of  doors;  1 must 
Be  not  ngaiust  it,  for  you  cannot  stay  me. 
Ant.  Be  gone  at  this  time  ? that  were  a 
merry  jest.  [use  on'i, 

M re.  If  there  be  any  mirth  in’t,  make  you 
But  I must  go. 

Ant.  Why,  for  love’s  sake? 

Mere.  *!  will  benefit  [cause. 

Your  understanding  nothing  to  know  the 
Pray  go  to  bed;  I’ll  trouble  your  man  only. 
Ant.  N \y.  sir,  you  have  rais’d  more,  that 
has  reason 

To  curse  you.  an  you  knew  nil:  my  wife’s  up, 
And  coming  d 'vii  too. 

Mere.  Alas,  it  will  be 
A trouble  : p.nv  go  up  to  her,  and  let  me 
Disturb  no  snore;  it  is  unmannerly. 

Enter  Maria , as  out  of  bed. 

Ant  She’s  here  already. 

Sweetheart,  how  say  you  by  this  gentleman  ? 
He  would  away  at  miduight. 

Maria.  1 hat  I am 
Sure  he  will  not. 

Mere.  Indeed  I must. 

Muria.  Good  sir. 

Let  not  your  homely  entertainment  press  you 
To  leave  your  bed  at  midnight ! If  you  want 
What  my  house,  or  our  town,  may  afford  you, 
Make  it  your  own  fault  if  you  call  not  for  it. 
Pray  go  to  bed  again ! let  me  compel  you  : 
I’m  sure  you’ve  no  pow’r  to  deny  a woman. 
The  air  is  piercing; 

Aud,  to  a body  beaten  with  long  travel, 

Twill  prove  an  ill  physician. 

Mere.  If  she 

Speak  longer  I shall  be  a knave,  ns  rank 
As  e’er  sweat  for  it. — 5>ir,  if  you  will  send 
Your  wife  up  presently.  I’ll  either  stuy 
With  you  (aye  mark  me  ?;  or  deliver  you 
Soju>t  a cause,  that  you  yourself  shall  thrust 
Me  out  of  doors,  both  suddenly  aud  willingly. 
Ant.  I’d  fain  hear  that,  ’faith! — Fray  tliec 
go  up,  sweetheart ! 

I’ve  half  persuaded  him ; besides,  he  hath 
Some  private  business  with  me. 


Maria.  Good  night,  sir ! 

And  what  content  you  would  have,  I wish 
with  you.  [Exit. 

Alerc.  Could  any  man  that  had  a back  ask 
Oh,  me!  oh,  me!  [more? 

Ant.  Now  deal  directly  with  me: 

Why  should  you  go?  [cause; 

Mae.  If  you  be  wise,  do  not  enquire  the 
’Twill  trouble  you. 

Ant.  Why?  prithee  why? 

Merc.  I’l'aitli, 

I would  not  have  you  know  it;  let  me  go! 
Twill  be  far  better  for  you. 

Ant.  Who  is  that. 

That  knocks  there?  is’t  not  at  the  street-door? 
Serv.  Yes,  sir. 

Ant.  Who’s  there?  cannot  you  speak? 
Viola  [ipifAbi].  A poor  t 

Distressed  maid;  for  God’s  sake,  let  me  inf 
Merc.  Let  her  in,  and  me  out  together; 
’tis  but  one  labour:  [seems 

Tis  pity  she  should  stand  i’th’ street.  It 
She  knows  you.  [ignorant; 

Ant.  There  she  shall  stand  forme:  you’re 
This  is  a common  custom  of  the  rogues 
That  lie  about  the  loose  parts  of  the  city. 
Merc.  As  how?  [night, 

Ant.  To  knock  at  doors  in  dead  tune  of 
Aud  use  some  feigned  voice  to  raise  com- 
passion; 

And  when  the  doors  are  open,  in  they  rush. 
And  cutthe  throats  of  all,  and  take  the  booty; 
Wc  cannot  be  too  careful. 

Violu  [within].  As  ever  you  had  pity. 

Let  me  in ! 1 aiu  undone  else. 

Ant.  Who  are  you? 

Viola.  My  name  is  Viola,  a gentlewoman 
That  ill  chance  hath  distress’d:  you  know  my 
father.  [one 

Mire.  Alas  of  God!  we’ll  let  her  in;  ’tis 
O’th’  gentlewomen  were  here  in  the  evening; 
I know  her  by  her  name:  poor  soul!  she’s 
cold, 

I warrant  her;  let  her  have  my  warm  bed. 
And  I will  take  her  fortune:  come,  pray 
come ! 

Ant.  It  is  not  Viola,  that’s  certain; 

She  went  home  to  her  father’s,  I am  sure. 
Viola.  Will  not  you  be  so  good  to  let  mein? 
Ant.  I’ll  be  so  good  to  have  you  whipt  away. 
If  you  stay  a little  longer.  She  is  gone, 

I warrant  her.  Now  let  me  know  vour  cause, 
For  I will  hcar’t,  aud  not  repent  the  knowing. 
Mtrc.  Since  you  are  so  importunate,  l il 
tell  you: 

I love  your  wife  extremely. 

Ant.  Very  well. 

Merc.  And  so  well  that  I dare  not  stay. 
Ant.  Why?  [and  blood, 

Merc.  For  wronging  you : I know  I’m  flesh 


all  appearance  cannot  be  got  over,  without  a greater  knowledge  of  the  customs  and  manners 
of  our  author’s  times  tlian  I am  master  of.  Sj/tnpson. 

This  seems  to  be  a temporary  allusion,  of  which,  it  is  probable,  no  explanation  can  now  be 
obtained. 

LI?  And 
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And  you  have  done  me  friendships  infinit 
and  often, 

That  must  require  me  honest,  and  a true  man ; 
And  I will  be  so, or  I’ll  break  my  heart. 

Ant.  Why,  you  may  stay  for  all  this,  me- 
thinks.  [no  saint, 

Merc.  No;  tho’  I would  be  good,  I am  no 
Nor  is  it  safe  to  try  me*.  I deni  plainly. 

Ant.  Come,  I dare  try  you;  do  the  best 
you  can. 

Mere , You  shall  not: 

When  I am  right  again,  1*11  come  and  see  you ; 
H ill  when,  1*11  use  all  countries,  and  all  means, 
Hut  I will  lose  this  folly ; *tjs  a devil ! 

Ant.  Is  there  no  way  to  stay  you? 

Mere.  No;  unless  [men 

You’ll  have  me  such  a villain  to  you,  us  all 
Shall  spit  at  me. 

Ant.  Does  she  know  you  lovelier? 

Merc.  No,  I hope  not:  that  were  recom- 
pense 

Fit  for  a rogue  to  render  her. 

Ant.  If  ever  any 

Had  a faithful  friend,  I am  that  man,  and  I 
May  clory  in  it ! This  is  he,  that  ipse,  he, 
That  passes  all  Christendom  for  goodness. 

He  shall  nor  overgo  me  in  his  friendship ; 
T'were  recreant  and  base,  and  I’ll  be  bang’d 
first; 

J am  resolved:  go  thv  ways;  a wife 
Shall  npver  part  us : i’ve  consider’d,  and 
I find  her  nothing  to  such  a friend  ns  thou  art. 
I’ll  speak  a bold  word ; take  your  time  and 
wooc  her, 

(You’ve  overrome  me  clearly)  [me. 

And  do  what’s  fitting  with  her — you  conceive 
I’m  glad  at  heart  you  love  her,  by  this  light! 
Ne’er  stare  upon  me,  fori  will  not  fly  from’t! 
if  you  had  spoken  sooner,  sure  you  had  been 
serv 'd ; 

Sir,  you’re  not  ev’ry  man.  Now  to  your  task! 
I give  you  free'  leave ; and  the  sin  is  mine, 

If  there  be  any  in  it. 

Merc.  He’ll  be  bang’d 
Before.  he  makes  this  good : he  cannot  be 
.So  innocent  a coxcomb;  he  can  tell  ten  sure!— 
If  I had  uever  known  you,  as  1 have  done, 

I might  be  one,  as  others,  perhaps  sooner; 
But  now  it  is  impossible,  there’s  too 
Much  good  between  us. 

jin?.*  Well,  thou’rt  e’en  the  best  man — 

I can  say  no  more,  1 am  so  oveijoy’d  ! [go 
You  roust  stay  this  night,  and  in  the  morning 
As  early  as  you  please ; I have  a toy  for  you. 
Mire.  I thought  this  pill  would  make  you 
sick.  [notice, 

Ant.  But  where  you  mean  to  be  I must  have 
A nd  it  must  be  hard  by  too  : Ho  you  mark  me? 
Mere.  Why,  what’s  the  matter? 

Ant.  There  is  a thing  in  hand. 

Mere.  Why,  what  thing? 

Ant.  A sound  one,  if  it  take  right,  and  you 
K not 


Peevish.  We  two  w illbe  (you'ld  little  think  it) 
As  famous  for  our  friendship — 

Mere.  How? 

Ant.  If  Heaven  please, 

As  ever  Dainon  was,  and  Pytheas) 

Or  Pylades  and  Orestes : or  any  twro 
Hint  ever  were : do  you  conceive  roe  yet? 
Mere.  No,  by  my  troth,  sir! — He’ll  not 
help  me  up,  sure?  [think 

Ant.  You  shall  anon;  and.  for  our  names,  I 
They  shall  live  after  us,  and  be  remember'd 
While  there’s  a story,  or  I’ll  lose  my  aim. 
Merc.  What  a vengeance  ails  he?  How'  do 
Ant.  Yes,  faith,  [you? 

Wc  two  will  be  such  friends  as  the  world 
shall  ring  of. 

Merc.  And  why  is  all  fhis? 

Ant.  You  shall  enjoy  my  wife. 

Mere.  Away,  away  f 
Ant.  The  wonder  must  begin. 

So  ] have  cast  it,  (’twill  be  scurvy  else) 

You  shall  not  stir  a foot  in’t:  pray  be  quiet 
’Till  I have  made  it  perfect. 

Merc.  What  shall  a man  do  with  this 
wretched  fellow? 

There  is  no  mercy  to  be  us’d  towards  him; 
He  is  not  capable  of  any  pity ; 

He  will,  in  spite  of  course,  be  a cuckold9; 
And  who  can  help  it? — Must  it  begin  so, 
Think  again.  [needs,  sir? 

Ant.  Yes,  marry  must  it; 

And  I myself  will  wooe  this  woman  for  you: 
Do  you  perceive  it  now?  ha?  [matter. — 

Merc.  Yes;  now  I have  a little  sight  i’tli’ 
Oh,  thut  thy  head  should  be  so  monstrous, 
That  all  thy  servants’  hats  may  hang  upon’t’ — 
But  do  you  mean  to  do  this?  [for  you. 

Ant . Yes,  certain ; I will  wooc  her,  and 
Strive  not  against  it;  ’tis  the  overthrow 
Of  the  best  plot  that  ever  was  then. 

Merc.  Nay,  v 

I will  assure  you,  sir.  I’ll  do  no  harm  ;— 
You  have  too  much  about  you  of  your  ow  n. 
Ant.  Have  you  thought  of  a place  yet? 
Merc.  A place  ? 

Ant.  Ay,  a place  where  you  will  bide : 
Prithee  no  more  of  this  modesty  ; 'tis  foolish! 
An  we  were  not  determined  to  be 
Absolute  friends  indeed,  'twere  tolerable. 
Mere.  I have  thought,  and  you  shall  hear 
from  me.  [glorv ! 

Ant.  Why,  this  will  gain  me  everlasting 
I have  the  better  of  him,  that’s  my  comfort ! 
Good  night ! [£.rd. 

Merc.  Good  night ! 

Well,  go  thy  ways  ! thou  art  the  tidiest w ittoi 
This  day  I think  above  ground ; 

Ajtd  yet  thy  end  for  all  this  must  be  motly. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Tinker  and  Dorothy. 

Tinker.  Tis  bitter  cold.  A plague  upon 
these  rogues, 


* In  rpight  rf  course.]  Seward  would  substitute  courtesy  for  course . 
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How  wary  they  are  grown ! not  a door  open 
But  double-barred;  not  a window,  [now*, 
But  up  with  a case  of  wood,  like  a spice-box; 
And  their  locks  unpickable ! the  very  smiths 
That  were  half  venturers,  drink  penitent  sin- 
gle ale : 

This  is  the  iron  age  the  ballad  sing9  of. 

Well,  I shall  meet  with  some  of  your  loose 
linen  vet ; [shew 

Good  feilow^must  not  starve;  here’s  befall 
Tou  God-a-mighty's  dog-bolts,  if  this  hold. 
Dor.  Faith,  thou  art  but  too  merciful,  that’s 
thy  fault ; 

Thou  art  as  sweet  a thie  f,  that  sin  excepted, 
As  ever  suffer’d  ; tint  ts  a proud  word, 

And  I’ll  maintain  it. 

Tinker.  Come,  prithee  let’s  shog  off9, 

And  hrowT.e  an  hour  or  two,y ; there’s  ale 
will  make  [thing  now, 

A cat  speak  at  the  Harrow  : we  shall  get  no- 
Without  we  batter;  it  is  grown  too  near 
Morning;  the  rogues  sleep  sober,  and  are 
watchful.  [function, 

Dor.  We  want  a boy  extremely  fur  this 
Kept  under  fur  a year,  with  milk  and  knot- 
grass. 

In  my  time  I have  seen  a boy  do  wonders: 
Robin  the  red  tinker  had  a hoy,  [years, 
(God  rest  his  soul,  he  suffer’d  this  time  four 
For  two  spoons,  and  a pewter  candlestick), 
That  sweet  mau  had  a hoy,  as  I am  cursten’d 
whore. 

Would  have  run  thro’ a cat-hole;  he  would 
Have  boultcd  such  a piece  of  linen  in  an 
evening — [let’s  go! 

Tinker.  Well,  we  will  have  a boy.  Prithee 
I am  vengeance  cold,  I tell  thee. 

Dor.  1*11  be  hang’d 

Before  I stir  without  some  purchase  ! By  these 
Ten  bones,  i’ll  turn  she-ape,  and  untile  a 
house. 

But  I will  have  it ! It  may  be  I have 
A humour  to  be  hang’d,  I cannot  tell. 

Enter  Viola. 

'Tinker.  Peace,  you  flea'd  w hore  ! thou  hast 
a mouth  like  a blood-hound: 

Here  comes  a night-shade.  - 


Dor.  A gentlewoman -whore; 

By  this  darkness.  I’ll  case  her  to  the  skin. 
Tinker.  Peace,  I say!  [mal  night! 

Viola.  What  fear  have  I endurd  this  dis- 
And  what  disgrace, if  I were  seen  and  known! 
In  which  this  darkness  only  is  my  friend, 
That  only  has  undone  me.  A thousand  curses 
Light  on  my  easy,  foolish,  childish  love, 

Tliat  durst  so  lightly  lav  a contidence 
Upon  a man,  so  many  being  false! 

My  weariness, and  w eeping,  makes  me  sleepy; 
I must  lie  down. 

Tinker.  \\  hat’s  this?  a prayer,  or 
A homily,  or  a ballad  of  good  counsel? 

She  has  a gown.  I’m  sure. 

Dor.  Knock  out  her  brains! 

And  then  shell  never  bite.. 

Tinker.  Yes,  I will  knock  her. 

But  not  yet. — You!  woman! 

Viola.  For  God’s  sake,  what  are  you? 
Tinker.  One  of  the  grooms  of  your  ward- 
robe. Come, 

Uncase,  uncase!  By'r  lady,  a good  kersey! 
Viola.  Pray  do  not  hurt  me,  sir. 

Dot\  loot's  have  no  pity 11 ; [whistle. 
For  if  you  do,  here’s  that  shall  cut  your 
Viola.  Alas,  what  would  you  have?  I mu 
ns  miserable 

As  you  can  make  me  any  way. 

Dor.  That  shall  be  tried,  [you  pleasure. 
Violu.  Here,  take  my  gown,  if  that  will  do 
Tinker.  Yes,  marry  will’t.  Look  in  the 
There  may  be  birds.  [pockets,  Doll ; 

Dor.  'I  hey’re  flown,  a pox  go  with  them! 
I’ll  have  this  hat,  and  this  ruff  too;  I like  iti 
Now  will  I flourish  like  a lady  brave, 
l’faith,  hov.  [seeming, 

Viola.  Vou  are  so  gentle  people,  to  my 
Tliat  by  my  truth  I could  live  with  you! 

Tinker.  Could  you  so  ? 

A pretty  young  round  wench,  well-blooded ; I 
Am  for  her11. 

Dor.  But  by  this,  I am  not ; cool  [on’t. 
Your  codpiece,  rogue!  or  I will  clap  a spell 
Shall  take  your  edge  off  with  a very  ven- 
geance. 

Tinker.  Peace,  horse-flesh,  peace ! I’ll  cast 
ofl'  iny  Amazon ; 

Sh* 


• Shog  off.]  This  cant  word  is  used  by  Nym,  in  Shakespeare’s  Henry  V.  act  ii.  scene  1: 

1 Will  you  shog  offi  I would  have  you  solus/ 

Again,  in  Marston’s  What  You  Will,  act  v.  scene  1: 

‘ why  then,  capricious  mirth, 

1 Skip  light  moriscoes  in  our  frolick  blood, 

* Flagg’d  veins,  sweet,  plump  with  freslwnfused  joys, 

* Laughter,  pucker  our  cheeks,  make  shoulders  shog 

* With  chucking  lightness,  &c. 

Again,  in  Jack  Drum's  Entertainment, 

* List  to  the  music  tliat  corrupts  the  gods, 

* Subverts  even  destiny,  and  thus  it  thugs.  R. 

10  Browze  an  hour  or  fre>o.]  The  text  is  from  Mr.  Theobald's  margin.  I conjectured  we 
should  read  rouse , i.  e.  carouse , but  it  is  a matter  of  no  great  moment.  Sywpson. 

11  Let's  have  no  pity.]  *.  e.  No  crying  out  for  pity.  Sympson. 

1 1 Am  for  her,  thieves.]  Thieves  has  stolen  into  the  text  here  very  unaccountably.  If  the 

speech 
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Sh’  lias  V alk’d  too  long,  and  is  indeed  no- 
torious, [worthies. 

She'll  tight  aud  scold,  and  drink  like  one  o’th’ 
Dor.  L us  precious,  [ticeing? 

You  young  contagious  whore,  must  you  be 
And,  is  yon  flesh  so  rank,  sir,  that  two  may 
live  upon’t? 

I'm  glad  to  hear  yourcurtnPs ' 1 grown  so  lusty; 
Hew  as  drv-iouiidcr’d  t’other  day ; wehee, 
3Uy  pamper'd  jade  ot' Asia l+! 

’Viola.  irood  woman,  do  not  hurt  me!  I 
am  sorry 

That  1 have  given  any  cause  of  anger. 

Dor.  Either  hind  her  quickly,  and  come 
awav,  or  by 

This  steel  1 11  tell,  altho’ I truss  for  company! 
jNow  could  I eat  her  broil'd,  or  any  way. 
Without  vinegar:  1 must  have  her  nose! 
Viola.  By  any  thing  you  love  best,  good 
sir ! good  w oinan ! 

Tinker.  Why  her  nose,  Dorothy? 

Dor.  If  I have  it  not,  [withal. 

And  presently,  and  warm,  I lose  that  I go 
Tinker.  'Would  the  devil  hud  that  thuu 

gocst  withal,  [whelps. 

And  thee  (ogetlier!  for  sure  he  got  thy 
If  thou  I iast  any ; he’s  thy  dear  dad' s.  Whore, 
Put  up  your  cut-purse!  an  I take  my  switch 
up,  [vour  bung,  whore ! 

Twill  be  a Idack  time  with  you  else;  sheath 
Dor.  Will  you  bind  her?  [both. 

We  shall  stand  here  prating,  and  he  bang’d 
Tinker.  Come,  I must  bind  you:  not  a 
word;  no  crying!  [not  cry. 

Viola.  Do  what  you  will,  indeed  I will 
Tinker.  Hurt  her  not : if  thou  dost,  by  ale 
aud  beer, 

I’ll  ciout  thy  old  bald  brain-pan  with  a piece 
Of  brass,  you  bitch  incarnate. 

[Kxeunt  Tinker  and  Din-. 
Viola.  Oh,  Hearn,  to  what  am  1 reserv’d! 
that  knew  not. 

Thro’  all  my  childish  hours  and  actions. 
More  sin  than  poor  imagination, 

And  too-miich  loving  of  a faithless  man, 

For  which  I'm  paid;  and  so,  that  not  the  day 
That  now  is  rising  to  protect  the  harmless, 


And  give  the  innocent  a sanctuary  , 

From  thieves  and  spoilers,  can  deliver  Ad 
From  shame,  at  least  suspicion! 

Enter  Valerio. 

Val.  Sirrah,  lead  down 
The  horses  easily!  I’ll  walk  a-foot 
Till  I be  down  the  hill.  Tis  very  early ; 

I shall  reach  home  betimes,  How  uow? 
who’s  there  ? [yet 

Viola.  N iglit,  that  was  ever  friend  to  lovers, 
Has  rais'd  some  weary  soul,  that  hates  his  bed, 
To  come  aud  see  me  blush,  and  then  l.augh 
at  me. 

Val.  IF  bad  a rude  heart  that  did  this. 
Viola.  Gentle  sir, 

If  you  have  that  which  honest  men  call  pity. 
Ami  be  as  far  from  evil  as  you  shew. 

Help  a poor  maid,  that  this  night,  by  bad 
fortune, 

Has  been  thus  us’d  by  robbers,  [help  thee! 

Val.  A pox  upon  his  heart  that  would  not 
Tliis  thief  was  half  a lawyer,  by  bis  bands. 
How  long  have  you  been  tied  here  ? 

Viola.  Alas,  [perish’d. 

This  hour,  and  with  cold  and  fear  am  almost 
Val.  Where  were  the  watch  the  while? 
Good  sober  gentlemen ! 

They  were,  like  careful  members  of  the  city, 
Drawing  in  diligent  ale,  and  singing  catches. 
While  Air.  Constable  contriv’d  the  toasts. 
These  fellows  should  be  more  severely  pu- 
nish'd [whips  ; 

Than  wandring  gipsies,  that  cv’ry  statute 
For  if  they’d  every  one  two  eyes  apiece  more. 
Three  pots  would  put  them  out. 

Viota.  I cannot  tell ; 

I found  no  Christian  to  give  me  succour. 

Val.  When  they  take  a thief. 

I’ll  take  Ostend  again10 : the  whoresons 
Drink  opium  in  their  ale,  and  t .en  ti»ey  sleep 
Like  tops;  as  for  their  hills,  they  only  sene 
To  reach  down  baton  to  make  rashers  on. 
Now  let  me  know  to  whom  I’ve  done  this 
courtesy, 

That  I may  thank  my  early  rising  for  it. 
Viola.  Sir,  all  1 am,  you  see. 


speech  is,  or  is  not  curtail'il,  as  1 can’t  promise,  yet  there  is  no  reason  for  thieves  standing 
here,  as  there  is  nothing  to  w hich  it  can  probably  refer.  There  are  but  two  ways  I know 
of  that  we  can  rid  the  test  of  it ; the  first  is  by  expunging  it,  us  1 have  done,  and  the  second 
by  supposing  that  it  is  a corruption  of  this,  and  situate  in  a wrong  place,  and  that  the  pas- 
sage once  run  thus, 

A pretty  young  round  wench  well  blooded,  this. 

I’m  for  her Sympsou. 

11  Corlall .]  Ill  Ben  Jonson’s  Masque  called  Chlondia,  n postillion  says,  Look  to  my 
4 curtai;  (according  to  which  we  have  reformed  the  orthography);  and  Mr.  Whatley  says, 

< ,v  curia I is  u small  horse;  properly,  one  who  hath  his  tail  dock’d  or  curtailed.’ 

■ + pamper'd  jade  of  Asia. j This  is  plainly  meant  as  a burlesque  on  this  line  in 
Marlow's  Tamerlune : _ , 

‘ Holla , von  pamper’d  jades  of  Asia; 

which  is  also  ridiculed  in  the  Second  Fart  of  Henry  IV.  act  ii.  scene  4.  It. 

” She's  thy  dear  dad. ] Common  sense,  as  Mr.  Seward  saw  too,  calls  out  tor 

change  of  she’s  into  he’s.  Synipson. 

16  Ostend.  I See  uote  13  on  the  W oman’s  Prize, 

**  J r/if. 
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Val.  You  have  a name,  I’m  sure,  and  a 
kindred, 

A father,  friend,  or  something  that  must  own 
you. — [were  these  to  rob  her!  ^ 

She’s  a handsome  young  wench:  what  rogues 
Viola.  Sir,  you  see  all  I dare  reveal ; and,  as 
You  are  a gentleman,  press  me  no  further ! 
For  there  begins  a grief,  whose  bitterness 
Will  break  u stronger  heart  than  I have  in  me ; 
And  ’twill  but  make  you  heavy  with  the 
bearing : 

For  your  own  goodness  sake,  desire  it  not! 

Val.  Tf  you  would  not  have  me  enquire  that, 
How  do  you  live  then  ? 

Viola.  How  I have  liv'd,  is 
Still  one  question,  w hich  must  not  be  resolv’d : 
How  I desire  to  live,  is  in  your  liking ; 

So  worthy  an  opinion  I have  of  you. 

Val.  Is  in  my  liking?  How,  I pray  thee? 
tell  me ! [power. — 

Ffeith,  I’ll  do  you  any  good  lies  in  my 
She  has  an  eye  would  raise  a bed-rid  man : 
Come,  leave  your  fear,  and  tell  me;  that’s  a 
good  wench! 

Viola,  Sir,  I would  serve— 

Val.  Wlio  w’ouldst  thou  serve  ? Don’t  weep, 
And  tell  me. 

Viola.  Faith,  sir,  even  some  good  woman; 
And  such  a wife,  if  you  be  married, 

I do  imagine  yours. 

Val.  Alas!  thou’rt  young  and  lender; 

Let  me  sec  thy  hand ! This  was  ne’er  made 
to  wash, 

Or  wind  up  water,  beatcloaths,  or  rub  a floor. 
By  this  light,  for  one  use,  that  shall  be 
nameless,  [on ! 

Tis  the  best  wanton  hand  that  e’er  I look’d 
Viola.  Dare  you  accept  me,  sir  ? my  heurt 
is  honest ; 

Among  your  virtuous  charitable  deeds, 

This  w ill  not  be  the  least. 

Val.  Thou  canst  in  a chamber? 

Viola.  In  a chamber,  sir? 

Vat.  I mean,  wait  there  upon  a gentle- 
woman.— 

How  quick  she  is!  I like  that  mainly  too ; 

I’ll  have  her,  the/  I keep  her  with  main 
strength, 

Like  a besieu’d  town ; for  I know  I shall 
Have  tl/  enemy  afore  me  within  a week. 
Vutla.  Sir,  I can  sow  too,  and  make  pretty 
laces,  [women; 

Dress  a head  handsome,  teach  young  gcntle- 
For  in  all  these  I have  a little  knowledge. 
Val.  Tis  w ell ; — no  doubt  I shall  encrease 
that  knowledge.  [me! — 

I like  her  better  still ; how  she  provokes 

Pretty  young  maid,  you  shall  serve  a good 
gentlewoman, 

Tho’  I say  it,  that  will  not  he  unwilling 
You  should  please  tne,  nor  I forgetful  if  vou 
Viola.  1 am  the  happier.  [do. 
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Val.  My  man  shall  make  some  shift  to 
carry  you 

Behind  him  : can  you  ride  well? 

Viola.  But  I’ll  hold  fast, 

For  catching  of  a fall. 

Val.  That's  the  next  way  [go: 

To  pull  another  on  you. — I’ll  work  her  as  I 
I know*  she’s  wax ! Now,  now,  at  this  time 
could  I 

Beget  a worthy  on  this  wench. 

Viola*  Sir,  lor  [tenfold  ! 

This  gentleness,  may  Heav'n  requite  you 
Val.  Tis  a good  wench!  however  other* 
use  thee. 

Be  sure  I’ll  be  a loving  master  to  thee. 
Come!  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Antonio  like  an  Irish  Footman , with  a 
Letter. 

Ant.  I hope  I’m  wild  enough  for  being 
known ! 

I've  writ  a letter  here,  and  in  it  have 
Abus’d  myself  most  bitterly,  yet,  all 
My  fear  is,  not  enough, 

For  that  must  do  it,  that  must  lay  it  on  : 

I’ll  win  her  out  o*  th’  flint;  'twill  be  more 
Now  for  my  language ! [famous. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Now',  sir;  who’d  you  speak  with? 
Ant.  Where  be  thy  nuistres,  man  ? I’d 
I have  a letter.  [spake  with  her : 

Serv.  Cannot  I deliver  it?  [not,  man. 
Ant.  No,  by  my  trot  and  fait,  canst  thou 
Serv.  Well,  sir,  I’ll  cull  her  to  you;  pray 
shake  your  ears 

Without  a little.  [£.v<7. 

Ant.  Cran  a cree,  do  it  quickly ! 

This  rebel  tongue16  sticks  in  my  teeth 
Worse  than  a tough  hen:  sure  it  was  [pics. 
Ne’er  known  at  Babel;  for  they  sold  no  ap- 
And  this  was  made  for  certain  at  the  iirst 
Planting  of  orchards,  it  is  so  crabbed. 

Enter  Maria  and  Servant. 

Maria.  What’s  he  would  speak  with  me? 
Serv.  A Kilkenny  ring ; 

There  he  stands,  madam.  [friend? 

Maria.  What  would  you  have  with  inc. 
Ant.  lie  has  a letter  for  other  women; 
wilt  thou  read  it  ? 

Maria.  From  w hence  ? 

Ant.  De  crosse  freest,  from  my  master! 
Maria.  Who  is  your  master? 

Ant.  I pray  do  you  look. 

Maria.  Do  you  know  this  fellow  ? 

Serv.  No, 

Madam,  not  I,  more  than  an  Irish  footman, 
stand  further,  friend;  I do  not  like  youF 
rope*rtinners.  [trowsers17! 

What  stallion  rogues  arc  these,  to  wear  such 
i The  very  cotton  may  commit  adultery. 
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16  This  rebel  tongue. 3 See  note  26  on  this  Play. 

To  wear  such  duwsets.]  Tlie  vnriivtiou  by  Sympson, 

Maria. 
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Maria.  I can’t  find  vvlioschind  this  should 
he;  I’ll  read : 

* To  the  beauteous  wife  of  don  Antonio.* 
Sure  this  is  some  blind  scribe  ! Well ! now 
what  follows ? [that 

Ant.  Pray  God  it  take ! I have  given  her 
Will  stir  her  conscience ; how  it  works  with 
her ! 

Hone,  if  it  he  thy  will,  let  the  flesh  have  it  I 
Maria.  This  is  the  most  abliorr’d,  intole- 
rable knavery,  [more 

That  e’er  slave  entertain’d ! Sure  there  is 
Than  thine  own  head  in 
This  villainy;  it  goes  like  practis’d  mischief. 
Disabled  in  his  body?  Oh,  good  God! 

As  I live,  he  lies  fearfully,  and  basely. 

Ha ! I should  know  that  jewel;  ’tis  my  hus- 
band ! — 

Come  hither,  sirrah  ; are  you  an  Irishman  ? 
Ant.  Sweet  woman,  a cree,  I am  an  Irish- 
man. [your  trick,  sir  ? 

Maria.  Now  I know’t  perfectly:  is  this 
I’ll  trick  you  for  it ! — How  long  have  you 
This  gentleman  ? [serv’d 

Ant.  Please  thee,  a little  day, 

0 my  MacDermondput  me  to  my  mastrec. — 
’Tis  done,  I know. 

Maria.  By  my  faith,  he  speaks  as  well 
As  if  he  had  been  lousy  for  the  language 
A year  or  two.  Well,  sir,  you  had  better 
Have  kept  in  your  own  shape,  as  I will  use 
you.  [trial? 

What  have  I done,  that  should  deserve  this 

1 never  made  him  cuckold,  to  my  knowledge. 
Sirrah,  come  hither ! 

Ant.  Now  will  she  send  some  jewel, 

Or  some  letter;  I know  her  mind  as  well ! 

I shall  be  famous. 

Maria.  Take  this  Irish  bawd  here — 

Ant.  llow ! 

Maria.  And  kick  him  ’till  his  breeches 
And  breech  be  of  one  colour,  a bright  blue 
both ! [dare  not 

Ant.  I may  be  well  swing’d  thus,  for  I 
Reveal  myself : I hope  she  does  not  mean  it. 

[Servant  kicks  him. 
Oh  hone!  oh  hone!  oh,  St.  Patrick!  oh, 
Oh,  sweet  woman ! [a  cree  ! 

Maria.  Now  turn  him, 

Aud  kick  him  o’  t’other  side  ! that’s  well. 
Ant.  Oh,  good  waiting- man ! I beseech 
thee, 

Good  waiting-man  !— A pox  fire  your  legs; 
A luria.  You  rogue, 

You  enemy  to  all,  but  little  breeches,  [t$r? 
How  dar’st'  thou  come  to  me  with  such  a iet- 
Ant.  Prithee 


[Act  i, 

Pity  th*  poor  Irishman  !— All  this  makes  for 
me: 

If  I win  her  yet,  I’m  still  more  glorious. 
Maria.  Now  could  I weep  at  what  I'vd 
done ; but  I’ll 

Harden  my  heart  again.— Go,  shut  him  up 
Until  my  husband  comes  home.  Yet  thus 
much  [not  thou 

Ere  you  go,  sirrah  Thatch’d-IIend  ! wouldst 
Be  whipt,  and  think  it  justice? — 

Well  uquaviter  bairel,  I’ll  bounce  you.  [gry! 
Ant.  1 pray,  do,  I beseech  you,  be  notao- 
Maria.  Oh,  you  hobby-headed  rascal,  I’ll 
have  you  flead, 

And  trossers**  made  of  thy  skin  to  tumble  in. 
Go,  away  with  him  ! let  nim  see  no  sun. 

Till  my  husband  come  home. — Sir,  I 
Shall  meet  with  you  for  your  knavery, 

I fear  it  not. 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  not  let  me  go?— 

I do  not  like  this. 

Mario.  Away  with  him  ! [a-lent  hair. 
Sere.  Come,  I’ll  lead  you  in  by  your  jack- 
Go  quietly,  or  1*11  make  your  crupper  crack  ! 
Maria.  And,  do  you  hear  me,  sirruh? 
when  you’ve  done, 

Make  mv  coach  ready. 

Serv.  Yes,  forsooth.  [Exit  with  Antonio . 
Maria.  Lock  him  up  safe  enough. — 

I’ll  to  this  gentleman,  and  know  the  reason 
Of  all  this  business,  for  I do  suspect  it; 

If  he  have  laid  tins  plot.  I’ll  ring  him  such  a 
peal 

Shall  make  his  ears  deaf  for  a month  at  least. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Ricardo. 

Ric.  Am  I not  mad?  Can  this  wcok-tem- 
per’d  head,  [wrong 

That  will  be  mad  with  drink,  endure  the 
That  I have  done  a virgin,  and  my  love  ? 

Be  mad,  for  so  thou  ougbt’st,  or  l will  beat 
The  walls  and  trees  down  with  thee,  and  will 
let 

Either  thy  memory  out,  or  madness  in  f 
But  sure  I never  lov’d  fair  Viola, 

I never  lov’d  my  father,  nor  nty  mother, 

Or  any  thing  but  drink ! Had  I had  love. 
Nay,  had  I known  so  much  charity1 9 
As  would  have  sav'd  an  infant  from  the  fire, 

I had  been  naked,  raving  in  the  street, 

With  half  a face,  gashing  my  sell  with  knives, 
Two  hours  ere  this  time. 

Enter  Pedro , Silvio,  and  Uhcrto. 
Pedro.  Good  morrow,  sir  ! 

Ric.  Good  morrow,  gentlemen!  * 

Shall  wc  go  drink  again  ? I have  my  wits.- 


«»  Trossers.]  Tr osiers  appear  to  have  been  loose  breeches : the  word  is  still  preserved,  but 
now  written  trousers.  Ste evens.  ... 

19  Had  l known  so  much  churity.  1 The  omission  of  a particle  here  hurts  the  sense,  as  well 
us  the  measure : to  know  so  much  charity,  is  to  possess  so  much  charity;  but  •«  kno:c  so 
much  of  churilVy  is  to  hear  or  read  so  much  of  if,  as  tl*at  it.is  a duty  to  save  an  infant  from 
the  tire ; which  is  a stronger  exclusion  of  himsvU  to  ail  pretence  ot  charity.  Seward. 

We  think  the  eld  reading  right. 


Pedror 
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Act  2.] 

Pedro.  So  have  I,  hut  they’re  unsettled 
’Would  I'd  some  porridge!  [oues  : 

Hie.  The  tavern-buy  was  litre  this  morn- 
ing with  me, 

And  told  me,  that  there  was  a gentlewoman. 
Which  he  took  tor  a whole,  that  hung  on  me, 
For  whom  we  quarreU’d,  and  1 know  not 
Pedro.  [’faith,  nor  I.  [what. 

Utter  to.  I have  a glimmering 
Of  some  such  thing. 

Hie.  W us  it  you,  Silvio,  [Pedro. 

That  made  me  drink  so  much?  ’twas  you  or 
Pedro.  1 know  not  who. 

Stivio.  We  were  all  apt  enough.  [me, 
Hie.  But  I will  lay  the  fault  on  none  hut 
1 hat  I would  be  so  entreated ! — Come,  Silvio, 
Shall  we  go  drink  again  ? Come,  gentlemen, 
Why  do  you  stay  ? Let’s  never  leave  off  now, 
Whilst  we  have  wine,  and  throats!  Pllpiac- 
tise  it, 

TUI  I have  made  it  iny  best  quality ; 

For  what  is  best  tor  me  to  do  hut  that  ? 

For  Ileav’n  sake,  come  and  driuk!  When  I 
am  uam’d,  [mean  you  ? 

Men  shall  make  answer,  ‘ Which  Ricardo 

* The  excellent  drinker?’  1 will  have  it  so. 
Will  you  go  drink  ? 

'Silvio.  Vie  drunk  too  much  too  lately. 

Hie.  Why,  there  is  then  the  less  behind 
to  drink : [abroad, 

Let’s  end  it  all ! dispatch  that,  we’ll  semi 
Ami  purchase  all  the  wine  the  world  can 
yield,  [earth, 

And  drink  it  off;  then  take  the  fruits  o’ til’ 
Distil  the  juice  from  them,  and  drink  that  off; 
We’ll  catch  the  rain  before  it  fall  to  ground, 
And  drink  off  that,  that  never  more  may 
grow10 ; 

We’ll  set  our  mouths  to  springs,  and  drink 
them  off;  / 

And  ali  this  while  we’ll  never  think  of  those 
That  love  us  best,  more  than  we  did  lust 
night. 

We  will  not  give  unto  the  poor  a drop 
Of  all  this  drink;  but,  wheu  we  see  them 
weep,  [too  i 

We’ll  run  to  them,  and  drink  their  tears  off 
We’ll  never  leave  whilst  there  is  heat  or 
moisture 

In  this  large  glohe  ; hut  suck  it  cold  and  dry, 
’1  ill  we  have  made  it  elemental  earth, 
Merely  by  drinking. 

Pedro.  Is  it  battery,  ( 

To  tell  you,  you  are  mad  ? 
liic.  It  it  be  false, 

There’s  no  such  way  to  bind  me  to  a man; 
He  that  wilihave  me  lay  iuy  goods  and  lands, 
My  life  down  for  him,  need  no  more  but  say, 

* lucardo,  thou  art  mad!’  and  then  all  these 
Are  at  his  service;  then  he  pleases  me, 

And  makes  me  think  that  I had  virtue  in  me, 


That  I had  love  mid  tenderness  of  heart ; 
That,  tho’  I have  committed  such  a limit 
As  never  creature  did,  yet  running  mad, 

As  honest  men  should  ao  for  such  a crime, 

I have  express’d  some  worth,  tho*  it  be  late: 
Hut  1,  alas,  have  none  of  these  in  me. 

Hut  keep  my  wits  still  like  a frozen  uian, 
That  had  no  lire  within  him. 

Silvio.  Nay,  good  Ricardo, 

Leave  this  wild  talk,  and  send  a letter  to  her! 
1 will  deliver  it. 

Hie.  Tis  to  no  purpose  ; 

Perhaps  she’s  lost  last  night ; or,  if  she  is 
(Jot  Iwuie  again,  she’s  now  so  strictly  look'd 
to, 

The  wind  can  scarce  come  to  her : or,  admit 
blie  were  herself,  if  she  would  hear  from  me, 
From  me  unworthy,  that  have  us’d  her  thus, 
She  were  so  foolish  that  she  were  no  more 
To  he  belov’d. 

Enter  Andrugio,  and  Servant  with  a Night- 
gown. 

Serv.  Sir,  we  have  fouud  this  night-gown 
she  took  with  her, 

And.  Where11? 

Hie.  Where  ? where  ? speak  quickly  ! 
Serv.  Searching  in  the  suburbs, 

We  found  a tinker  and  his  whore  that  had 
It  in  a tap-house,  whom  we  apprehended, 
And  they  confess’d  they  stole  it  from  her. 
liic.  And  murder'd  her? 

Silvio.  What  ail  you,  man  ? 
liic.  Why,  all  this  doth  not  make 
Me  mad.  [else. 

Silvio.  It  does;  you  would  not  offer  this 
Good  Pedro,  look  to’s  sword  ! 

Serv.  They  do  deny 
The  killing  of  her,  hut  swore  they 
Left  her  tied  to  a tree,  i’th*  fields  next  those 
Suburbs  that  arc  without  Our  Lady’s  gate, 
Near  day,  aud  by  the  road,  so  that  some 
passenger 

Must  needs  uuty  her  quickly.  [I  will  only 
Andr.  The  will  of  Heav’n  be  done!  Sir, 
Entreat  you  this,  that  as  you  were  the  greatest 
Occasion  of  her  loss,  that  you’ll  be  pleas’d 
To  urge  your  friends,  and  be  yourself  earnest 
1* th*  search  of  her:  if  she  he  found,  slit*  is 
yours,  [people 

If  she  please.  I myself  only  will  see  these 
Better  examin’d,  and  after  follow 
Some  way  in  search.  God  keep  you,  gentle- 
men ! [Exit. 

Silvio.  Alas,  good  man  ! [this  lump 

liic.  What  think  ye  now  of  me?  1 think 
Is  nothing  hut  a piece  of  phlegm  congeal’d, 
Without  a soul ; for  where  there’s  so  much 
spirit 

As  would  hut  warm  a Ilea,  those  faults  of 
mine 


30  That  never  more  may  grow.]  i.  e.  That  nothing  more  may  ever  grow.  The  expression 
is  Strong,  hut  not  very  clear.  , Seward. 

11  Audr.  Where  Dropped  since  first  folio.  | 

VOL.  III.  M ru  Would 
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Would  make  it  glow  and  flame  in  this  dull 
heart. 

And  run  like  molten  gold  thro’  every  sin, 
Till  itcould  hurst  these  walls,  and  fly  « way. — 
Shall  I entreat  you  all  to  take  your  horses, 
And  search  this  innocent  ? 

Pedro.  With  all  onr  hearts,  [rorne  there 
Pic.  Do  not  divide  yourselves,  till  you 


[Act  3. 

Where  they  say  she  was  tied : I'll  follow  too. 
But  never  to  return  till  she  be  found. 

Give  me  my  sword,  good  Pedro  ! 1 will  do 
No  harm,  believe  me,  with  it;  1 am  now 
Far  better-temper’d  : if  I were  not  so, 

I have  enow  besides.  God  keep  you  all, 
And  send  us  good  success  ! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 


T.ntcr  Mercury  and  Servant. 

Mere.  WHO  is  it?  can  you  tell  ? 

* * Serv.  By  my  troth,  sir, 

I know  not;  but  it  is  a gentlewoman. 

Merc.  A gentlewoman11  ? I'll  lay  my  life 
yon  puppy  [up  the  bed. 

Has  sent  his  wife  to  me:  if  he  have,  fling  up 
Serv.  Here  she  is,  sir. 

JEnfer  Maria,  with  a Letter. 

Maria.  I'm  glad  I found  you,  sir.  There, 
take  your  letter,  [wrong  ! 

And  keep  it  till  yon  have  another  friend  to 
Tis  too  malicious  false  to  make  me  sin ; 

You  have  provok’d  me  to  be  that  I love  not, 
A talker,  and  you  shall 
Hear  me.  Why  should  you  dare  t’ imagine  me 
So  light  a housewife,  that,  from  four  hours’ 
knowledge, 

You  might  presume  to  ofler  to  ir.y  credit 
This  rude  and  ruffian  trial  ? I am  sure 
I never  courted  you,  nor  gave  you  tokens, 
That  might  concern  assurance1*:  you’re  a 
fool!  [letter. 

Merc.  I cannot  blame  you,  now  I see  tnis 
Tho'  you  be  angry,  yet  with  me  you  must  not, 
Unless  you’ll  make  me  guilty  of  a wrong 
My  worst  affections  hate. 

Maria.  Did  not  you  send  it? 

Merc.  No,  upon  iny  faith; 

And  which  is  more,  I understand  it  not : 
The  hand  is  as  far  from  my  knowledge, 

As  the  malice. 

Maria.  This  is  strange! 

Mere.  It  is  so,  [ful, 

And  lmd  been  stranger,  and  indeed  more  hate- 
Had  I,  that  have  receiv’d  such  courtesies, 


And  owe  so  many  thanks,  done  this  base  of- 
fice. 

Maria.  Your  name  is  at  it. 

A ere.  Yes,  but  not  my  nature; 

And  I shall  hate  my  name  worse  than  the 
manner14,  [tuotts; 

For  this  base  broking.  You  are  wise  and  vir- 
Removc  this  fault  from  me; 

For,  on  the  love  I hear  to  truth  and  goodness. 
This  letter  dare  not  name  me  for  the  r;’thor. 
Maria.  Now  I perceive  my  husband’s 
knavery  ! 

If  my  man  con  hut  find  where  he  has  been, 

I will  go  with  this  gentleman,  whatsoever 
Comes  on’t;  and,  as  I mean  to  carry  it. 
Both  he  and  all  the  world  shall  think  it  fit. 
And  thnnk  me  for  it. 

Merc.  I must  confess  I loved  you  at  first; 
Howe’er  this  made  roe  leave  your  house  un- 
mannerly, 

That  might  provoke  me  to  do  something  iU, 
Both  to  your  honour  and  my  faith,  and  not 
To  write  this  letter,  which  I hold  so  tiuly 
Wicked,  that  I won’t  think  on’t. 

Maria.  I do  believe  you,  and  since  I see 
you’re  free,  [not 

My  words  w ere  not  meant  to  you  : but  this  is 
The  half  of  my  affliction. 

Merc.  It  is  pity  [quire? 

You  should  know  more  vexation  ; may  I en- 
Maria.  Faith,  sir,  1 fear  I’ve  lost  my  hus- 
band. [her; 

Merc.  Your  husband?  it  can't  be.  I pity 
How  she  is  vex’d  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Maria.  IIow  now?  what  news?  Nay, speak, 
For  we  must  know. 


41  Merc.  A gentleman.]  There  is  neither  sense  nor  humour  in  this  answer,  nnd  our  authors 
must  undoubtedly  have  wrote  it,  gentlewoman.  Symperm. 

13  Concern  asturunec.]  Though  the  sense  of  this  place  be  not  hard  to  find  out,  yet  I am 
afraid  the  expression  is  not  very  justifiable;  as  the  word  tokens  occurs  in  the  line  above,  I 
once  thought  we  should  read  consign,  or  con  tain  assn  ranee.  Sympson. 

34  Than  the  manner.]  Manner  is  certainly,  as  Mr.  Seward  saw  with  me,  a corruption,  and 
the  true  reading,  which  he  concurred  in,  matter , i.  e.  the  substance  or  contents  of  the  letter 
to  which  his  name  was  subscribed.  Sympson. 

Mu  tier  is  probably  right;  yet  manner  is  used  in  old  books  for  the  facts  taken  in  the 

RANKER. 

Serv. 
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Act  3.] 

Sere.  Faith,  I have  found  at  length, 

By  chance,  where  he  has  been. 

Maria.  Where? 

Serv.  In  a blind  [with  him  ! 

Out-lioiise  i’  th*  suburbs:  pray  God  all  be  well 
Maria.  Why?  [come  of  him, 

Serv.  There  are  his  cloarhs:  out,  what’s  be- 
I cannot  yet  enquire15. 

Maria.  I’m  glad  of  this. — [do  ? 

Sure  they  have  murder’d  him  ! What  slmll  I 
Mere.  Be  not  so  griev’d,  before  you  know 
the  truth ! [suddeust 

You've  time  enough  to  weep.  This  is  the 
Mischief — Did  you  not  bring  an  officer 
To  search  there,  where  vou  sav  you  found  his 
cloaths?  [the  feilow  with  him  ; 

Scrr.  Yes;  and  we  search’d  it,  and  charg'd 
But  he,  like  a rogue,  a stubborn  rogue,  made 
answer,  [there, 

He  knew  not  where  he  was ; he  liatl  been 
But  where  lie  was  now  lie  could  not  tell : 

I tell  you  true,  I fear  him. 

Maria.  Are  all  my  hopes  and  longiugs  to 
enjoy  him, 

After  this  three  years'  travel,  come  to  this? 

Serv.  It  is  the  rankest  house  in  all  the  city, 
The  most  curs’d  roguy  bawdy-house  ! Hell 
fire  it!  [you  go  home? 

Merc.  This  is  tl»e  worst  I lieard  yet.  Will 
I’ll  bear  you  company,  and  give  you  tlie 
Best  help  I may  : this  being  here  will  wrong 
you.  [lov'd 

Maria.  As  you’re  a gentleman,  and  21s  you 
Your  dead  friend,  let  me  not  go  home  ! 

That  will  but  heap  one  sorrow  on  another. 
Merc.  Why,  propose  any  thiug,  and  I’ll 
perform’t: 

I am  at  my  wits*  end  too. 

Serv.  So  am  I.  Oh,  my  dear  master! 
Mere.  Pence,  you  great  fool ! 

Maria * Then,  good  sir,  carry  me  to  some 
retir’d  place, 

Far  from  the  sight  of  this  unhappy  city; 
Whither  you  will  indeed,  so  itbe  far  enough  ! 
-Vferc.  If  I might  counsel  you,  I think 
’rwere  better 

To  go  home,  and  try  what  may  he  done  yet; 
He  may  be  at  home  afore  you;  who  can  tell? 
Maria.  Oh,  no;  1 know' he’s  dead,  I know 
he’s  murder’d ! [too. 

Tell  me  not  of  going  home!  you  .murder  me 
Merc.  Well,sinceitpleasesyoutohaveitso, 
I will  no  more  persuade  you  to  go  home; 

I’ll  be  your  guide  in  thecountry,  as  yourerief 
Doth  command  me.  I’ve  a mother,  dwelling 
from  [homely. 

This  place  some  twenty  miles : the  house,  tho’ 


Yet  able  to  shew  something  like  a welcome; 
Thither  I’ll  see  you  safe,witn  all  your  sorrows. 
Maria.  With  all  the  speed  that  may  be 
thought  upon  ! 

I have  a coach  here  ready;  good  sir,  quickly  !— 
I’ll  fit  you,  iny  fine  husband'! 

Merc.  It  shall  be  so  : 

If  this  fellow  be  dead,  I see  no  band 
Of  any  other  man  to  tie  me  from  my  will ; 
And  I will  follow  her  with  such  careful 
service, 

That  she  slmll  either  be  ray  love,  or  wife. 
Will  you  walk  in  ? 

Maria.  I thank  you,  sir ; but  one  word 
With  my  man, 

And  I am  ready! — Keep  the  Irish  fellow 
Safe,  as  you  love  your  life,  for  he  I fear 
Has  a deep  hand  in  this ; then  search  again, 
And  get  out  warrants  for  that  naughty  man 
That  keeps  the  bad  house,  that  he  may 
answer  it! 

If  you  find  the  body,  give  it  due  burial. 
Farewell ! You  shall  hear  from  me.  Keep 
all  safe ! 

Serv.  Oh,  my  sweet  master! 

[Exeunt. 

Antonio , knocking  within. 

Ant.  Man-a-cree, 

The  devil  take  thee,  wilt  thou  kill  me  lieref 
I prithee  no*»v  let  me  go  seek  my  master  ; 

I shall  be  very  cheel  else. 

Enter  Servant. 

Sere.  Do  you  hear,  man-a-cree? 

I’ll  cree  vour  coxcomb,  an  you  keep  not  still; 
Down  you  rogue ! 

Ant.  Good  sweet  fact  sarving-mah, 

Let  me  out,  l beseech  de,  and  by  my  trot 
I will  give  dy  worship  two  shillings  in  good 
To  buy  dy  worship  pi  pi  ns.  [argot, 

Serv.  This  rogue  thinks 
All  the  worth  of  man  consists  in  pipitts*.  by 
this  light. 

I’ll  beat  rebellion  out  of  you  for  ever14  ! 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  not  hear  me,  man? 

Is  fet ! I’ll  give  thee  nil  I have  about  me. 
Scrr.  I thank  you,  sir;  so  I may  have 
picking  work77. 

Ant.  Here  is  five  shillings,  man. 

Serv.  Here  is  a cudgel, 

A very  good  one! 

Enter  two  Servants. 

2 Serv.  How  now  ? what’s  the  matter? 
Where  is  the  Irishman  ? 


1 Serv.  There,  a wyth  take  him 28 ! 


15  I cannot  yet  enquire.]  Enquire , means  here,  Jind  out.  Sympson. 

14  Ml  beat  rebellion  out  of  you  for  ercr.]  A second  slur  this  upon  the  rebellious  Irish. 

Sympson. 

17  May  have  picking  a-prA;.]  Meaning  he  was  lousy.  Sympson. 

11  A wyth  take  Ahn.J  This  expression  seems  to  be  equivalent  to  that  now  used  by  the  vul- 
gar, a halter  take  him.  A wyth  appears  to  have  been  a band  or  halter.  f I heard  a tale  of  a 

Mm2  4 butcher. 
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[Act  3. 


lie  makes  more  noise  alone  there,  than  ten 
lawyers 

Can  no  with  double  fees,  and  a scurvy  case19. 
2 Scrv.  Let  him  out ! I must  talk  with  him. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  give  inc 
Some  drink,  oh  hone?  I am  very  dry,  man. 
2 Serv.  You  shall  have  that  sliall  quench 
your  thirst,  my  friend. 

Ant . Wat  dost  thou  mean,  man  ? 

2 Scrv.  Even  a good  tough  halier. 

Ant.  A halter?  oh  hone! 

2 Scrv.  Sirrah, 

You  are  a mischievous  rogue,  that’s  the  rrnt h. 
Ant.  No,  fet  I am  not. 

1 Scrv.  Shall  1 knock  out  his  bmins? 

I have  kill’d  dogs  have  been  worth  three  of  him 
For  all  uses. 

2 Scrv.  Sirnh,  the  truth  on’t  is. 

You  must  with  me  to  a justice.  Oh,  Roger, 
Roger! 

1 Scrv.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  William  ? 

2 Serv.  Heavy  news,  Roger, 

Heavy  news;  God  comfort  us! 

1 Serv.  What  is’t,  man  ? [weary 

Ant.  What’s  the  matter  now?— I am  ev’n 

Of  this  way : ’would  I were  out  on’tj 

2 Scrv.  My  master  sure 

Is  murder'd,  Roger,  and  this  cursed  rogue, 

I fear,  has  had  a hand  in’t. 

Ant.  No,  fet,  not! 

1 Scrv.  Stand  away! 

I’ll  kick  it  out  of  him  : come,  sirrah,  mount ; 
I’ll  make  you  dance,  you  rascal!  kill  my 
master  ? 

If  thy  breech  were  cannon-proof,  having  this 
Good  cause  on  my  side,  I would  encounter  it; 
Hold  fair,  Shamrock ! 

Ant.  Why,  how  now',  sirs! 

Y’ou  will  not  murder  me,  indeed? 

2 Serv.  Bless  us,  Roger! 

Ant.  Nay,  I am  no  spirit. 

2 Scrv.  How  do  you,  sir? 

This  is  my  very  master. 


Ant.  Why,  well  enough  yet; 

But  you’ve  a heavy  foot  of  your  own. 
Where’s  my  wife  ? 

1 Scrv.  Alas,  poor  sorrowful  gentlewoman, 
She  thinks  you’re  dead,  and  has  given  o’er 
housekeeping. 

Ant.  Whither  is  she  gone  then  ? 

1 Scrv.  Intn  the  country 
With  the*  gcntlrman,  your  friend,  sir, 

To  see  if  she  can  wear  her  sorrows  out 
there  : 

She  weeps  and  takes  on  too — 

Ant.  This  falls  out  pat ; 

I shall  he  everlasting  for  a name! — 

Do  you  hoar?  upon  your  lives  and  faiths  to  me, 
Not  one  word  I am  living! 

But  let  the  same  report  pass  along,  that 
I am  murder’d  still. — I’m  made  for  ever! 

1 Scn\  Whv,  sir?  [you. — 

Ant.  I have  a cause,  sir;  that’s  enough  for 
Well,  if  I he  not  famous,  I am  wrong’d  much : 
For  any  tiling  I know,  I will  not  trouble  him 
This  week  at  least ; no,  let  them  take  their 
One  of  another ! * [way 

1 Scn\  Sir,  will  von  be  still  an  Irishman? 

Ant.  Yes,  a white.  [more? 

2 Serv.  But  your  worship  w ill  he  beaten  no 

Ant.  No,  I thank  you,  William.  [doit 

1 Scrv.  In  truth,  sir,  if  it  must  be  so,  111 

Better  than  a stranger. 

Ant.  Go  ; you’re  knaves  both! 

But  I forgive  you. — I ain  almost  mad 
With  the  apprehension  of  what  I shall  lie. — 
Not  a word,  I charge  you!  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Valerio  and  Viola. 

Vaf.  Come,  pretty  soul,  wc  now  are  near 
our  home,  [hill, 

And  whilst  our  horses  are  walk’d  down  the 
I-et  thou  and  I walk  here  over  this  close! 
Tlie  footway  is  more  pleasant.  *Tis  a time, 
My  pretty  one,  not  to  be  wept  away, 

For  every  living  thing  is  full  of  love  ; 

Art  not  thou  so  too  ? ha? 

Viola.  Nay,  there  are  living  things 


‘ butcher,  who  driving  two  calves  over  a common,  that  were  coupled  together  by  the  necks 
‘ with  an  oaken  zryth.  In  the  way  where  they  should  pass,  there  lay  a poor  lean  mare,  with 

* a gall’d  back,  to  whom  they  coming  (as  chance  fell  out)  one  of  one  side,  and  the  other  of 

* the  other,  smelling  on  her,  (as  their  manner  is)  the  midst  of  the  reyth  that  was  betwixt 
‘ their  necks  rubbed  her  and  grated  her  on  the  sore  back,  that  she  started  and  rose  up,  and 

* hung  them  both  on  her  back  as  a beam  ; which  being  but  a rough  planter  to  her  raw  ulcer, 

* she  ran  away  with  them  (as  she  were  frantic)  into  the  fens,  where  the  hutcher  could  not 
‘ follow  them,  and  drowned  both  herself  and  them  in  a quagmire.  Now  the  owner  of  the 
‘ mare  is  in  law  with  the  butcher  for  the  loss  of  his  marc,  and  the  butcher  interchangeably 
‘indicts  him  for  his  calves/  Pierce  Pcnilcssc  his  Supplication  to  the  Devil , hi/  Tho.  Nashc , 
1590,  p.  15. 

This  whimsical  story  so  much  resembles  tho  case  of  Bullum  and  Boat um,  told  by  the  late 
Lecturer  on  Heads,  that  l.e  might  almost  be  suspected  to  have  burrowed  the  idea  from 
Nash.  R. 

19  With  double,  am!  a scurvy  case.]  Mr.  Seward  proposed  reading  doubtful,  or  double  and 
scurvy , i.  e doubly  scurvy.  I only  suppose  a word  has  been  dropt  here  by  chance,  and  that 
the  whole  ran  once, 

double  fees,  and  a scurvy  cause. 

i.  e.  doubly  paid  to  plead  a scurvy  cause.  Sutnpsnn. 


Empty 
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Act  S.] 

Empty  of  love,  or  I lta<l  not  been  here ; 
but,  for  myself,  alas,  I have  too  much. 

V at.  It  cannot  be,  [grace, 

Tlat  so  much  beaut  v,  so  much  youth  and 
Should  have  loo  much  of  love. 

Viola.  Pray  what  is  love? 

For  [ am  full  of  that  [ do  not  know. 

Val.  Why,  love,  fair  maid,  is  un  extreme 
desire, 

Tliafs  uot  to  be  examin'd,  but  fulfill'd; 

To  ask  the  reason  why  thou  art  in  love, 

Or  what  might  l>e  the  noblest  end  in  love. 
Would  overthrow  that  kindly-rising  warmth. 
That  many  times  slides  gently  o'er  the  heart; 
T would  make  thee  grave  and  staid,  thy 
thoughts  would  be 

Like  a thrice-married  widow,  full  of  ends. 
And  void  of  all  compassion ; and,  to  fright 
thee 

From  such  enquiry,  whereas  thou  art  now 
Living  in  ignorance,  mild,  fresh,  and  sweet. 
And  but  sixteen,  the  knowing  what  love  is 
Would  make  thee  six  and  forty. 

Viola.  ’Would  it  would  make  me  nothing! — 
I have  heard 

Scholars  affirm,  the  world’s  upheld  by  love, 
But  I believe,  women  maintain  all  this ; 

For  tliere’s  no  love  in  men. 

Val.  Yes,  in  some  men. 

Viola.  I know  them  not. 

Val.  Why,  there  is  love  -in  me.  i 
Viola . There's  charity  I’m  sure  towards  me. 
Val.  And  love, 

Which  I will  now  express : my  pretty  maid, 

I dare  not  bring  thee  home ; my  wife  is  foul, 
■And  therefore  envious;  she  is  very  old, 

And  therefore  jealous;  thou  art  fair  aud 
young, 

A subject  fit  for  her  unlucky  vices 
lo  work  upon  ; she  never  will  endure  thee. 

Viola.  Sue  may  endure, 

If  she  be  aught  but  devil,  all  the  friendship 
That  I will  hold  with  you.  Can  she  endure 
I should  be  thankful  to  you  ? may  I pray 
For  you  and  her?  will  she  be  brought  to  think, 
Thau  all  tl»e  honest  industry  I have 
Deserves  brown  bread?  If  this  may  be  endur’d, 
She'll  pick  a quarrel  with  a sleeping  child. 
Ere  she  fall  out  with  me.  [sometiess. 

Val.  But,  trust  me,  she  does  hate  all  Imnd- 
Viola.  How  fell  you  in  love  with  such  a 
Val.  I never  lov’d  her.  [creature  ? 

Viola.  And  yet  married  her? 

V al.  She  was  a rich  one. 

Viola.  And  you  swore,  I warrant  you, 

She  was  a fair  one  then  too. 

Val.  Or,  believe  me, 

I think  I had  not  had  her. 

Viola.  Are  you  men  [place, 

All  such?  ’Would  you  would  wall  us  in  a 
W here  all  we  women  that  arc  innocent 
Might  live  together ! 

Val.  Do  not  weep  at  this : 

Altho’  I dare  not,  for  some  weighty  reason, 
Displease  my  wife,  yet  IT1  forget  not  thee. 


20!)' 

Viola  What  w ill  you  do  with  me  ? 

Val.  Thou  shall  be  plac'd  J raiment 
At  my  man's  house*  and  have  such  fond  anti 
As  can  he  bought  with  money  : these  white 
hands 

Shall  never  learn  to  work,  but  they  shall  play, 
As  thou  saysf.  they  were  wont,  teaching  the 
strings 

To  move  in  order,  or  what  else  thou  wilt. 
Viola.  1 thunk  you,  sir;  but  pray  you 
cloatli  me  poorly, 

And  let  my  labour  get  me  means  to  live! 
Val.  But,  fair  one,  you  I know  do  so 
much  hate 

A foul  ingratitude,  you  will  not  look 
I should  do  this  for  nothing. 

Viola.  I will  work 

As  much  out  as  T can,  and  take  as  little;  and 
That  you  shall  have  us  duly  paid  to  you 
As  ever  servant  did. 

Val.  But  give  me  now 
A trial  of  it,  that  l may  believe! 

We  are  alone;  shew  me  how  thou  wilt  kiss 
And  hug  me  hard,  when  I have  stol’n  away 
From  my  too-c  lan  lorous  wife  that  watches  me, 
To  spend  a blessed  hour  or  two  with  thee! 
Viola.  Is  this  the  love  you  mean  ? You 
would  have  that 

Is  not  in  me  to  give;  you  would  have  dust. 

Val.  Not  todissciuhic,ortouu!)ce  the  word, 
’Tis  lust  I wish  indeed. 

Viola.  And,  by  mV  troth,  [kindly, 

I have  it  not ! I’or  Ueav’n’s  sake,  use  me 
Tlio’  I be  good,  and  shew  perhaps  a monster. 
As  this  world  goes! 

Val.  I do  hut  speak  to  thee : 

Thy  answers  are  thy  own;  I compel  none: 
But  if  thou  refuse  tins  motion. 

Thou  art  not  then  for  me.  Alas,  good  soul ! 
What  profit  can  thv  work  bring  me? 

Viola.  But  I fear:  I pray  go!  for  lu*t, 
they  say,  will  grow 

Outrageous,  being  de  nied.  I give  you  thanks 
For  all  your  courtesies,  and  there  s a jewel 
That's  worth  the  taking,  that  1 did  preserve 
•S$fe  from  the  roblicrs.  Pray  you  leave  me  here 
Just  as  you  found  me,  a poor  innocent, 

And  Heav’n  will  bless  you  for  it! 

Val.  Pretty  maid, 

I am  no  robber,  nor  no  ravishnr. 

I pray  thee  keep  thy  jewel.  I have  dont 
No  wrong  to  thee.  Tho’  thou  be’st  virtuous, 
Ami  in  extremity,  1 do  not  know  ♦ 

That  I am  bound  to  keep  thee. 

Viola.  No,  sir; 

For  God's  sake,  if  you  know  an  honest  man 
In  all  these  countries, give  me  some  direction? 
To  find  him  out! 

Val.  More  honest  than  myself,  [lain 
Good  sooth,  I do  not  know  : I would  have 
With  thee,  with  thy  consent;  and  i^ho  would 
not, 

In  all  these  parts,  is  past  my  memory. 

I’m  sorry  for  thee.  Farewell,  gentle  maid  ; 
Cod  keep  thee  safe!  f V.rit. 

I tola. 
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[Act  3. 


Viola.  I tiinnk  you,  sir ; nnd  vou  ! 

W oman,  they  say,  was  only  made  of  man  : 
Methiuks’tis  strange  they  should  be  so  un- 
like ! 

It  may  be,  all  the  best  was  rut  away 
To  make  the  woman,  nnd  the  naught  was  left 
Behind  with  him. — I'll  sit  me  down  mid 
weep ! [earth : 

All  things  have  cast  me  from  ’em  hut  the 
The  evening  comes,  and  every  little  flower 
Droops  now,  as  well  as  I. 

Enter  Nun  and  Madge,  icitk  Milk-pails. 
Nan.  Good  Madge, 

lift’s  rest  a little;  by  my  troth,  I’m  weary. 
This  new  pail  is  a plaguy  heavy  one  ; 'would 
Tom  [ard’st 

Were  bang’d  for  cliusing  it!  'tis  the  untow* 
Tool  in  a country.  [too,  Nan. 

Madge.  With  all  my  heart,  and  I thank  you 
Viola.  What  true  contented  happiness 
dwells  liere, 

More  than  in  cities!  ’Would  to  God  my  father 
Ilad  liv’d  like  one  of  these,  and  bred  roe  up 
To  milk,  and  do  as  they  do!  Methinks  'tis 
A life  that  I would  chose,  if  I were  now 
To  tell  my  time  again,  above  a prince’s. — 
Maids,  [of  milk, 

For  charity*  give  o poor  wench  one  draught 
That  weariness  and  hunger  have  nigh  famish’d! 
Nan.  If  I’d  but  one  cow's  milk  in  all  the 
world,  . [more ! the  cheese 

You  should  have  some  on’t:  there;  drink 
Shall  pay  for  it.  Alas,  poor  heart,  she’s  dry. 
Madge.  Do  you  dwell  hereabouts  ? 

Viola.  No;  'would  I did!  [cousin  Sue 
Nun.  Madge,  if  she  does  not  look  like  ray 
O’ th’  Moor-lane,  as  one  tiling  can  look  like 
another.  [Sue  well : 

Mudgc.  Nay ; Sue  has  a hazel  eye,  I know' 
And,  by  your  leave,  nut  so  trim  a body, 
neither ; 

This  Is  a feat-bodied  thing,  I tell  you. 

Nan.  She  luces  close  [too. 

By  the  mass,  I warrant  you;  and  so  does  Sue 
Viola.  I thank  you  for  your  gentleness,  fair 
maids. 

2Va/i.  Drink  again,  pray  thee ! [thee  for’t ! 
Viola.  I’m  satisfied;  and  lleav’n  reward 
•Yet  thus  far  I’ll  compel  you,  to  accept 
These  trifles,  toys  only  that  express  my  thanks, 
For  greater  worth  I’m  sure  they  have  not  in 
them.  ♦ 

Indeed  you  shall ; I found  them  ns  I came. 
Nan.  Madge  ! look  you  here,  Madge  ! 
Madge.  N ay,  I have  as  fine  a one  us  you ; 
mine  is  [in't : 

All  gold,  and  painted,  and  a precious  stone 
I warrant  it  cost  a crowu,  w ench. 


Nan.  But  mine 

Is  the  most  sumptuous  one  that  e'er  I saw. 

Viola.  One  favour  you  must  do  me  more, 
Are  well  acquainted  here.  [for  you 

Nan.  Indeed  we’ll  do  you  any  kindness, 
sister.  [place, 

Viola.  Only  to  send  me  to  some  honest 
Where  I may  find  a service.  [last  week, 
Nan . Uds  me,  our  Dorothy  went  away  but 
And  1 know  my  mistress  wants  a maid,  and 
why  [wench. 

May  she  not  be  plac’d  there?  This  is  a likely 
1 tell  you  truly,  and  a good  wench,  I warrant 
her.  [have  serv’d 

Madge.  And  ’tis  a hard  case,  if  we  that 
Four  years  apiece,  cannot  bring  in  one  ser- 
vant ; 

We  will  prefer  her.  Ilark  yon,  sister  ! 

Pray  what's  your  name  ? 

Viola.  Melvin.  [milk  a cow? 

Nan.  A feat  name,  i'faith!  Aral  can  you 
And  make  a merry-hush  ? That’s  nothing. 
Viola.  I shall  learn  quickly,  [serve  a pig? 
Nan.  And  dress  a house  with  fldxvrrf  ? and 
(This  you  must  do,  for  we  deal  in  the  dairy) 
And  make  a bed  or  two? 

Viola.  I hope  I shall.  [they  will  mar 
Nan.  But  be  sure  to  keep  the  men  out; 
All  that  you  make  else,  I know  that  by  mv 
self; 

For  I have  been  *>  touz’d  among  ’em  in 
My  days ! Come,  you  shall  e’en  home  with  us, 
And  he  our  fellow;  our  house  is  so  honest. 
And  we  sene  a very  good  woman,  and  a gen- 
tlewoman ! [dav* 

And  we  live  as  merrily,  and  dance  o’  |ood 
After  even-song.  Our  wake  shall  he  on  Sun- 
day : [mighty  cheer  tlien, 

Do  you  know  what  a wake  is?  We  have 
And  such  a coil,  'ttvould  bless  ye!  You  must 
lie  so  bashful,  you’ll  spoil  all.  [not 

Madge.  Let’s  home,  for  God's  sake! 

My  mistress  thinks  by  this  time  we  are  lost. 
Come,  we’ll  have  a car*;  of  you,  I warrant 

you : [horn. 

But  you  must  tell  my  mistress  w here  you  were 
And  every  tiling  that  belongs  to  you,  and  the 
strangest  things 

You  can  devise,  for  she  loves  those  extremely; 
'Tis  no  matter  whether  they  be  true  or  no, 
she’s  not  so  scrupulous. 

You  must  be  our  sister,  and  love  us  best. 
And  tell  us  everything;  and  when  cold  wea- 
ther 

Comes,  we’ll  lie  together:  will  you  do  this? 
Viola.  Yes. 

Nan . Then  home  again,  o' God’s  name? 
Can  you  go  apace  ? 

Viola.  I warrant  you.  [ Exeunt . 
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.let  4.] 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Pedro  and  Silvio19,  severally. 

Pedro.  T_TOW  now?  any  good  news  yet? 

Silvio.  Faith,  not  any  yet. 

Pedro.  This  comes  o’  tippling:  would 
’tvrere  treason, 

An’t  please  God,  to  drink  more  than  three 
Draughts  at  a meal. 

Silvio.  When  did  you  see  Ricardo? 

Pedro.  I cross'd  him  twice  to-day. 

Silvio.  You  have  heard  of 
A young  wench  that  was  seen  last  night? 
Pedro.  Yes. 

Silvio.  Has  Ricardo  heard  of  this  ? 

Pedro.  Yes;  and  I think 
He’s  ridden  after.  Farewell ! I will  have 
Another  round. 

Silvio.  If  you  hear  any  thing, 

Pray  spare  no  horse-flesh;  I will  do  the  like. 
Pedro.  Do.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Ricardo  and  Valerio. 

Ric.  Sir,  I did  think  'twas  you,  by  all  de- 
Val.  Tis  so ; [scripcions. 

I took  her  up  indeed,  the  manner  how 
You’ve  heard  already,  and  what  she  had 
about  her, 

(As  jew  els,  gold,  and  other  trifling  things) 

And  what  my  end  was,  which,  because  she 
slighted, 

I left  her  there  i’  th*  fields.  [rogue, 

Ric.  Left  i* tli'  fields?  Could  any  but  a 
That  had  despis’d  humanity  and  goodness, 
HeavVs  law  and  credit,  and  had  set  himself 
To  Jose  his  noblest  part,  and  be  a beast, 
Have  left  so  innocent  unmatch’d  a virtue 
To  the  rude  mercy  of  a wilderness?  [house  ! 
Val.  Sir,  if  you  come  to  rail,  pray  quit  my 


Ido  not  use  to  have  such  language  given 
Within  my  doors  to  nic.  As  for  your  wench. 
You  may  go  seek  her  with  more  patience ; 
She’s  tame  enough,  I warrant  you. 

Ric.  Pray  forgive  me, 

(I  do  confess  my  much  forgetfulness) 

And  weigh  my  words  no  further,  1 beseech 
you,  [seiz’d  ine. 

Than  a mere  madness  ! for  such  a grief  has 
So  strong  and  deadly,  as  a punishment. 

And  a just  one  too, 

That  ’tis  a greater  wonder  T am  living, 

Than  any  thing  I utter.  Yet,  let  me  tell  you 
Thus  much ; it  was  a fault  for  leaving  her 
So  in  the  fields. 

Val.  Sir,  I will  think  so  now ; 

And  credit  ine,  you  have  so  wrought  me  with 
Your  grief,  that  I do  both  forgive  and  pity 
you:  [here. 

And  if  you’ll  please  to  take  a beiTtbis  night 
To-morrow  I will  bring  you  w here  I left  her. 
Ric.  I thank  you,  no  ! Shall  I be  so  un- 
worthy 

To  think  upon  a bed,  or  ease,  or  comfort. 
And  liave  my  heart  stray  from  me,  God 
knows  where, 

Cold  and  forsaken,  destitute  of  friends, 

And  all  good  comforts  else,  unless  some  tree. 
Whose  speechless  charity  must  better  ours. 
With  which  the  bitter  east  winds  made  their 
sport 

And  sung  thro’  liourly,  hath  invited  her 
To  keep  off  half  a day10?  Shall  she  be  thus, 
And  I draw  in  soft  slumbers?  God  forbid! 
No,  night  nnd  bitter  coldness,  I provoke  thee, 
And  all  the  dews  that  hang  upon  thy  locks, 
Showers,  hails,  snows,  frosts,  and  two-edg’d 
I winds  that  prime11 


35  Enter  Pedro  and  Uberto  severally.']  The  dissonance  between  the  persons  in  the  stage 
direction,  and  those  in  the  text,  is  too  glaring  to  be  overlooked.  Sympson. 

10  To  keep  off  half  a duyf  J Tis  pity  this  fine  passage  should  lie  clog’d  with  the  least  ob- 
scurity. But  what  is  half  a day  here?  The  twelve  hours  of  the  night?  Or  may  day  here 
signify  the  open  air,  as  the  miners  use  it  in  Derbyshire?  When  the  ore  is  brought  from 
under  ground,  they  say,  Jts  brought  to  day.  If  this  last  may  be  allow’d,  the  sentiment  is 
extremely  just.  To  keep  oil' only  half  the  inclemency  of  the  air.  Sympson. 

The  expression,  we  think,  means  to  keep  off  the  weather  during  half  a day  ; ‘The  twelve 
1 hours  of  the  night,’  is  a ridiculous  preciseness. 

31 that  prime 

The  maiden  blossoms.]  Here  we  have  another  difficulty  to  encounter,  which  I am  afraid 
is  not  capable  of  being  explained  into  sense,  and  therefore  must  be  cured  another  way.  To 
prime  blossoms,  i.e.  to  nip , or  make  them  wither , is,  I fancy,  an  expression  for  which  there 
can  be  found  no  authority,  and  so  the  less  likely  to  have  any  claim  for  a place  here.  There 
are  two  ways  of  making  this  passage  sense;  the  first  is  by  reading  thus,  that  prune,  See . 
which  Mr.  Seward  concurr’d  with  me  in ; the  other,  and  which  I like  better,  is  this; 

tliat  pine 

The  maiden  blossoms.  Sympson . 

Perhaps  prime  the  maiden  blossoms,  might  have  been  intended  to  signify  to  cut  them  off  in 
their  prime. 

The 
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The  maiden  blossoms ; I provoke  you  all, 
.And  dare  expose  ibis  body  to  your  sharpness, 
'Till  I be  made  a land-mark ! 

Val.  Will  you  then  stay 
And  eat  with  me  ? 

Hie.  You’re  angry  with  me,  I know  you’re 
angry ; 

You  would  not  bid  me  eat  else.  My  poor 
mistress, 

For  aught  1 know,  thou’rt  famish’d;  for  what 
else 

Can  the  fields  yield  thee,  and  the  stubborn 
season. 

That  yet  holds  in  the  fruit?  Good  gentle  sir, 
Think  not  ill  manners  in  roe  for  denying 
Your  offer’d  meat!  for  sure  1 cannot  eat 
While  I do  think  she  wants.  Well,  I’m  a ras- 
cal, 

A villain,  slave,  that  only  was  begotten, 

To  murder  women,  and  of  them  the  best. 

Val.  This  is  a strange  afiliction  ! If  you  will 
Accept  no  greater  courtesy,  yet  drink,  sir. 
Hie.  Now  I am  sure  you  hate  me : an  you 
knew 

What  kind  of  man  I am— ns  indeed  ’tis  lit 
That  every  man  should  know  me,  to  avoid  me. 
If  you  have  peace  w ithin  you,  sir,  or  good- 
ness. 

Name  that  abhorr’d  word  drink  no  more  unto 
me ! 

You  had  safer  strike  me. 

I pray  you  do  not,  if  you  love  me,  do  not ! 
Val.  Sir,  1 mean  no  ill  by’t. 

Hie.  It  may  be  so; 

Nor  let  me  see  none,  sir,  if  you  love  Ilcav’n ! 
You  know  not  what  offence  it  is  unto  me; 
Nor,  good  now,  do  not  ask  me  why:  and  I 
warn 

Y ou  once  again,  let  no  man  else  speak  of  it! 
I fear  your  servants  will  be  prating  to  me. 
Val.  \\  hy,  sir,  what  ail  you? 
llic.  1 hate  drink,  thercs  the  end  on’t; 
And  that  man  that  drinks  with  meat  is 
damn’d1*. 

Without  an  age  of  prayers  and  repentance; 
And  there’s  a hazard  too:  good  sir,  no  more! 
If  you  will  do  me  a free  courtesy, 

That  I shall  know  for  one,  go  take  your  horse, 
And  bring  me  to  the  place  where  you  left  her. 

V til.  Since  you  are  so  importunate,  1 will: 
But  I will  wish,  sir,  you  had  stay’d  to-night; 
Upon  mv  credit,  you  shall  see  no  drink. 

Ktc.  be  gone ! the  hearing  of  it  makes  me 
giddy : 

Sir,  will  you  be  entreated  to  forbear  it? 

1 shall  be  mad  else. 

Val.  I pray  no  more  of  that! 

I'm  quiet;  I’ll  walk  in,  aud  away  straight. 

llic.  Now  I thank  you ! But  what  you  do, 
Do  iu  a twinkling,  sir  ! 

Val.  As  soon  as  may  be.  [Exeunt. 


[Act  4. 

Enter  Mother,  Viola,  Nan,  und  Madge. 

Mother.  Is  this  the  wench?  You’ve  brought 
me  some  catch,  I warrant. 

How  daringly  she  looks  upon  the  matter! 
Madge..  Yes,  forsooth,  this  is  the  maiden. 
Mother.  Come  hither! 'Would  you  serve? 

\ tola.  It  it  shall  please  you  to  accept  iny 
service ; ' [you, 

I hope  1 shall  do  something  that  shall  like 
Tho’it  be  blit  truth,  and  often  praying  for  you. 

Mother.  Y ou  are  very  curious  of  your  hand 
luetbinka, 

Y'ou  preserve  it  so  with  gloves : let  me  see  it! 
Ay,  marry,  here’s  a hand  of  marchpaue, 
wenches! 

This  pretty  palm  never  knew  sorrow  yet: 
How  soft  it  is,  I warrant  you,  and  supple! 

O’ my  word,  tins  is  lit  ter  for  a pocket,  [one. 
To  filch  withal,  than  to  work:  I tear  me,  little 
You  are  no  better  thnu  you  should  be;  goto! 
Viola.  My  conscience  yet  is  but  one  wit- 
ness to  me,  [cence : 

And  that,  Heav*n  knows,  is  of  mine  inno- 
*1  is  true,  i must  confess  with  shame  enough, 
lhe  time  that  I lime  led  yet  never  taught  me 
W hat  *twas  to  break  a sleep,  or  to  be  weary. 
Mother.  You  can  say  well; 

II  you  be  mine,  wench,  you  must  do  well  too, 
I*  or  w ords  are  hut  slow  workers  : yet,  so  iuuch 
Hope  I have  of  you,  that  I’ll  take  vou,  so 
Y’ou  will  be  diligent,  and  do  your  duty. 

How  now? 

Enter  Alexander. 

Alex.  7 here  is  a messenger  come 
Ffom  your  son,  that  brings  y'ou  word  lie  is 
return’d 

From  travel,  and  will  be  here  this  night. 
Mother.  Now  joy  upon  thee  for  it!  thou 
art  ever 

A bringer  of  good  tidings;  there,  drink  that! 
In  troth  th’  hast  much  contented  ine.  Mv  sou? 
Lord,  how  thou  hast  pleas’d  me ! shall  I see 
my  son  [sane, 

Y et  ere  J die  ? '1  ake  care  my  house  be  hand- 
And  the  new  stools  set  out,  and  boughs  and 
rushes,  [carpet, 

.And  flowYs  for  the  window,  and  the  'lurkey 
And  the  great  parcel  salt,  Nan,  with  the  cru- 
ets ! 

And  prithee,  Alexander,  go  to  th*  cook) 

A nd  Lid  him  spare  for  nothing,  my  son's  come 
W ho’s  come  with  him?  ’ [home! 

Alex.  I hear  of  none  yet,  but  a gentlewo- 
man. [man ! 

Mother.  A gentlewoman  ? w hot  centlcwo- 
Alex.  I know  not : hut  such  a one  there  is 
lie  says.  [himself 

Mother.  Pray  God  lie  have  not  castaway 
Upon  some  snout-hur  piece ! I do  not  like  it. 


And  that  man  that  drinks  with  meat  is  damn'd.]  As  the  line  is  deficient  hy  a syllable, 
why  may  we  not  preserve  the  sentiment,  and  restore  the  measure,  by  reading  thus; 

And  that  man  that  drinks  without  meat  is  damn’d.  * Sampson. 

Alt*. 
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Alex.  No,  sure  my  master  has  more  discre- 
tion. [welcome. 

Mother.  Well,  be  it  how  it  will  lie  shall  be 
Sin,  to  your  tasks,  and  shew  this  little  novice 
How  to  bestir  herself!  I’ll  sort  out  things. 

[Exit. 

Madge.  We  will,  forsooth : I can  tell  you, 
niy  mistress 
Is  a stirring  woman. 

Nan.  Lord,  how  she’ll  talk  sometimes ! 

It  is  the  maddest  cricket — 

Viola.  Methinks  she  talks  well, 

.And  shews  a great  deal  of  good  housewifery. 
Pray  let  me  deck  the  chambers,  shall  I? 

Nun.  Yes, 

You  shall;  but  do  not  scorn  to  be  advis’d, 
Sister,  for  there  belongs  more  to  that  than 
You  are  aware  on  : why  [ings? 

Would  you  venture  so  fondly  upon  thestrow- 
Tlierc's  mighty  matters  in  them,  I’ll  nssure 
you, 

And  in  the  spreading  of  a bough-pot ; you 
May  miss,  if  you  were  ten  years  elder,  if 
You  take  not  especial  care  before  you. 

Viola.  1 will  learn  willingly,  if  that  be  all. 
Nan.  Sirrah,  where  is’t  they  say  my  young 
master  hath  beeu?  [where  they 

Madge.  Faith  1 know  not;  beyond  the  sea, 
Are  born  without  noses. 

Nan.  Jesse,  bless  us!  without  noses? 

How  do  they  do  for  handkerchiefs? 

Madge.  So  Richard  says  : 

And,  sirrah,  their  feet  stand  in  their  foreheads. 
Nan.  Tliat’s  fine. 

By  my  troth!  These  men  have  pestilent  run- 
ning heads  then. 

Do  they  speak  as  we  do  ? 

Madge.  No,  they  never  speak. 

Nan.  Are  they  cursen’d  ? 

Madge.  No,  they  call  them  infidels; 

I know  not  what  they  are. 

Nan.  Sirrah,  wc  shall  have  [home. 

Fine  courting,  now  my  young  master  is  come 
Were  you  never  courted,  sister? 

Viola.  Alas,  I know  it  not. 

Madge.  What  is  that  courting,  sirrah? 
Nan.  I can  tell,  for 

I was  once  courted  in  tlie  matted  chamber : 
You  know  tlte  party,  Madge;  faith,  he  courted 
finely ! 

Madge.  Pray  thee  what  is’t  ? 

Nun.  Faith,  nothing,  but  he  was  somewhat 
Figent  witli  me;  faith,  'tis  fine  sport,  this 
courting. 

Alex.  [iriVAi/i]  Whore  be  the  maids  there? 
Madge.  We  shall  be  liang’d  anon ! Away, 
good  wenches! 

And  have  a care  you  dight  things  handsomely; 
I will  look  over  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mercury  and  Maria. 

Mere.  If  your  sorrow 

Will  give  you  so  far  leave,  pray  think  yourself 
Most  welcome  to  this  place,  for  so  upon 
My  life  you  are:  and  lor  your  own  fair  sake, 
VOL.  III. 


Take  truce  awhile  with  these  immoderate 
mourniugs ! [may. 

Maria.  I thank  you,  sir;  I shall  do  what  I 
Pray  lead  me  to  a chamber. 

Enter  Mother  and  Alexander. 

Merc.  Presently. 

Before  yourblessing,  mother,  I entreat  you 
To  know  tiiis  gentlewoman,  and  bid  her  wel- 
come; 

The  virtuous  wife  of  him  that  was  myself 
In  all  my  travels!  [Kneels. 

Mother.  Indeed  she  is  most  welcome ; so 
are  you,  son.  [me 

Now,  all  my  blessing  on  thee,  thou  hast  made 
Younger  by  tweuty  years  than  I was  yester- 
day ! [man  ? 

Will  you  walk  in  ? What  ails  this  gentlewo- 
Alas,  I fear  she  is  not  well : good  gentlewo- 
Merc.  You  fear  right.  [man  ! 

Mother.  Sh’hus  fasted  over-long; 

You  shall  have  supper  presently  o’th’  board. 
Merc.  She  will  not  eat,  I can  assure  you, 
mother. 

For  God's  sake,  let  your  maid  conduct  her  up 
Into  some  fair-becoming  chamber,  fit  for 
A woman  of  her  being,  and  as  soon  as  may  be ! 
I know  she’s  very  ill,  and  would  have  rest. 
Mother.  There  is  one  ready  for  her,  the 
blue  chamber.  [her  door, 

Merc.  Tis  well : I’ll  lead  you  to  yourcham- 
And  there  I’ll  leave  you  to  your  quiet,  mis- 
tress. [one ! 

Muriu.  I thank  you,  sir ! Good  rest  to  every 
You’ll  see  me  once  again  to-night,  I hope. 

[Exit. 

Merc.  When  you  shall  please,  I’ll  wait 
upon  you,  lady. 

Mother.  Wliere  are  these  maids?  Attend 
upon  the  gentlewoman, 

Ami  see  she  want  no  good  thing  in  the  house ! 
Good  night  with  all  my  heart,  forsooth! — 
Good  Ljrd, 

How  you  ure  grown!  Is  he  not,  Alexander? 
Alex.  Yes,  truly;  he’s  shot  up  finely,  God 
he  thanked ! 

Merc.  An  ill  weed,  mother,  will  do  so. 
Alex.  You  say  true,  sir;  an  ill  weed  grows 
apace.  [very  quickly. 

Merc.  Alexander  the  sharp,  you  take  me 
Mother.  Nay,  1 can  tell  you,  Alexander 
Do  you  read  Madcap  still  ? [will  do  it. 
Alex.  Sometimes,  forsooth. 

Mother.  But,  faith,  son,  what  countries 
have  you  travcll’d  ? [fore  me ; 

Merc.  Why,  many,  mother,  as  they  lay  be- 
France,  Spain,  Italy,  and  Germany, 

And  other  provinces,  that  1 am  sure  [them. 
You  are  not  better’d  by,  when  you  liear  of 
Mother.  And  can  you  these  tongues  per- 
Mer.  Of  some  ’ [feedy  ? 

A little,  mother. 

Mother.  Pray,  spout  some  French,  son. 
Merc.  You  understand  it  not;  arid  to  your 
ears  Twill 
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Go  like  an  unshod  cart  upon  the  stones, 

Only  a rough  unhandsome  sound. 

Mother.  Faith,  I would  tain 
Hear  some  French. 

Alex.  Good  sir,  speak  some  French 
To  my  mistress. 

Merc.  At  your  entreaty,  Alexander, 

I will.  Who  shall  I speak  to? 

Alex.  If  your  worship 
Will  do  me  the  favour,  sir,  to  me. 

Merc.  Monsieur  pollron , 

Coctf,  couil/on , buUes  mon  rn  / 

A lex.  Oui,  monsieur. 

Mother.  Ha,  hn,  lm!  this  is  fine  indeed  ! 
God’s  blessing  on  thy  heart,  son!  By  my  troth! 
Thou’rt  grown  a proper  gentleman!  Cullen 
and  pullen,  [yond  the  seas  ! 

Good  God,  what  aukwnrd  words  they  use  be- 
Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Alex.  Did  not  I answer  right? 

Merc.  Yes,  good  Alexander, 

If  you  had  done  so  too.  But,  good  mother, 

I am  very  hungry,  and  liave  rid  far  to-day. 
And  am  fusting.  [sently, 

Mother.  You  sliall  have  your  supper  pre- 
My  sweet  son.  fended, 

Mere.  As  soon  as  you  please ; which,  once 
111  go  and  visit  yon  sick  gentlewoman. 
fliolher.  Come  then ! [Exeunt. 

Enter  Antonio  like  a Post , with  a Tetter. 
Ant.  I’ve  ridden  like  a fury,  to  make  up 
this  work; 

And  I will  do  it  bravely,  ere  I leave  it. 

This  is  the  house,  I am  sure. 

Enter  Alexander . 

Alex.  Who  would 
You  speak  with,  sir? 

Ant.  Marry,  sir,  I'ld  speak  with 
A gentlewoman  came  this  night  late  here  from 
the  city : 

T have  some  letters  of  importance  to  her. 

I am  a post,  sir,  uud  would  be  dispatch’d 
In  Imste. 

Ale r.  Sir,  cannot  1 deliver ’em? 

For,  the  truth  is,  she’s  ill,  and  in  her  cham- 
ber. [with  her, 

Ant.  Fray  pardon  me;  I must  needs  speak 
My  business  is  so  weighty. 

Alex.  I'll  tell  her  so, 

And  bring  you  present  word.  [Exit. 

Ant.  Pray  do  so,  and  I’ll  attend  her. 

Pray  God,  the  grief  of  iny  imagin’d  death 
Spoil  not  what  I intend ! I hope  it  will  not. 


[Act  1 

Re-enter  Alexander . 

Ale r.  Tho’  she  be  very  ill,  and  desires  no 
trouble, 

Yet,  if  your  business  be  so  urgent,  you  may 
Come  up  and  speak  with  her. 

Avl.  1 thank  you,  sir; 

I follow  you.  [Exeunt. 

F.nfcr  Maria. 

Maria.  What  should  this  fellow  be, 

I’ tli’  name  of  Heav’n,  that  comes  with  such 
post  business? 

Sure  iny  husbnnd  hath  reveal’d  himself. 

And  in  this  haste  -ent  niter  me.  Are  you 
The  post,  iny  friend  ? 

Enter  Antonie*. 

Ant.  Yes,  forsooth,  mistress. 

Maria.  What  good  news  hast  thou  brought 
me.  gentle  post? 

For  l have  woe  and  grief  too  much  already. 
Ant.  I would  you  had  less,  mistress,  I 
could  wish  it. — 

Beshrewr  my  heart,  she  moves  me  cruelly! 

Maria.  Have  I found  you  onec  more  Juggler? 
Well,  jewel,  thou  hast  only  virtue  in  thee, 

Of  all  I read  of  yet:  what  ears  has  this  ass 
To  betray  him  With! — Well,  what’s  vour  bu- 
siness then  ? [vant,  mistress, 

Ant.  I’ve  brought  a letter  from  your  ser- 
in haste.  [still. 

Ma • ia.  Pray  give  it  me ; I hope  the  best 
Ant.  This  is  the  upshot,  and  I know  I’ve 
hit  it  ! 

Well,  if  the  spirits  of  the  dead  do  walk, 

I shall  hear  more  of  this  an  hundred  years 
lienee.  [have  special  care ; 

Maria  f reading].  By  any  menus,  you  must 
For  now  the  city  is  possess’d  for  certain, 

My  master  is  made  away ; w hich,  for  aught  I 
know, 

Is  a truth  indeed.  [danger, 

Good  mistress,  leave  your  grief,  and  see  your 
And  let  that  wise  and  noble  gentleman 
With  whom  you  are,  he  your  right-hand  in  all 
tliinjs ! 

Ant.  Xow  do  l know  l have  the  better  on’t! 
By  th*  languishing  of  her  eye  at  this  near  in- 
stant. 

It  is  still  simming  in  her  blood,  in  coining 
Somewhat  to  turn  Mercnrv,  l know  it. 
Maria.  He  is  my  husband,  and  *tis  reason- 
able [will  be 

He  should  command  in  all  things:  since  he 
An  ass  against  the  hair”,  at  his  own  peril 
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31  Against  the  hair.]  In  the  First  Part  of  Henry  IV.  Worcester  says, 

1 The  quality  and  hair  of  our  attempt 
4 Brooks  no  division 

and  T)r.  Johnson  remarks,  that  4 the  hair  seems  to  be  the  complexion , the  character.  The 
4 metaphor  appears  harsh  to  us,  but,  perhaps,  was  familiar  in  our  authors*  thne.  We  still  say, 
4 something  is  against  l he  hair,  as  against  the  grain,  that  is  against  the  natural  tendency  and 
Mr.  Steevens  ndds, 4 In  an  old  comedy  called  the  Family  of  Love,  I meet  with  au  expression 
r which  very  well  supports  Dr.  Johnson's  first  explanation:  u They  say,  X am  of  the  right  hair , 
“ ami  indeed  they  may  stand  to’t." T 

Be 
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Act  4.] 

Be  it ! — F tl/ morning  you  shall  haven  packet, 
T ill  when  I must  entreat  you  stay  ; you  shall 
Mot  lose  by  it. 

Ant.  I do  not  doubt  it,  mistress; 

111  leave  you  to  your  rest,  and  wait  your 
leasure.  [o’ tli’  house; 

Inria.  Do;  and  seek  out  the  gentleimm 
Bid  him  come  to  me  presently . 

Ant.  Who?  Mr.  Mercury? 

Maria.  Do  you  know  him,  post? 

Ant.  Only  by  sight,  forsooth: 

Now  I remember,  your  servant  willed  me 
To  let  you  know,  he  is  the  only  man 
You  and  your  fortunes  are  now  to  rest  upon. 
Maria.  Prithee,  no  more  ; l know  all  this 
already.  [forever! 

Ant.  I’ll  take  my  leave  now.-— I am  made 
Muriu.  Good  night!  [ F. tit  Ant. 

I am  provided  for  you,  my  fine  youth. 

[ Exit. 

Enter  Mother , heating  V*iolu,  and  Alexander 
with  u broken  glum. 

Mother.  I'll  make  thee  have  more  care. 
Viola.  Good  mistress,  pardon  me ! 

Mother.  Thou’lt  ne’er  he  good,  I warrant 
thee! 

Can  your  fine  fingers  hold  no  faster? 

Viola.  Indeed, 

It  was  against  my  will. 

Mother . Alexander,  [man, 

Let'  ’s  see  the  glass ! As  I’m  true  kirsome  wo- 
lf is  one  of  die  crystal  glasses  my  cousin 
sent  ine  ! [not  be  mended. 

And  the  baggage  bath  broke  it  where  it  cao- 
Alexander,  can  Humphry  mend  this,  think 
you  ? 

Alex.  No,  truly,  this  will  ne'er  be  meuded. 
Viola.  Truly, 

I meant  but  to  wash  it  for  the  gentlewoman 
That’s  sick  above,  and  shaking  out  the  water, 
Knock’d  it  against  the  pail-side. 

Mother.  Did  you  so  ? 

Be  sure  I’ll  stop  it ! ’twill  make  a good  gap  in 
Yonr  quarter’s  w ages,  I can  tell  you. 

Viola.  I pray  forgive  me, 

And  let  me  have  no  wages  this  first  quarter. 
Mother.  Go,  w hauling,  and  fetch  two  or 
three  grating  loves 

Gut  of  the  kitchen,  to  make  gingerbread  of. 
iis  such  an  untoward  tiling! 

[ Exit  Viola. 

Alex.  She’s  somewhat  simple, 

Indeed  ; she  knew  not  what  a knniiel14  vv:u»; 
She  wants  good  nurture  mightily. 

Mother.  My  son  tells  me,  Alexander, 

That  this  young  widow  means  to  sojourn  here ; 
She  offers  largely  for  her  hoard,  1 may 
Offer  her  good  cheer.  Prithee  make  a step 
I’  th*  morning  down  to  th’  parsonage  for  some 
pigeons! 

VY  hat,  are  you  inad  there?  what  noise  is  that  ? 
A re  you  at  bow  ls  within  ? W hy  do  you  whine  ? 


Enter  Viola  weeping. 

Viola.  I have  done  another  fault;  I beseech 
Sweet  mistress,  forgive  me!  [you. 

Mother.  What’s  the  matter? 

Viola.  As  I was  reaching  for  the  bread  that 
lay  [meat, 

V pou  thesbelf,  I have  thrown  down  the  minc’d- 
Tlint  should  have  made  the  pies  to-morrow. 

Mother.  Get  thee  [lot  thou  ! 

Out  of  my  house,  thou  filthy  destroying  luir- 
I’li  not  keep  thee  an  hour  longer,  [my  fault, 
Viola.  Good  mistress,  beat  me  rather  for 
As  much  as  it  deserves  ! I do  not  know 
W hither  to  go.  [doors ! 

Mother.  No,  I warrant  thee*;  out  of  my 
Viola.  Indeed  I’ll  mend.  1 pray  you  speak 
for  me ! [but  the  pie-meat, 

Alex.  If  thou  hadst  hurl’d  down  any  tiling 
I would  have  spoke  for  thee;  but  now  I enn- 
Find  in  my  heart.  [uot 

Mother.  Art  thou  here  yet?  I think.  I must 
have  must  I? 

An  officer  to  thrust  thee  out  of  my  doors, 
Viola.  Why,  you  may  stop  this  in  my  wages 
too; 

For  God’s  sake,  do ! I’ll  find  myself  this  year, 
And  let  me  stay. 

Mother.  fl  hou’t  spoil  ten  times  as  much. 
I’ll  cudgel  thee  out  of  my  doors. 

Viola.  I am  assur'd  you  are  more  merciful, 
Thau  thus  to  beat  me  and  discharge  me  too. 
Mother.  Dost  thou  dispute  with  me?  Alex- 
ander, carry 

The  prating  lidding  forth.  [a  jewel 

J tola.  Good  mistress,  hear  me ! I have  here 
My  mother  left  me,  and  ’tis  something  worth : 
Receive  it;  and  when  all  my  faults  together 
Come  to  the  worth  of  tliat,  then  turn  me  forth ; 
’Till  then,  I pray  you  keep  me. 

Mother.  What  jiggumbob  have  we  here? 
Pray  God,  you  have  not  pilfer’d  this  some- 
where. 

Thou’rt  such  n puling  thing ! Wipe  your  eyes, 
And  rise;  go  your  ways.  Alexander, 

Bid  the  cook  mince  some  more  meat.  Come, 
And  get  you  to  bed  quickly,  that  you  may 
Up  hetiuic  l* t la*  morning  a-miJking, 

Or  you  and  1 shall  full  out  worse  yet. 

[Exeunt  Mother  and  Alex. 
Viola.  Sli’  lias  hurt  my  arm  : 

I am  afraid  she's  a very  angry  woman, 

But,  bless  him,  lieav  n,  that  did  me  the  most 
w rung ! 

I am  afraid  Antonio’s  wife  should  see  me; 
She  will  know  ine. 

Mother  fwilAin].  2d  el  via! 

Viola.  Pin  coming;  she’s  not  angry  again, 
1 hope.  [£rif> 

Enter  Mercury. 

Mere.  Now  what  am  I the  bcttCfr  for  en- 
joying 

Syrup  son. 

This 


Kimnei]  Or  knnlin , is  a powder!  ng-tub. 
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This  woman,  that  I lov'd  so?  All  I find, 
That  I before  imagin'd  to  be  happy, 

Now  I have  done  ir,  turns  to  nothing  else 
But  a poor,  pitied,  and  u base  repentance. 
Udsfoot,  I'm  monstrous  angry  with  myself! 
Why  should  a man,  that  has  discourse  and 
reason,  * [things, 

And  knows  how  near  he  loses  all  in  these 
Covet  to  have  his  wishes  satisfied  ? [shame. 
Which,  when  they  arc,  arc  nothing  but  the 
I do  begin  to  loath  this  woman  strangely. 
And  I think  justly  too,  that  durst  adventure 
Flinging  away  her  modesty,  to  take 
A stranger  to  her  bed,  (her  husband’s  body 
Being  scarce  cold  i'th’  earth)  for  her  content. 
It  was  no  more  to  take  iny  senses  with. 
Than  if  I had  an  idle  dream  in  sleep  : 

Yet  I have  made  her  promises,  which  grieves 
me,  [me ! 

And  I must  keep 'em  too. — I think  she  hunts 
The  devil  cannot  keep  these  women  off, 
When  they  are  flesh’d  once15. 

Kilter  Marin  in  night  attire. 

Maria.  To  bed,  for  Ciod’s  sake,  sir! 

Why  do  you  stay  here?  borne  are  up  i’  th’ 
house;  [bed. 

I heard  the  wife.  Good  dear  sweetheart  to 
Merc.  Why,  I am  going  t W hy  do  you  fol- 
low me?  [get  you 

You  would  not  have  it  V nown,  I hope.  Pray 
Back  to  your  chamber ! the  door's  hard  by. 
For  me, 

Let  me  alone ; I warrant  you! — This  'tis 
To  thresh  well,  I have  got  a customer ! 

Will  you  go  to  bed  ? 

Maria.  Will  you? 

Merc.  Yes,  I am  going. 

Maria,  Then  remember  your  promise  you 
made  to  marry  me. 

4 


[Act  6. 

Mere.  I will;  but  it  was  your  fault,  that  it 
came  , [brance: 

To  this  pinch  now,  tluit  it  roust  need  reinem- 
For,  out  of  honesty,  I offer'd  you 
To  marry  you  first ; why  did  you  slack  that 
offer  ? [of  it, 

Maria.  Alas,  I told  you  th*  inconvenience 
A nd  wliat  wrong  it  would  appear  to  th*  world, 
If  I had  married  you  in  such  post-haste 
After  his  death : beside,  the  foolish  people 
Would  have  l>een  bold  to  luive  thought  we 
had  lain 

Together  in  his  time,  and  like  enough 
Imagined  we  two  had  murder'd  him.  [saint, 
Merc.  I love  her  tongue  yet ! If  I were  a 
A gilded  saint,  and  such  a thing  as  this 
Should  prate  thus  wittily  und  feelingly 
Unto  my  holiness,  I cannot  tell, 

But  I fear  shrewdly  I should  do  something 
That  would  quite  scratch  me  out  o’  th’kalen- 
dar;  [mad 

And  if  I stay  longer  talking  w ith  her,  tho’I’m 
At  wliat  1 have  done  already,  yet  1 shall 
Forget  myself  again : I feel  the  devil 
Beady  to  hold  my  stirrup. — Pray,  to  bed! 
Good  night ! 

Maria.  This  kiss!  eo«>d  night,  sweet  love, 
And  peace  go  with  thee  ! — Thou  hast  prov'd 
thyself 

Th*  honestest  man  tluit  ever  was  entic’d 
To  that  sweet  sin,  ns  people  please  to  call  it, 
Of  lying  with  another's  wife;  and  I, 

1 think,  the  honestest  woman,  withont 
Blushing,  that  e’er  lay  with  another  man. 

I sent  my  husband  into  the  cellar,  post, 
Fearing,  and  justly,  he  should  have  known 
him ; [eud. 

Which  I did  not  purpose  'till  I had  had  iuy 
Well,  now  this  plot  is  perfect,  let  him  brag 
ou't.  [Exit, 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Justice  and  Curio  with  a paper. 
Just.  T>  Y'RL  A DY,  sir,  you've  rid  hard,  tluit 
" you  have. 

Curio.  They  that  have  business  must  do  so, 
I take  it.  [friend  ? 

Just.  You  say  true.  When  set  you  out,  iny 
Curio.  About  teu  o'clock;  and  I have  rid 
all  night.  [seen  the  day 

Just.  By  th’mass,  you’re  tough  indeed.  I’ve 
I would  have  rid  too  with  the  proudest  of  them, 
And  fling  dirt  in  their  faces,  and  I’ve  donc’t 
with 


This  foolish  body16,  sir,  many  a time : 

But  what  can  last  always  ? ’Tis  done, ’tis  done 
now  sir ! [clotlis, 

Age,  care,  and  oflice,  bring  us’ to  our  foot- 
The  more  the  pity  ! 

Curio.  I believe  that,  sir; 

But  will  it  please  you  to  read  the  business? 
Just.  My  friend,  I can  read, and  I cao  tell 
you  when. 

Curio.  ’Would'  I could  too,  sir!  for  iny 
haste  requires  it. 

Just.  W hence  comes  it,  do  vou  say  ? 
Curio.  Sir,  from  the  city. 


35  Fletched  once.]  Corrected  in  1760. 

36  Thisjoo/uh  boy.]  As  Imy  has  nothing  to  which  it  can  he  referr’d,  I conjectur’d  we  should 
read  body,  and  Air.  Theobald,  I found,  liad  wrote  the  same  in  his  margin.  Svmpson. 

Just. 
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Act  5.] 

Just.  Ob,  from  the  city;  *tis  a reverend 
place — [tnory, 

Curio.  An  his  justice  be  as  short  as  his  me- 
A dudgeon-dagger37  will  serve  him  to  mow 
down  [this? 

Sin  withal : what  clod-pole  commissioner  is 
Just.  And,  by  iny  faith,  govern’d  by  worthy 
Discreet  and  upright.  [members, 

Curio.  Sir,  they’re  beholding  to  you ; 
You’ve  given  some  of  them  a commendation, 
They  were  not  worthy  of  this  twenty  years. 
Just.  Go  to,  go  to!  you  have  a merry 
mcaniog ; 

I’ve  found  you,  sir;  i’faith,  you  are  a wag; 
Away,  fy! — Now  I’ll  read  your  letter. 

Curio.  Pray  do,  sir.  What  a misery  it  is 
To  have  an  urgent  business  wait  the  justice 
Of  such  an  old  tuff-taffatn,  that  knows  not. 
Nor  can  be  brought  to  understand,  more 
sense 

Tlian  how  to  restore  suppress'd  ale-houses, 
And  have  his  man  compound  small  trespasses, 
Tor  ten  groats! 

Just.  Sir,  it  seems  liere  your 
Business  is  of  a deeper  circumstance 
Than  I conceiv’d  it  for. — What  do  you 
mean,  sir  ? [your  worship. 

Curio.  Tis  for  mine  own  ease,  I’ll  assure 
Just.  It  shall  not  be,  i’faith,  friend. — 
Here  I have  it, 

Tliat  one  Antonio,  a gentleman — 
l lake  it  so;  yes,  it  is  so — a gentleman, 

Is  lately  tliought  to  have  been  made  away ; 
And,  by  my  fnith,  upon  a parlous  ground  too, 
If  you  consider.  Well,  there’s  kuuvery  in’t ; 
I see  that  without  spectacles.  * 

Curio.  Sure  this  tellow 
Deals  in  revelation,  he’s  so  hidden : 

Go  thy  ways!  thou  wilt  stick  a bcuch,  spit38 
as  formally. 

And  shew  thy  agot  and  hatch'd  chain,  as  well 
As  the  best  of  them.  [it. 

Just.  And  now  I have  consider'd,  I believe 
Curio.  What,  sir? 

Just.  That  lie  was  murder’d. 

Curio.  Did  you  know  him  ? 

Just.  No. 

Curio.  Nor  how  it  is  suppos’d? 

Just.  No ; nor 

I care  not  two-pence,  those  are  toys ; and  yet 
I verily  believe  he  was  murder’d, 

As  sure  as  I believe  thou  art  a man. 

I never  fail’d  in  tliese  things  yet.  Ware  a 
man 

That’s  beaten  to  these  matters ; experience 
Is  a certain  conceal’d  thing  that  tiuls  not. 
Pray  let  me  ask  you  one  tiling ; why  do  you 
come  to  me?  [von, 

Curio.  Because  the  letter  is  address’d  to 
Being  the  nearest  justice. 

Just.  The  nearest?  is  that  all  ? 


Curio.  I think  it  lie,  sir;— 

I would  be  loth  you  should  he  the  wisest. 

Just.  Well,  sir,  as ’tis,  I will  endeavour  in  it: 
Yet,  iPt  had  come  to  me  by  name,  I know 
not. 

But  I think  it  had  been  as  soon  dispatch’d 
As  by  another,  and  with  as  round  a wisdom, 
Ay,  and  as  happily ; but  that’s  all  one : 

I’ve  borne  this  place  this  thirty  years,  and 
upwards, 

And  with  sufficient  credit,  and  they  may 
When  they  please  know  me  better.  To  the 
Well!  [nearest? 

Curio.  Sir,*tis  not  my  fuult,  for  had.  I known 
You  sooner — 

Just.  I thank  you,  sir;  I know  it. 

Curio.  I’ll  be  sworn 

You  should  have  play’d,  for  any  business  now'. 
Just.  And  further,  they  liave  specified 
unto  me, 

His  wife’s  sorely  suspected  in  this  matter, 

As  a main  cause. 

Curio.  I think  site  be,  sir,  for 
No  other  cause  can  be  yet  found.  [whom 
Just.  And  one  Mercury,  a traveller,  with 
They  say  directly  site  is  run  away, 

And  as  they  think  this  way. 

Curio.  I knew  all  this  before,  [breeding; 
Just.  Well,  sir,  this  Mercury  I know,  nn«l*s 
A neighbour’s  child  hard  by : you  have  been 
Sir,  in  coming  hither.  [happy. 

Curio.  Then  you  know  where 
To  liave  him,  sir? 

Just.  I do,  sir ; he  dwells  near  me.* 

Curio.  I doubt  your  w orship  dwells  near  a 
knave  then.  [wonder 

Just.  I think  so ; pray  put  on ! But  ’tis  a 
To  see  bow  graceless  people  are  now  given. 
And  how  base  virtue  is  accounted  with  them. 
That  should  be  all  in  all,  as  says  a wise  man  j 
I tell  you,  sir,  and  ’tis  true,  that  there  have8* 
been  [make 

Such  murders,  and  of  late  days,  as  ’twould 

Your  very  heart  bleed  in  you ; and  some  of 

them, 

As  I shall  be  enabled,  I will  tell  you. 

It  fell  out  of  late  days— 

Curio.  It  may  be  so, 

But  will  it  please  you  to  proceed  in  this? 
Just.  An  honest  weaver,  and  as  good  a 
workman 

As  e’er  shot  shuttle,  and  as  close — 

But  ev’ry  man  must  die — this  honest  weaver. 
Being  a little  mellow  in  his  ale — 

That  was  the  evidence  verbatim , sir — 

God  Liras  the  mark,  sprung  his  neck  just  in 
this  place : [live, 

Well,  Jarvis,  thou  hndst  wrongs,  and  if  I 
Some  of  the  best  shall  sweat  for’t!  Then  a 
wench— 

Curio.  But,sir,  you  have  forgot  my  business. 


37  Dudgeon-dugger.]  Cotgravc  explains  dague  a roc  lies,  a Scottish  dagger,  or  dudgeon 
hnft  dagger.  H. 

3i  Stick  a bench  spit.]  Amended  in  1750. 

Just. 
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Just.  A sober  pretty  maid,  about  seventeen 
They  say,  certainly,  nowsoe’ver  ’tis  shuffled, 
She  hurst  herself,  and  fondly,  if  it  be  so, 
With  furmety  at  a churching ; hut  1 think 
The  devil  had  another  agent  in’t ; [for’t. 
Either  of  which,  if  I can  catch,  shall  stretch 
Curio.  This  is  a mad  justice,  that  will 
hang  the  devil! 

But  I would  you  would  be  short  in  this,  before 
That  other  notice  can  be  given. 

Just.  Sir, 

I’ll  do  discreetly  what  is  fitting.  What, 
Antonio ! 

Scrv.  Your  worship! 

Just,  rut  on  your  best  coat, 

And  let  your  fellow  Mark  go  to  the  constable, 
And  bid  him  aid  me  with  all  the  speed  he  ran, 
And  all  the  power;  and  provide  pen  and  ink  to 
Take  their  confessions;  and  my  long  sword ,s ! 
I cannot  tell  what  danger  we  may  meet  with. 
You’ll  go  with  us? 

Curio.  Yes;  what  else? 

I caine  to  that  end,  to  accuse  both  parties. 
Just.  May  I crave  what  you  are? 

Curio.  Faith,  sir,  one 

That  to  he  known  would  not  profit  you,  more 
Than  a :ioar  kinsman  of  the  dead  Antonio's. 
Jsut.  Tis  well.  I'm  sorry  lor  inv  neigh- 
bour, truly,  [mother: 

Tliat  he  had  no  more  grace  ; ’twill  kdl  his 
She  is  a good  old  w oman.  Will  you  walk  in  ? 
I will  but  put  my  cloak  on,  and  my  chain  off, 
And  a clean  bund,  and  have  my  shoes  black'd 
over. 

And  shift  my  jerkin,  and  we'll  to  our  business; 
And  you  slmil  see  how  I can  boult  these 
matters. 

Curio.  As  soon  as’t  please  you,  sir. 

[Exeunt. 

> Enter  Valerio  and  Ricardo. 

Vat.  This  is  the  place ; here  did  I leav* 
the  maid 

Alone  last  night,  drying  her  tender  eyes. 


Uncertain  what  to  do,  and  yet  desirous 
To  have  me  gone. 

Rie.  How  rude  are  nil  we  men, 

That  take  the  name  of  civil  to  ourselves! 

If  she  had  set  her  foot  upon  an  earth 
Where  people  live  that  we  cull  barbarous, 
Tlio*  they  had  had  no  house  to  bring  her  to, 
They  would  have  spoil'd  the  glory  that  die 
spring  [hands 

Has  deck’d  the  trees  in,  and  with  willing 
Have  tom  their  brandies  down ; and  every 
. man 

Would  have  become  a builder  for  her  sake. 
What  time  left  you  her  here? 

Vat.  I left  her,  when 
The  sun  had  so  much  to  his  set,  as  he 
Is  now  got  from  his  place  of  rise. 

Ric.  So  near  [Viola! 

The  night,  she  could  not  wander  far.  Fair 
Vat.  It  is  in  vain  to  call;  she  sought  a 
Without  all  question.  [house, 

Ric.  Peace! — Fair  Viola! 

Fair  Viola! — Who  should  have  left  her  here 
On  such  a ground  ? If  you  had  meant  to  lose 
her,  [here 

You  might  have  found  there  were  no  echoes 
To  take  her  name 39,  and  carry  it  about. 
When  her  true  lover  came  to  mourn  for  her, 
Till  all  the  ne  ighbouring  vallies  and  the  hills, 
Resounded  Viola;  and  such  a place 
You  should  have  chose!  You  pity  us 
Because  the  dew  a little  wets  our  feet40; 
(Unworthy  far  to  seek  her,  in  the  wet!) 

And  what  becomes  of  her?  where  wander’d 
she,  [eyes 

With  two  showers  raining  on  her,  from  her 
Continually,  abundantly,  from  which 
There’s  neither  tree  nor  house  to  shelter 
her  ?— 

Will  you  go  with  me  to  travel? 

Vi it.  Whither? 

Ric.  Over  nil  the  world.  . [journey 

VqL  No,  by  my  limb ; I’ll  make  n shorter 
When  I do  travel. 


38  Long  saord.]  In  Shakespeare's  Romeo  and  Juliet,  Capulet.  says,  * Give  me  my  lavs: 
suord;'  and  Dr.  Johnson  remurks,  ‘ ']  he  long  suotd  was  the  sword’  used  in  wr.r,  w hich  was 
sometimes  wielded  with  both  hands.’ 

39  If  you  had  meant  to  lose  her , 

You  might  have  found  there  w ere  no  echoes  here 
To  take,  her  name .]  Sympson  reads, 

If  you  meant  to  lose  her, 

You  might  have  found  a here  there  no  echoes  uere 
To  take  her  name  ; 

but  surely  the  old  text  conveys  the  same  sense. 

40  You  pit  y us  because 

The  dew  a little , &c.]  These  lines  are  so  unworthy  of  our  authors,  that  I can  hardly 
think  ’em  theirs;  and  I am  sure  the  author  of  Jeronimo  (whom  our  poets,  astwell  as  Shake- 
speare nnd  Jonson,  abuse)  might,  when  they  ouote  in  derision  this  hue  of  his, 

4 Who  calls  Jeronimo  from  his  naked  bea  ?’ 
have  justly  retorted, 

where  wandred  she, 

With  two  showers  mining  on  her,  from  her  eyes 

Continually,  abundantly,  from  which 

'J  litre’s  neither  tree  nor  house  to  shelter  her?  $yn> tpson. 

Ric. 
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Ric.  But  there  is  no  hope 
To  gain  my  end  in  any  shorter  way. 

Pal.  Why,  what’s  your  end  ? 

Ric.  It  is  to  search  the  earth. 

Till  we  have  found  two  in  the  shapes  of  men, 
As  wicked  as  ourselves. 

Val.  Twere  not  so  hard 
To  find  out  those. 

Ric.  Why,  if  we  find  them  out. 

It  were  the  better ; for  what  brave  villainy 
Might  we  four  do ! — We  would  not  keep  to- 
gether ; 

For  every  one  has  treachery  enoueh  [Asia; 
For  twenty  countries:  one  should  trouble 
Another  shoold  sow  strife  in  Africa;  [rope, 
But  yon  should  play  the  knave  at  home  in  Eu- 
And  for  America  let  me  alone. 

Vat.  Sir,  l am  boncster 
Than  you  know  how  to  be,  and  can  no  more 
Be  wrong'd  but  I shall  find  myself  a right. 

Ric.  It*  you  had  any  spark  of  honesty, 

Yon  would  not  think  that  honester  than  I 
Were  a praise  high  enough  to  serve  your  turn : | 
It' men  were  commonly  so  bad  as  I, 

Thieves  would  he  put  in  knlendurs  for  saints;  | 
And  bones  of  murd’rers  would  work  miracles. 

I am  a kind  of  knave,  of  knave  so  much, 
Tliere  is  betwixt  me,  and  the  vilest  else — 

But  the  next  place  of  all  to  mine  is  yours. 

Enter  Viola,  Ran,  and  Madge,  with  Pails. 
Val.  Tliat  last  is  sl»e;  ’tis  she ! 

Ric.  Let  us  away ; 

We  shall  infect  her ! let  lier  have  tl»e  wind, 
And  we  will  kneel  down  here. 

Viola.  W enches,  away ! 

For  here  ore  men. 

Val.  Fair  inaid,  I pray  you  stay. 

[Takes  hold  of  Viola. 

Viola.  Alas!  again? 

RU.  Why  do  you  lay  hold  on  her? 

I pray  heartily,  let  her  go.  [hurt  her. 

Val . With  all  my  heart ; I do  not  mean  to 
Ric.  But  stand  away  then ! for  tl»e  purest 
bodies 

Will  soonest  take  infection  ; stand  away ! 

But  for  infecting  her  myself,  by  Heav’n, 

I would  come  there,  and  beat  thee  further  off. 
Viola.  I know  that  voice  and  face. 

Val.  You’re  finely  mad! 

God  b’w’ye,  sir!  Now  you  are  here  together,' 
III  leave  you  so;  God  send  you  good  luck, 
both! 

When  you  are  soberer  you’ll  give  me  thanks. 

[Exit. 

Madge.  Wilt  thou  go  milk  ? Come. 

Ran.  Why  dost  not  come? 

Madge.  She  nods,  she’s  asleep. 

Ran.  What,  wert  up  so  early  ? 

Madge.  I think  yon  [away. 

Man’s  mad  to  kneel  there.  Nay,  come,  come 
Bds  M>dy,  Nan,  help  ! she  looks  black  i’th’ 
She’s  in  a swoon.  [face; 

R°n._  An  you  be  a man,  come  hither, 

And  help  a woman  ! 


Ric.  Come  hither?  You  are  a fool. 

Ran.  And  you  a knave  and  a beast,  that 
you  are.  [near 

Ric.  Come  hither?  ’twas  my  being  now  so 
That  made  her  swoon;  aud  you  are  wicked 
people, 

Or  you  would  do  so  too:  inv  venom  eves 
Stride  inno  ency  dead  at  such  a distance; 
Here  I will  kneel,  for  this  is  out  of  distance. 
Ran.  Thou’rt  a prating  ass!  there’s  no 
goodness  in  thee,' 

I warrant,  llow  dost  thou?  [ Viola  recovers. 
Viola.  Why,  well. 

Madge.  Art  thou  able  to  go  ? [able 

Viola.  No;  pray  go  you  and  milk:  If  I be 
To  come,  I’ll  follow  you;  if  not,  I’ll  sit  here 
’Till  von  come  back. 

Ran.  I’m  loth  to  leave  thee  here  with  yon 
wild  fool.  [nor  hurt  me. 

Viola.  I know  liim  well ; I warrant  thee  he’ll 
Madge.  Come  then,  Nan.  [E«,  Maids. 
Ric.  How  do  you  ? Be  not  fearful,  for  I hold 
M y hands  before  m v mouth,  and  speak,  and  so 
My  breath  can  never  blast  you. 

Viola.  *Twus  enough 

To  use  me  ill,  tho’  you  had  never  sought  me 
To  mock  me  too:  why  kneel  you  so  fur  oil  ? 
Were  not  that  gesture  better  us’d  in  praver? 
Had  I dealt  so  with  you,  I should  not  sleep, 
Till  Hcav’n  and  you  had  both  forgiven  me. 

Ric.  I do  not  mock ; nor  lives  there  such  a 
That  can  do  any  thing  contemptible  [villain 
To  you:  but  1 do  kneel,  because  it  is 
An  action  very  fit  and  reverent, 

In  presence  of  so  pure  a creature  ; 

And  so  far  otf,  as  fearful  to  offend 
One  too  much  wrong’d  already. 

Viola.  You 

Confess  yon  did  the  fault,  vet  scorn  to  come 
So  far  as  hither,  to  ask  par.ion  for’t; 

Which  I could  willingly  afford  to  come  • 
To  you  to  grant.  Good  sir,  if  you  have 
A better  love,  may  you  be  Mess’d  together! 
She  shall  not  wish  you  better  than  l will. 

I but  offend  you  ! There  are  all  the  jewels 
I stole ; and  uli  the  love  I ever  had 
I leave  behind  with  you  ; I’ll  carry  none 
To  give  another:  may  the  next  maid  you  try, 
lx>ve  you  no  worse,  nor  be  no  worse  than  l! 

Ric.  Do  not  leave  me  yet,  for  all  my  fault ! 
Search  out  the  next  things  to  impossible. 

And  put  me  on  them ; when  they  are  effected, 

I may  with  better  modesty  receive 
Forgiveness  from  you. 

Viola.  I will  set  no  penance, 

To  gain  the  great  forgiveness  you  desire. 

But  to  coinc  hither,  and  take  me  and  it ; 

Or  else,  I’ll  come  and  beg,  so  you  will  grant 
That  you  will  be  content  to  be  forgiven  ! 

Ric.  Nay,  I will  come,  since  you  will  have 
it  so, 

And,  since  you  please  to  pardon  me,  I hope 
Free  from  infection.  Here  I am  by  you, 

A careless  man,  a breaker  vf  mv  faith, 

A loathsome  drunkard ; and  in  that  wild  furv, 

A hunter 
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A hunter  after  whores  ! I do  beseech  yon 
To  pardon  all  these  faults,  and  take  me  up 
An  honest,  sober,  and  a fuithtul  man! 

Viola.  For  Heaven's  **nke,  urge  your  faults 
no  more,  hut  incnd ! 

All  ti»e  forgiveness  l con  make  you,  is. 

To  love  you  ; which  I will  do,  and  desire 
Nothing  hut  love  ugain  ; which  if  I have  not, 
Yet  I will  love  you  still.  [will  take 

Ric.  Oh,  women ! that  some  o e of  you 
An  everlasting  pen  into  your  hands, 

And  grave  in  paper  (which  the  writ  shall 
make 

More  lasting  than  the  marble  monuments) 
Your  matchless  virtues  to  posterities  ; 

Which  the  defective  race  of  envious  mnn 
Strives  to  conceal ! [thing, 

Viola.  Methinks  I would  not  now,  for  any 
But  vou  had  miss’d  me  : I have  made  a story 
Will  sene  to  waste  many  a winter  s fire, 
When  we  are  old : 1*11  tell  my  daughters  then 
The  miseries  their  mother  had  in  love, 

And  say.  My  girls,  be  wiser!  vet  I would  not 
Have  had  more  wit  myself.  Take  up  those 
jewels, 

For  I think  I hear  ray  fellows  coming. 

Enter  kludge  and  Nan  with  their  Pails. 

Madge.  How  dost  thou  now? 

Vtola.  Why,  very  well,  I thank  you.  It  is 
late; 

Shall  I haste  home  ? 

Nan.  1 prithee!  wre  sliall  be  slient4* 
Soundly.  [with  us? 

Madge.  Why  does  that  railing  man  go 
Viola.  I prithee,  speak  well  ot  Inin : on  my 
He  is  an  honest  man ! [word, 

Nan.  There  was  never  any  so 
On  his  complexion.  A gentleman  ? 

I’d  be  ashain’d  to  have  such  a foul  mouth. 

[ Exeunt . 

Enter  Mother , Alexander , Andrag'to,  and 
Rowland. 

Mother.  How  now,  Alexander?  What 
gentleman  is  this  ? 

Alex.  Indeed,  forsooth,  I know  not; 

I found  him  at  the  market,  full  of  woe, 
Crying  a lost  daughter,  and  telling  all 
Her  tokens  to  the  people ; and,  what  you  wot? 
Bv  all  description  in  the  world41,  it  should  he 
Our  new  maid  Melvin;  (one  would  little 
think  it!) 

Therefore  1 was  bold  to  tell  him  of  her,  mistress. 
Mother.  Mclvia?  it  cannot  he,  fool ! Airis, 


You  know  she  is  a poor  wench,  and 
I took  her  in  upon  mere  charity. 

Andr.  So  seem’d  my  daughter  when  she 
As  she  had  made  herself.  [went  away, 
Mather.  What  stature  was  your  child  of,  sir? 
A ndr.  N ot  high,  und  of  a brown  complexion, 
Her  hair  auburn,  a round  face,  which  some- 
friends,  [good  one. 

That  flatter’d  me,  would  say  ’twould  be  a 
Alex.  Tliis  is  still  Melvia,  mistress;  tliat’s 
the  truth  ou’t! 

Mother.  It  may  be  so,  I’ll  promise  you. 
Alex.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  the  flower  of  our 
town ! [fellow. 

For  a hand  anil  a foot  I shall  ne’er  sec  thy 
Mother.  Rut  luid  she  not  sucli  toys  as 
bracelets,  rings,  and  jewels? 

Andr.  She  was  something  bold  indeed,  to 
take  such  things 
That  night  she  left  me. 

Mother.  Then  belike  she  run  away  ? 
Andr.  Tho*  she  he  one  I love,  I dare  not 
Site  did  indeed.  [lie ; 

Mother.  What  think  you  of  tliis  jewel? 
Andr . Yes,  this  was  one  of  them,  and  this 
was  mine ; [for  it. 

You’ve  made  me  a new  man ! I thank  you 
Mother.  Nay, 

Au  she  he  given  to  filching,  there’s  vour  jewel; 
I am  clear  on’t.  But,  by  your  leave,  sir, 
you 

Shall  answer  me  for  wlmt  is  lost  since  she 
Came  hither ; 1 can  tell  you  there  lie  things 
Scattering  in  every  place  about  the  house. 

Alex.  As  1 am  virtuous,  I have  the  lyinjpt 
Old  gentlewoman  to  my  mistress,  and  the 
most  malicious— 

The  devil  a good  word  will  she  give  a servant; 
That’s  her  old  rule ! and,  God  be  thanked, 
they  will  [sides. 

(Jive  her  as  few ; there’s  perfect  love  on  both 
It  yearns  my  heart  to  hear  the  wench  mis- 
construed ; 

A careful  soul  she  is,  I’ll  he  sworn  for  her; 
And  w hen  she’s  gone,  let  them  say  what  they 
will, 

They  may  cast  their  caps  at  such  anotlw»r. 
Andr.  Wlmt  you  have  lost  by  her,  with  all 
my  heart 

I’ll  sec  you  double  paid  for;  you  have  sav’d, 
With  your  kind  pity,  two  that  must  not  live, 
Unless  it  he  to  thank  you.  Take  this  jewel; 
This  strikes  off  none  other  offences,  mistress45. 
’Would  I might  see  her!  > 

Mother.  Alexander,  run. 


4*  Shcnt.]  This  word  occurs  in  Hamlet,  and  Mr.  Steevens  says,  * To  shend  is  to  treat  with 
1 injurious  language.’  *4 

4i  Rtf  all  subscription  in  the  w orld.]  If  Alexander  was  an  affecter  of  hard  w ords,  I should 
be  inclined  to  let  this  stand ; hut  as  nc  seems  throughout  a sensible  good-natured  fellow,  I 
would  choose  to  read,  description.  Sympson. 

♦s  This  strikes  of  none  of  her  offences. ] Sympson,  totally  mistaking  Andrugios  meaiuog, 
says,  ‘ Why  then  l»c  paid  his  jewel*  for  nothing;’  anti  reads, 

This  strikes  oft*  one  of  her  offences,  mistress. 

It  did  not  occur  to  him,  that  the  jewel  was  meant  as  a gift,  not  as  a payment . 

And 
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And  bid  her  make  haste  home ; she’s  at  the 
railking-close : 

But  tell  her  not  by  any  means  who’s  here ; 

I know  slie’ll  be  too  fearful. 

Alex.  Well,  we’ll  have 
A posset  yet  at  parting,  that’s  my  comfort ; 
Aud  one  round  too,  or  else  I’ll  lose  my  will. 

[Exit. 

An  dr.  You  shall  find  Silvio,  Uberto,  and 
Pedro, 

Enquiring  for  the  wench  at  the  next  town  : 
Tell  them  she’s  found,  and  where  I am ; and, 
with 

The  favour  of  this  gentlewoman,  desire  them 
To  come  hither.  [come. 

Mother.  I pray  do;  they  shall  be  all  wel- 
[Exit  Rowland. 

Enter  JmticCy  Curio , and  Mark. 

Just.  By  your  leave,  forsooth!  you  shall 
The  parties  by  a sleight.  [see  ine  find 

Mother.  Who’s  that?  Mr.  Justice? 

IIow  do  you,  sir? 

Juft.  Why,  very  well,  and  busy. 

Where’s  your  son? 

Mother.  He’s  within,  sir. 

Just.  Hum;  and  how  does  [with  him? 
The  young  woman  my  cousin,  that  comedown 
Mother.  She’s  above;  os  a woman  in  her 
case  may  be.  f 

Just.  You  have  confess’d  it?  [sin  of  mine; 
Then,  sirrah,  call  in  the  officers ! she’s  no  cou- 
A mere  trick  to  discover  all ! 

Mother.  To  discover?  what? 

Eitter  Mark  and  Officers. 

Just.  You  shall  know  that  anon:  I think 
I have  [bouse, 

Over-reach’d  you!  Oh,  welcome  ! Enter  the 
And  by  virtue  of  my  warrant,  which  you  have 
tlier  e,  [names 

Seize  upon  the  bodily  persons  of  those  witose 
Are  there  written;  to  wit,  one  Mercury,  and 
Of  one  Autuuio.  [the  wife 

Mother.  For  what? 

Just.  Away,  I sav ! 

This  gentleman  shall  certify  you  for  what. 

[Exeunt  Officers. 
Mother.  He  can  accuse  my  son  of  nothing ; 
He  came  from  travel  but  within  these  two 
Just.  There  hangs  a tale.  [days. 

Mother.  I should  be  sorry  this  should 
Fall  out  at  any  time,  but  especially  now. 

Sir,  will  you  favour  me  so  much  os  to  let  me 
Of  what  you  accuse  him  ? [know 

Curio.  Upon  suspicion  of  murder. 

Mother.  Murder?  I defy  thee! 

Cano.  I pray  God  lie  may 
Prove  himself  innocent. 

Just.  Fy,  say  not  so  ! [wealth’s  man, 
You  shew  yourself  to  be  no  good  common- 
For  the  more  are  bang’d  the  better  ’tis  for 
the  commonwealth.  [yourself. 

Mother.  By  this  rule  you  were  best  hang 
Just.  I forgive  your  honest  mirth  ever, 
VOL.  III. 
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Enter  Mark  and  Officers , with  Mercury  and 
Maria. 

Oh,  welcome,  welcome,  Mark  ! [urinations 
Your  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  to  take  their  exa- 
Merc.  Why  do  you  pull  me  so?  I’ll  go  alone. 
Just.  Let  them  stand,  [min’d. 

Let  them  stand  quietly,  whilst  they’re  exa* 
Maria.  What  will  you  examine  us  of? 

Just.  Of  Antonio’s  murder. 

Merc.  Why,  he  was  my  friend. 

Maria.  He  was  my  husband. 

Just.  The  more  shame  for  you  both ! Mark, 
your  peu  aud  ink.  »[knew 

Mother.  Pray  God  all  be  well!  I never 
Any  of  these  travellers  come  to  good.  I be- 
seech you,  sir, 

Be  favourable  to  my  son. 

Just.  Gentlewoman,  [that ! 

Hold  you  content;  I would  it  were  come  to 
Mere.  For  God’s  sake,  mother. 

Why  kneel  you  to  such  a pig-brib’d  fellow? 

1 1’ lias  surfeited  of  geese,  and  they  have  put 
him 

Into  a fit  of  justice:  let  him  do  his  worst! 
Just.  Is  your  paper  ready  ? 

Murk.  I am  ready,  sir. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Just.  Accuse  them,  sir;  I command  thee 
to  lay  down 

Accusations  against  these  persons,  in  behalf 
Of  die  state:  and  first  look  upon  the  parties 
To  he  accus'd,  and  deliver  your  name. 

Curio.  My  name  is  Curio ; my  murder'd 
kinsman, 

If  he  were  living  now,  I should  not  know  him, 
It  is  so  long  since  we  saw  one  another. 

Ant.  My  cousin  Curio? 

Curio.  But  thus  much  (from  the  mouths 
Of  his  servants  ami  others,  whose  examina- 
tions I have 

In  writing  about  me)  I can  accuse  them  of: 
This  Mercury,  the  last  night  but  this  last, 
Lay  in  Antonio’s  house,  aud  in  the  night 
He  rose,  miring  Antonio,  where  privately 
They  were  in  talk  an  hour,  to  what  end  I 
know  not; 

But  of  likelihood,  folding  Antonio’s  house 
Not  a fit  place  to  murder  him  in,  he  suffer'd 
him 

To  go  to  bed  again ; but  in  the  monring 
Early  lie  train'd  him  I think  forth;  after 
which  time  " [found 

He  never  saw  his  home.  His  cloaths  were 
Near  the  place  where  Mercury  was,  aud  the 
people 

At  first  denied  they  saw  him ; but  at  last 
They  made  a frivolous  tale,  that  there  he 
shifted  himself 

Into  a footman’s  habit : but  in  short, 

The  next  hour  this  woman  went  to  Mercury, 
And  in  her  coach  they  posted  hither.  True 
accusations 

I have  no  more,  and  I will  make  none. 

O o Just. 


Digitized  by  Google 


* 


333 

Just.  No  more? 

We  lived  no  more.  Sirrah,  be  drawing 
Their  mittimus,  before*  we  l»ear  their  answer. 
What  say  you,  sir?  are  you  guilt v ot  this 
Merc.  No,  sir.  [murder? 

Just.  Whether  you  are  or  no,  confess; 

It  will  be  the  better  for  you. 

Mere.  If  I were 

Guilty,  vour  rhetoric  could  not  fetch  it  forth. 
But  tW  I am  innocent,  I confess,  that  if  I 
Were  astander-by,these  circumstances  urg'd. 
Which  arc  true,  would  make  me  doubtless 
behove 

The  accused  parties  to  be  guilty. 

Just.  Write  down,  [lie  is) 

That  lie  being  a stander-by  (for  so  you  see 
Doth  doubtlessly  believe  the  accused  parties, 
Which  is  himself,  to  be  guilty. 

Mere.  I say  no  such  thing. 

Just.  Write  it  down,  I say;  we’ll  try  that. 
Merc.  I care  not  what  you  write. — 

Pray  God  you  did  not  kill  him  lor  mv  love ! 

[Apart. 

Tho*  I am  free  from  this,  wc  both  deserve — 
Maria.  Govern  your  tongue,  I pray  you  ! 
all  is  well ; 

My  husband  lives,  I know  it,  and  I see  him. 
Just.  They  whisper ! sever  them  quickly, 
I say.  [another? 

Officers,  why  do  you  let  them  prompt  one 
Gentlewoman,  what  say  you  to  this  ? 

Are  not  you  guilty  ? 

Maria.  No,  as  1 hope  for  mercy,  [that  this 
Just.  But  are  not  those  circumstances  true, 
Gentleman  hath  so  shortly  and  methodically 
/ deliver'd?  (me  [ care  not, 

Maria.  They  are;  ami  what  you  do  with 
Since  he  is  dead  in  whom  was  all  my  care. 
You  knew  him  not? 

Just.  No,  and  *t  been  better 
For  you  too,  an  you  had  never  known  him. 
Maria.  Why  then,  you  did  nut  know  die 
world’s  chief  joy : 

Ilis  face  so  manly  as  it  had  been  tnwle 
To  fright  the  world;  yet  he  so  sweetly-tcra- 
per'd, 

That  he  would  make  himself  a natund  fool, 
To  do  a noble  kindness  for  a friend. 

He  was  a man  w hose  name  I’ll  not  out-live, 
Longer  than  Heav'n,  whose  will  must  he 
Will  have  me  do.  [obey’d, 

Ant.  And  I w ill  quit  thy  kindness.  [Aside. 
Just.  Before  me,  she  has  made  the  tears 
Stand  in  mine  eyes!  but  I must  be  austere. 
Gentlewoman,  you  must  confess  this  murder. 
Maria.  I cannot,  sir;  I did  it  not.  But  J 
desire  to  see 

Those  examinations  which  this  gentleman 
Acknowledges  to  have  about  him,  for 
But  late  last  night  I receiv’d  letters  from 
The  city;  yet  1 heard  of  no  confession  then. 
Just.  You  shall  see  them  time  enough,  I 
warrant  you.  [letters  ? 

But  letters  you  say  you  had;  where  arc  tho$e 
Maria.  JSir,  they  are  gone. 
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Just.  Gone?  whither  are  they  gone? 

H«>w  have  you  dispos'd  of 'em? 

Maria.  Why,  sir,  [’era. 

They  an*  for  women’s  matters,  and  so  I use 
Just.  Who  writ ’em? 

Maria.  A man  of mine. 

Just.  \V  ho  brought  'em  ? 

Maria.  A post.  [sure:  ha,  ha! 

Just.  A post?  there  was  some  great  haste 
Where  is  that  post  ? 

Maria.  Sir,  there  he  steads. 

Just.  Does  he  so? 

Bring  hither  that  post!  I am  afraid  that  post 
Will  prove  a knave.  Come  hither,  post! 

What,  [Antonio? 

What  can  you  say  concerning  the  murder  of 
Ant.  What’s  that  to  you?  [have  you? 
Just.  Oh,  post,  you  have  no  answer  ready, 
I'll  have  one  from  you. 

Ant.  You  shall  nave  no  more  [honest 

From  me  tlmn  you  have.  You  examine  an 
Gentleman  and  gentlewoman  here.  Tis  pity 
Such  fools  as  you  should  be  i'th*  commission. 
Just.  Say  you  to,  post?  take  away  that 
post!  whip  him,  [post. 

And  bring  him  again  quickly.  Ill  hamper  you, 
Mere.  Tis  Antonio;  I know  him  now  as 
What  an  irregular  fool  is  this!  [well — 

Ant.  Whip  me?  hold  off ! [murmuring 
Maria.  Oh,  good  sir,  whip  him  ! By  his 
He  should  know  something  of  my  husband’s 
death,  [out ! 

That  may  quit  me : for  God's  sake,  fetch  it 
Just.  Whip  him,  I say  ! 

[. Antonio  thn/KS  off  his  disguise. 
Ant.  Who  ls’t  dares  whip  me  now? 
Maria.  Oh,  my  lov'd  husband  ! 

Mere.  My  most  worthy  friend  ! 

Where  have  you  been  so  long  ? 

Ant.  1 cannot  speak  for  joy  ! [shall  not 
Just.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  now?  and 
Law  then  have  her  course  ? 

Andr.  It  shall  have  no  other  course 
Than  it  has,  I think. 

Just.  It  shall  have  other  course 
Before  I go,  or  I'll  heat  my  brains:  and  I say 
It  was  not  honestly  done  of  him  to  discover 
Himself  before  the  parties  accus’d  were  exe- 
cuted, 

That  law  might  have  had  her  course;  for  then 
The  kingdom  flourishes.  [man; 

Ant . But  such  a wilt*  as  thou  had  never  any 
And  such  a friend  ns  he,  believe  me,  wife, 
.Shall  never  be!  Good  wife,  love  my  friend; 
Friend,  love  my  wife.  Hark,  friend  ! 

Just.  Mark, 

If  we  can  have  nothing  to  do,  you  shall  swear 
The  peace  of  somebody. 

Mark.  Yes,  sir. 

Ant.  By  my  troth, 

I'm  sorry  my  wife  is  so  obstinate: 

Sooth,  if  I could  yet  do  thee  any  good, 

I would,  i'faith  I would. 

Mark.  I thank  you,  sir; 

I’ve  lost  that  passion. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  Cousin  Curio, 

You  and  I must  be  belter  acquainted. 

Curie.  It  is  my  wish,  sir.  [’tis  so  long 
Ant.  I should  not  have  known  you  neither, 
Since  we  saw  each  other;  we  were  but  chil- 
dren then : [tome. 

But  you  have  shew’d  yourself  an  honest  man 
Curio.  I would  be  ever  so. 

Enter  Ricardo  and  Viola. 

Mother.  Look  you!  who’s  there? 

Andr.  Say  nothing  to  me;  for 
Ti>v  peace  is  made. 

flic.  Sir,  1 can  nothing  say, 

Bui  that  you  are  her  father ; you  can  both 
Not  only  pardon,  when  you  have  a wrong, 
But  love  w here  you’ve  receiv'd  most  injury. 
Just . I think  1 shall  htar  of  no  hanging 
this  year ! [said, 

There's  a tiuker  and  a whore  vet,  the  cryer 
That  robbM  her,  and  are  in  prison;  I hope 
They  shall  be  bang'd. 

Andr.  No,  truly,  sir,  they  have  broke 
prison. 
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Just.  Tis  no  matter;  then  the  jailor  shall 
bn  bang'd. 

Andr.  You  are  deceiv’d  in  that  too,  sir; 
’twas  known 

To  he  against  his  will,  and  he  hath  got 
llis  pardon;  I tiiink,  for  nothing; 

But  if  t doth  cost  him  any  thing.  I’ll  pay  it. 
Just.  Mark,  up  with  your  papers;  away! 
Mere.  Oh, 

You  shall  stay  dinner ; I’ve  a couple  of  brawl- 
ing 

Neighbours,  that  I'll  assure  you  won’t  agree, 
And  you  shad  have  the  hearing  of  their  mat- 
Juxt.  With  all  my  heart.  [ter. 

Merc.  Go,  gentlemen,  go  in. 

Ric.  Oh,  Viola,  that  no  smceeding  age 
Might  lose  the  memory  of  wl»at  thou  wert! 
But  such  an  overswsyed  sex  is  yours, 

That  all  the  virtuous  actions  you  can  do 
Are  but  as  men  will  call  them:  and  I swear, 

’ I is  my  belief,  that  women  want  but  ways 
To  praise  their  deeds,  but  men  want  deeds 
to  praise.  [L'xcunf  omnes. 
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Tu  ended  ; but  my  hopes  and  fears  begin : 
Nor  can  it  he  imputed  as  a sin 
In  me  to  tvish  it  favour.  If  this  night 
To  the  judicious  it  liath  giv’n  delight, 


I have  my  ends:  and  may  such,  for  their 

grace 

Vouchsaf'd  to  this,  find  theirs  in  every 
place  I 
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WIT  AT  SEVERAL  WEAPONS. 

■* 

A COMEDY. 


tas  Play  is  ascribed  to  Fletcher  by  the  Commendatory  Verses  of  Gardiner;  the  Epilogue, 
however,  speaks  of  it  as  the  production  of  both  Authors.  The  first  publication  of  it  was 
in  the  folio  of  1657.  It  was  brought  on  the  stage,  altered  by  Colley  Cibber,  about  the 
beginning  of  the  present  century,  under  the  title  of  the  Rival  Fools,  but  without  any  success. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Men. 


Sir  Perfidious  Oldcp.aft,  an  old  Knight , 
a great  admirer  of  wit. 

Wittypate  Oldcraft,  hit  Son , an  accom- 
plished Gentleman. 

Sir  Gregory  Fop,  a witless  "Lord  of  Land. 

Cunningham,  a discreet  Gentleman,  Sir  Gre- 
gorys Comrade  and  Supplanter. 

Sir  Ruinous  Gentry,  a 
decay'd  Knight, 

Pm  sc  i an,  poor  Scholar, 


two  sharking 
Companions. 


Pompey  Doodle,  a Clown , Sir  Gregorys 
3/an,  a piece  of  puff-paste , like  his  Master. 
Mr.  Credulous,  Nephew  to  Sir  Perfidious,  a 
shallow- brain  d Scholar. 

Women. 

Niece/o  Sir  Perfidious , a rich  and  witty  Heir. 
Lady  Ruinous,  Wife  to  Sir  Ruinous. 
Guardi  a ness  to  Sir  Perfidious's  Niece , un 
old  doting  Crone. 

Mirabel,  the  Guardiancss's  Niece. 


SCENE,  London. 


ACT  I. 


Enter  Sir  Perfidious  Oldcraft  and  Wittypate. 
Witty.  OIR,  I’m  no  boy;  I’m  deep  in  one 
^ and  twenty, 

The  second  year’s  approaching. 

Oldc.  A line  time  tor 

A youth  to  live  by  his  wits  then,  I should  think, 
If  e’er  be  mean  to  make  account  of  any. 
Witty.  Wits,  sir?  [thee, 

Oldc.  Ay,  wits,  sir;  if  it  be  so  strange  to 
I’m  sorry  I spent  that  time  to  get  a fool, 

I might  have  employ’d  my  pains  a great  deal 
better:  [wits. 

Thou  know’stall  that  I have  I ha’  got  by  my 
And  yet  to  see  bow  urgent  thou  art  too ! 

It  grieves  me  thou  art  so  degenerate 
To  trouble  me  for  means ; I never  offer’d  it 
My  parents  from  a school-boy;  past  nineteen 
once, 


(See  what  these  times  are  grown  to)  before 
twenty  [like 

I rush’d  into  the  world,  which  is  indeed  much 
The  art  of  swimming,  he  that  will  attain  to*t 
Must  fall  plump,  and  duck  himself  at  first. 
And  that  willmakchim  hardy  and  adventurous; 
And  not  stand  putting  in  one  foot,  and  shiver. 
And  then  draw  t’other  after,  like  a quake- 
buttock  ; 

Well  he  may  make  a padler  in  the  world. 
From  hand  to  mouth,  but  never  a brave  swim- 
mer, 

Dome  up  by  th’  chin,  as  I bore  up  myself, 
With  my  strong  industry  that  never  fail’d  me ; 
For  he  that  lies  borne  up  with  patrimonies, 
Looks  like  a long  great  ass  that  swims  with 
bladders: 

Come  hut  one  prick  of  adverse  fortune  to  him, 
He  sinks,  because  lie  never  tried  to  swim, 

When 
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When  wit  plays  with  the  billows  thatchoak’d 
him.  [sir, 

Witty.  Why,  is  it  not  a fashion  for  a father, 
Out  of  his  yearly  thousands  to  allow 
His  only  son  a competent  brace  of  hundreds, 
Or  such  a toy  ? 

Oldc.  Yes;  if  he  mean  to  spoil  him, 

Or  mar  his  wits,  lie  may,  but  never  1.  [stant ; 
This  is  my  humour,  sir,  which  you’ll  find  con- 
I love  wit  so  well,  because  l liv’d  by't,  that  I’ll 
Give  no  man  power  out  of  my  means  to  hurt  it, 
And  that’s  a kind  of  gratitude  to  my  raiser. 
Which  great  ones  often  forget.  I admire 
much 

This  age’s  dullness ! When  I scarce  writ  man. 
The  first  degree  that  e’er  I took  in  thriving, 

I lay  intelligencer  close  for  wenching : 

Could  give  this  lord  or  knight  a true  certificate 
Of  all  the  maidenheads  extant ; how  many  lay 
’Mongst  chambermaids,  how  many  ’mongst 
exchange  wenches 

rfho’  never  many  there,  I must  confess, 
They  have  a trick  to  otter  ware  so  fast) ; 

1 knew  which  lady  tiad  a mind  to  fail, 
Which  gentlewoman  new  divorc'd,  which 
tradesman  breaking, 

The  price  of  every  sinner  to  a hair. 

And  w here  to  raise  each  price ; which  were 
the  termers  [gowns, 

That  would  give  velvet  petticoats,  tissue 
Which  pieces,  angels,  suppers,  and  half- 
crowns: 

I knew  how  to  match,  and  make  my  market ; 
Could  give  intelligence  where  the  pox  lay  lege, 
And  then  to  sec  the  lechers  shift  a point 
Twas  sport  and  prolit  too ; how  they  would 
shun  [luily, 

Their  ador’d  mistress’ chambers,  and  run  fear- 
Like  rais  from  burning  houses;  so  brought  I 
IViy  clients  o’ tike  game  still  safe  together, 
And  noble  gamesters  lov’d  me,  and  I felt  it. 
Give  me  a man  that  lives  by  his  wits,  say  I, 
A nd’s  never  left  a groat ! there’s  the  true  gal- 
lant. 

When  I grew  somewhat  pursy,  T grew  then 
In  men’s  opinions  too,  and  confidences ; 
They  put  things  call’d  executorships  upon  me. 
The  charge  of  orphans,  little  senseless  crea- 
tures, [fcJunakers, 

Whom  iu  their  childhoods  I bound  forth  to 
To  make  ’em  lose,  and  work  away  their  gen- 
try, [tom, 

Disguise  their  tender  natures  with  hnrd  cus- 
£>o  wrought  ’em  out  in  time;  there  I rose  un- 
gently. 

Nor  do  I fear  to  discourse  this  unto  thee; 
I’m  arm’d  at  all  points  against  treachery, 

I hold  my  humour  firm ; if  I can  see  thee 
thrive  by  [courage 

Thy  wits  wliile  I live,  I shall  have  the  more 
To  trust  thee  with  my  lauds  when  I die ; if  not, 


[Act  1. 

The  next  best  wit  I can  heat*  of,  carries ’em : 
For  since  in  my  time  and  knowledge  so  many 
rich  children 

Of  the  city  conclude  in  beggary,  I’d  rather 
Make  a wise  stranger  my  executor 
Than  a foolish  son  my  heir,  and  have  ray 
lands  call’d  after  [nature. 

My  wit  than  after  my  name;  and  that's  my 
Witty.  vTis  a strange  harsh  one  ! Must  I 
still  shift  then? 

1 come,  brave  cheats  I once  to  my  trade  again! 
And  I’ll  ply’t  harder  now  than  e’er  I did  forV. 
You'll  part  with  nothing  then,  sir? 

Oldc.  Not  a jot,  sir.  [go,  sir, 

Witty.  If  1 should  ask  you  blessing  ere  I 
I think  you  would  not  give’t  me. 

Oldc.  Let  tne  but  hear  thou  liv’st  by  thy 
wits  once,  [mine  else! 

Thou  shalt  have  any  thins;  thou’rt  none  of 
Then  why  should  I lake  care  for  thee? 
Witty.  Thank  your  bounty ! [Exit. 

Oidc.  So  wealth  love  me,  and  long  life,  I 
beseech  it, 

As  1 do  love  the  man  that  lives  by  hii  wits, 
Ue  comes  so  near  my  nature  ! I’m  grown  old 
now. 

And  even  arriv’d  at  my  last  cheat,  I fear  me; 
But  'tw  ill  make  shift  to  bury  me,  bv  day- 
light too. 

And  discharge  all  my  legacies,  ’tis  so  wealthy, 
And  never  trouble  any  interest  money. 

I’ve  a niece  to  wed,  over  whose  steps 
I have  plac’d  a trusty  watchful  guardianess, 
For  fear  some  poor  earl  steal  her  (’thas  been 
threaten'd)  fon't; 

To  redeem  mortgag’d  land,  but  he  shall  miss 
To  prevent  which,  I have  sought  out  a match 
for  her, 

Fop  of  Fop-IIall  he  writes  himself,  (I  take  it, 
The  ancient ’st  fop  in  Englaud  j with  whom  I've 
privately 

Compounded  for  the  third  part  of  her  portion, 
Enter  Sir  Gregory  Fop  and  Cunningham. 
And  She  seems  pleas’d;  so  two  parts  rest  with 
me. — [he,  sir? 

He’s  come.  Sir  Gregory,  welcome!  What’s 
Greg.  Young  Cunningham,  aNorfolkgen- 
tleinan, 

One  that  has  liv’d  upon  the  fops,  my  kindred, 
Ever  since  my  remembrance.  He’s  a wit  in- 
deed. 

And  we  all  strive  to  have  him  ; nay  'tis  certain 
Some  of  our  nuine  have  gone  to  law  for  iiira. 
Now  'tis  my  turn  to  keep  him;  and  indeed 
lie’s  plaguy  chargeable,  as  all  your  wits  are: 
But  l will  give  him  over  when  I list; 

1 ha’  us  d wits  so  before. 

Oldc.  1 hope  when  you’re  married,  sir, 
You’ll  shake  him  otf. 

Greg.  Why,  what  do  you  take  me  to  be, 


' Than  ter  l did  for’t.]  Sympson  reads. 
Than  e’er  1 did  before. 


fi\d 
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Art  I.) 

Old  fHthcr-i'-law  that  shall  be"?  Do  you 
think 

I'll  have  any  of  the  wits  hang  upon  rac  after 
I am  married  once  ? 

None  of  my  kindred  ever  had  before  me. 

But  where’s  this  niece?  Is  it  a fashion  flier  ? 
In  London  to  marry  a woman,  and  never  see 
Oldc.  Excuse  the  niceness,  sir!  that  care’s 
your  friend ; [seen  her : 

Perhaps,  had  she  been  seen,  you  had  never 
There's  many  a spent  thing,  call’d  Ant  like 
your  honour,  [a  countess, 

That  lies  in  wait  for  her:  at  first  snap  she's 
Drawn  with  six  mares  thro'  Fleet- street,  and 
a coachman  [tucks. — 

Sitting  bareheaded  to  their  Flanders  but- 
Tbis  whets  him  oil. 

dreg.  Pray  let's  clap  up  the  business,  sir! 
I long  to  see  her.  Are  you  sure  you  h ve  her  ? 
Is  she  not  there  already  ? Hark,  hark,  oh, 
hark  ! 

Oldc.  I low  now  ? what’s  that,  sir? 
dreg.  Every  canuch  goes  by, 

Goes  ev’n  to  th’  heart  of  me. 

Oldc.  I’ll  have  that  doubt  cas'd,  sir, 
Instautly  eas'd,  sir  Gregory:  and,  now  I 
think  ou’t,  [there; 

A tov  comes  i'  my  mind,  seeing  your  friend 
We’ll  have  a little  sport,  give  you  but  way 
to’t,  [ciously ! 

A nd  put  a trick  upon  her;  I love  wit  pre- 
You  shall  not  be  seen  yet ; we’ll  stale  your 
friend  first,  [masque]. 

IPt  please  but  him  to  stand  for  th*  anti- 
Greg.  Pho,  he  shall  stand  for  any  thing 
(why  his  supper  [else. 

Lies  i'  my  breeches  here);  I'll  make  him  fast 
0 hie.  Then  come  you  forth  more  unex- 
pectedly, 

The  masque  itself,  a thousand  n-year  jointure: 
The  cloud,  your  friend,  will  be  then  drawn 
away, 

And  only  you  the  beauty  of  the  play. 
dreg.  For  red  aud  black,  I’ll  put  down 
all  your  fullers ; 

let  hut  vour  niece  bring  white,  and  we  have 
three  colours.  [Erit  Gregor  if. 

Oldc.  I’m  given  to  understand  you  are  a 
wit,  sir.  [favor  to,  sir. 

Cunn.  Pm  one  that  fortune  shews  small 
Oldc.  \V  by,  there  you  conclude  it,  whether 
you  will  or  no,  sir. 

To  tell  you  truth,  I’m  taken  with  a wit. 

Gunn.  Fowlers  catch  woodcocks  so;  let 
not  them  know  so  much ! 


Oldc.  A pestilence  maiard ! a duke  Hum- 
phrey spark, 

11*  had  rather  lose  his  dinner  than  his  jest! — 
I say,  I love  a wit  the  best  of  all  tilings. 
Cunn.  Always  except  yourself. 

Oldc.  IF  has  giv’n’t  me  twice  now 

Enter  Niece  and  Guardianess. 

All  with  a breath,  I thank  him!  But  that  I 
love  a wit, 

I should  be  heartily  angry.  Cuds,  my  niece ! 
Y’ou  know  the  business  with  her? 

Cunn.  With  a woman? 

*Tis  ev’n  the  very  same  it  was,  I’m  sure, 

Five  thousand  years  ago,  no  fool  can  miss  it. 

Oldc.  This  is  the  gentleman  I promis'd, 
To  present  to  your  affection.  [niece, 

Cunn.  Ware  that  arrow!  [liking. 

OUc.  Deliver  me  the  truth  now  of  your 
Cunn.  I’m  spoil’d  already;  that  such  poor 
lean  game 

Should  be  found  out  as  I am ! 

Oldc.  Go,  set  to  her,  sir. — Ha,  ha,  ha! 
Cunn.  How  noble  is  this  virtue  iu  you,  lady! 
Your  eye  may  seem  to  commit  a thousand 
slaughters 

On  your  dull  servants,  which  truly  tasted 
Conclude  all  in  comforts. 

Oldc.  Pho! 

Niece.  It  rather  shews 
What  a true  worth  can  make,  such  as  yours  is. 
Oldc.  And  that’s  not  worth  a groat. — How 
like  you  him,  niece? 

Niece.  It  shall  appear  how  well,  sir  : I 
humbly  thank  you  for  him.  [well,  i’fuith. 
Oldc.  llai  ha ! good  gullcry ! lie  does  it 
'Slight,  as  if  he  meant  to  purchase  Lip-land 
Hold,  hold  l hear  off,  I say  ! [there: 

'slid,  your  part  hangs  too  loug. 

Cuiin.  My  joys  are  mockeries. 

Niece.  You’ve  both  express’d  a worthy  care 
ami  love,  sir : 

Had  mine  own  eye  been  set  at  liberty  [sir), 
To  make  a publick  choice  (believe  my  truth, 
It  could  not  ha’  done  better  for  ray  heart 
Than  your  good  providence  has. 

Oldc.  You  will  say  so  then ! [hard  ; 

Alas,  sweet  niece,  all  this  is  but  the  scab- 
Now  I draw  forth  the  weapon. 

Niece.  How ! 

Oldc.  Sir  Gregory ! 

Approach,  tiiou  lad  of  thousands ! 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

Greg.  Who  calls  me  ? 


5 Old  father- i’-law  (h  it  shall  be.]  But  that  *tis  plain  he  never  could  be.  The  mistaking  of 
ouc  lettiT  for  another  is  very  usual ; hut  hnre  the  editor  has  made  a greater  slip,  and  haa 
changed  one  word  for  another  U»clc-ii:-lav  is  what  sir  Gregory  designs  to  call  him.  So  in 
this  act  a little  lower,  the  old  knight  says  to  sir  Gregory, 

Tush,  nephew,  I’ll  call  you  so,— — 

And  in  act  the  third  sir  Gregory  says  to  him, 

It's  as  hue  a noise,  ur.clc,  as  heart  can  wish.  Sympson. 

We  believe  the  text  genuine,  and  the  slip  perhaps  intentional. 

1 Anti-mask.]  This,  I believe,  properly  menus  a masque  of  anticks.  Whalhy. 

Aiece. 
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Niece.  What  motion's  this?  the  model  of 
N ineveh4  ? 

Oldc.  Accost  her  daintily  now,  let  me  ad- 
vise thee ! [on  you. 

Greg.  I was  advis’d  to  bestow  dainty  cost 
Niece.  You  were  ill-ad  vis’d;  buck,  and 
take  better  counsel  l [cost 

You  may  have  good  for  an  angel : the  least 
You  can  bestow  upon  a woman,  sir, 

Trebles  ten  counsellors’  fees ; in  lady-ware, 
You’re  over  liead  and  ears,  ere  you  be  aware. 
Faith,  keep  a batchelor  still,  and  go  to  bowls, 
sir,  [save,  sir ! 

Follow  your  mistress  there,  and  prick  and 
For  other  mistresses  will  make  you  a slave, 
sir. 

Greg.  So,  so  I I have  my  lerrepoop  already. 
Oldc.  Why,  how  now,  niece?  this  is  the 
mau,  I tell  you ! [but  mock; 

Niece . He?  hung  him!  Sir,  I know  you  do 
This  is  the  man,  you  would  say. 

Oldc . The  devil  rides,  1 think  ! 

Cunn.  I must  use  cunning  here,  [respect! 
Oldc.  Make  me  not  tnad ! use  him  with  all 
This  is  the  man,  I swear.  [that ! 

Niece.  'Would  you  could  persuade  me  to 
Alas,  you  cannot  go  beyond  me,  uncle : 

You  carry  a jest  well,  I must  confess, 

For  a mail  of  your  years;  but — 

Oldc.  I’m  wrought  beside  myself! 

Cunn.  [to  the  G uardiancss]  I ne’er  beheld 
Comeliness  ’till  this  minute. 

Guard.  Oh,  good  sweet  sir,  [woman  ! 
pray  offer  not  these  words  to  an  old  gentle- 
Nicee.  Sir ! [ceeds  thee. 

Cunn.  Away,  fifteen  ! here’s  hfty-one  ex- 
Nicce.  What’s  the  business? 

Cunn.  Give  me  these  motherly  creatures! 
Come,  ne’er  smother  it; 

I know  you  are  a teeming  woman  yet. 

Guard.  Troth,  a young  gentleman  might 
do  much,  1 think,  sir. 

Cunn.  Go  to  then.  [were  ingrateful. 
Guard.  And  I should  play  iny  part,  or  I 
Niece.  Can  you  so  soon  neglect  me  ? 
Cunn.  Hence!  I’m  busy,  [pudent  baggage, 
Oldc.  This  cross  point  came  in  luckily.  Im- 
Iiang  from  the  gentleman  ! art  thou  not 
To  be  a widow’s  bmd’rnnce  ? [asham’d 
Cunn.  Are  you  angrv,  sir?  [shall  desire 
Oldc.  You’re  welcome!  pray  court  on:  I 
Your  honest  wise  acquaintance.  Vex  me  not. 
After  my  care  and  pains  to  find  a watch  for 
thee, 

Lest  I confine  thy  life  to  some  out-ebamber, 
Where  thou  shalt  waste  the  sweetness  of  thy 
youth, 

Likt*  a consuming  light  in  her  own  socket. 
And  not  allow’d  a male-crcature  about  thee! 

W- 


[Aci  f. 

A very  monkey,  thy  necessity  [sweeper 
Shall  prize  at  a thousand  pound ; a clumney- 
At  fifteen  hundred. 

Niece.  But  are  you  serious,  uncle  ? 

Oldc.  Serious.  [man 

Niece.  Pray  let  me  look  upon  the  gentle- 
With  more  heed!  then  I did  but  burn  him 
over  [sheets. 

In  haste,  good  faith,  as  lawyers  chancery 
Beshrcw  my  blood,  a tolerable  man, 

Now  I distinctly  read  him  ! 

Greg.  Hutu,  hum,  hum ! [good  pitch; 
Niece.  Say  lie  be  black,  he’s  of  a very 
Well-onkled,  two  good  confident  calves,  they 
look 

As  if  they  would  not  shrink  at  the  ninth  child; 
The  redness  in  the  face — why,  that’s  in 
fashion, 

Most  of  your  high  bloods  have  it;  ’tis  a sign 
Of  greatness,  marry; 

Tis  to  be  taken  down  too  with  May-butter; 
I’ll  send  to  my  lady  Spend-tail  for  her  medi- 
cine. 

Greg . Luin  te  dum,  dum,  dum,  de  dum ! 
Niece.  He’s  qualified  too,  believe  me. 
Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  de  dum,  de  duui ! 
Niece.  Where  was  my  judgment?  [tc  dum! 
Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  dura,  dum,  tc  dura, 
Niece . Perfection’s  cover’d  mess. 

Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  te  dum,  te  dura!  [sir, 
Niece.  It  smokes  apparently.  Pardon, sweet 
The  error  of  ray  sex ! 

Oldc.  Why,  well  said,  niece  ! [sir- 

Upon  submission,  you  must  pardon  her  now, 
Greg.  I’ll  do  it  by  course : do  you  thinV 
I’m  an  ass,  knight  ? [seal-office. 

Here’s  first  my  hand  ; now  it  goes  to  the 
Oldc.  Formally  finish'd ! llow  goes  this 
suit  forward?  [mind,  sir; 

Cunn.  I’m  taking  measure  of  the  widow’s 
I hope  to  fit  her  heart. 

Guard.  Who  would  have  dreamt  [nutes! 
Of  a young  morsel  now  ? Things  come  in  mi- 
Grrg.  Trust  him  not,  widow;  he’s  a 
younger  brother,  [nothing. 

He’ll  swear  and  lie;  believe  me,  he’s  worth 
Guard.  He  brings  more  content  to  a wo- 
man with  that  nothing,  [any  tiling ; 

Than  he  that  brings  his  thousands  without 
We  have  precedents  for  that  amongst  great 
ladies.  [be  in  fashion 

Oldc.  Come,  come!  no  language  now  shall 
But  your  love-phrase,  the  bell  to  procreation. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Ruinous  Gentry , Wittypatc,  and 
Prise  ian. 

Witty.  Pox,  there’s  uotliing  putsme  besides 
my  wits, 


4 The  model  of  Nineveh.]  The  model  of  Nineveh  appears  to  have  been  a puppet-show  in 
great  repute  in  the  time  ot  our  authors.  It  is  mentioned  in  the  old  comedy  of  Every  Woman 
in  her  Humour,  1609,  quarto,  signature  H.  * I have  seen  the  city  of  new  Nineveh,  and  Jo* 
4 bus  Czcsar,  acted  by  inamroetl/  It  is  also  taken  notice  of  by  Ben  Jenson  in  his  Bartholo- 
mew-Fair, act  v.  scene  1. 

But 
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Act  I.] 

But  this  fourth,  this  lay  illiterate  share; 
There’s  no  conscience  iift. 

Ruin.  Sir,  it  has  ever  been  so  [where  I am. 
Where  I have  practis’d,  and  roust  be  still 
Nor  has  it  been  undeserv’d  at  the  year’s  end, 
And  shuffle  the  almanack  together,  vacations 
And  term-times,  one  with  another;  tho’  1 
say’t. 

My  wife  is  n woman  of  a good  spirit; 

Then  it  is  no  lav-share. 

Priss  Faith,  for  this  five  year, 

Ego  possum  profan  e,  I have  hmj 
A hungry  penurious  share  with  ’em, 

And  she  has  had  as  much  as  I always. 

Witty.  Present,  or  not  present? 

Prig.  Resident  ail t non  residens,  perfidcmt 
Witty.  And  what  precedent’s  this  for  me? 
because 

Your  hie  A lute , Iv.rpis  and  qui  mihi 
Viscipulus  brains  (tliat  never  got  any  thing 
But  by  accidence  and  uncertainty) 

Did  allow  it,  therefore  I must,  that  have 
grounded 

Conclusions  of  wit,  hereditary  rules 
From  my  father,  to  get  by  ? 

Ruin.  Sir,  be  compendious; 

Either  take  or  refuse:  I will  'bate  no  token 
Of  my  wife’s  share;  make  even  the  last  reck- 
onings. 

And  cither  so  unife,  or  here  divide  company. 
Pris.  A good  resolution,  prqfecto ! let 
every  man 

Beg  his  own  way,  and  happy  man  be  his  dole! 
Witty.  Well,  here’s  your  double  share,  and 
single  brains, 

Poly  nd i pul,  here’s  toward ; a castor  eCastor  for 
you ! 

I will  endure  it  a fortnight  longer,  but 
By  these  iust  five  ends — 

Prig.  Take  heed  ! tive’s  odd  5 
Put  both  hands  together  or  severally. 

They  arc  all  odd  unjust  ends. 

Witty.  Alcdiutjidius,  hold  your  tongue ! 

I depose  you  from  half  a 3hare  presently  else: 
I will  make  you  a participle,  and  decline  you; 

now  [junction 

You  understand  inc!  Be  you  a quiet  con- 
Atnongst  the  underlined  ; you  and  your  Latin 
Ends  shall  go  shift,  solus  cum  solo,  together 
else; 

And  then  if  ever  they  get  ends  of  gold 
And  silver,  enough  to  serve  that  gerundine 
maw  of  yours,  [stantly — 

That  without  do  will  end  in  di  and  dam  in- 
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Enter  Ohlcraft  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Ruin.  Enough,  enough!  Here  comes  com- 
pany ! we  lose 

Five  shares  in  wrangling  about  one. 

Witty.  My  father?  Put  on,  Priscian! 
lie  lias  Latin  fragments  too;  but  I fear  him 
f not!  [relieve. 

I’ll  case  my  face  with  a little  more  hair,  mid 
O Idc.  Tush,  nephew  ! I’ll  call  you  so,  for 
if  there  be 

No  other  obstacles  than  those  you  .-peak  of. 
They  are  but  powder  charges  without  pellets; 
You  may  safely  front  ’em,  and  warrant  vour 
own  danger.  {sir: 

Greg.  o other  that  I can  perceive,  iutilh. 
For  I put  her  to’t,  anti  felt  lierus  far  as  I could; 
And  the  strongest  repulse  was,  she  suid. 

She  would  have  a little  soldier  in  me, 

That,  if  need  w ere,  I should  defend  her  re* 
nutation. 

Oldc.  And  surely,  sir,  that  is  a principle 
Amongst  your  principal  ladies:  tliey  require 
valour 

Either  in  a friend  or  a husband. 

Grig . And  I allow 

Their  requests  iYaith,  as  well  as  any  woman V 
Heart  can  desire  : if  I knew  where  to  get 
Valour,  I would  as  willingly  entertain  it 
As  any  man  that  blows. 

Oldc.  Brent  lies,  breathes,  sir;  that’s  the 
sweeter  phrase.  [tin  iii 

Greg.  Blows  for  a soldier,  iYaith,  sir  ! and 
Practice  that  way. 

Oldc.  For  a soldier;  I grant  it. 

Greg.  'Slid!  [too. 

I’ll  swallow  some  bullets,  ami  good  round  «nc$ 
But  I’ll  have  a little  soldier  ui  ine. 

Ruin.  Will  you  on  and  beg. 

Or  steal  and  be  bang’d  ? 

Greg.  A ml  some  scholar  she  would  hare 
me  besides.  [quality 

Oldc.  Tush,  tliat  shall  be  no  bar5 ; it  is  a 
Iu  n gentleman,  but  of  the  least  question. 
Pris.  Sale  etc,  domini  btntgnissimi,  muni" 
ficcntis&imi  1 

Oldc.  Sulvete  diets  ad  nos  ? jubro  te  salve  re  / 
Nny,  sir,  we  have  Latin,  and  other  metal  in 
us  loo,  sir. 

You  shall  see  me  talk  with  this  fellow  now. 

Grig.  1 could  find  in  my  heart  to  talk  with 
If  I could  understand  him.  [him  too, 

Pris.  Charissiati6, 

Doctissimique , domini,  tx  alundantia 


5 Greg.  And  some  scholar  she  would  have  me  besides, 

Tush,  Ihut  shall  be  no  bar,  &c.J  The  impropriety  of  making  sir  Gregory  both  tel!  the 
tale  and  give  tlie  answer,  inclined  me  to  prefix  Oldcrqft  before  Tush,  that  shall ,&c.  Sympson. 

6 Pris.  Charissimi,  doctissimique,  domini,  ex  abunduntia  » 

Charitutis  reslra  estate  propitii  in  me  jejunum 

Miser  urn.  J Clur'mimi  1 prefer  to  charmbni . Jejunum  too  T can  by  no 
means  approve,  tho’  sense,  because  it  is  only  an  arbitrary  reading  of  the  editor  of  the  copy 
of  1679.  That  of  16  17,  represents  the  passage  thus;  estate  propitii  in  me  juotnem,  which, 
tho'  not  sense,  because  not  Latin,  will  yet  be  tlie  hand-maid  to  lead  us  to  wbui  might  very 
possibly  have  been  .lie  original  reading;  and  taut  with  no  more  trouble  than  turning 01  an  n 
into  a u — piupitu  4 a me  juveuem.  Sympson. 

VOX.  III.  l'p  ChumulU 
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Charitutis  restra estote  propitii  in  mejuvenem 
JMicerum , pcuptrttn,  fy  Omni  consolatione  cxu- 
lan!  [but  1'U  to  him  again. 

Oldc.  A pretty  scholar,  bv  my  faith,  sir! 
Greg*  Docs  he  beg  or  steal  in  this  language, 
can  you  tell,  sir? 

He  may  take  away  my  good  name  from  me, 
And  I ne'er  the  wiser. 

Oldc.  He  begs,  he  begs,  sir. 

Frit.  Ecce , ttce,  in  oculu  lachrymarumfln- 
men!  in  ore  [pudentia; 

Fames  sitisque ; ignis  in  zultv,  pudor  4'  *m- 
In  omni  purtt  necessitas  4 indigentia. 

Oldc.  Audi  tu  bonus  sociut ; tu  cs  scholas- 
tic us,  sic  inielligo , 

F.go  faciam  argumentum. 

Mara  now,  sir,  now  1 fetch  him  up ! 

Greg.  I've  been  fetch’d  up  a hundred  limes 
for  this; 

Yet  I could  never  learn  half  so  much. 

Oldc.  Audi , 4”  responde ; hoc  cst  argumcn - 
turn:  Nomen  cst  -p  [nunc, 

Komen — ergo,  quod ext  tibi  nomcn  ? liesponde 
Responde  urg  union  turn  meant. 

Have  I not  put  him  to’t,  sir? 

Greg.  Yes,  sir,  I think  so.  [penn’d  speech, 
Witty.  Step  in!  the  rascal  is  put  out  of  his 
And  he  can  go  no  further. 

Oldc.  Cur  nun  respondcs  ? 

Frit.  O dominr,  tunta  men  est  miseria — 
Willy.  So ! he’s  almost  in  again. 

Pris.  Ut  nocte  nice  urn  pcrnoctct  c gestus, 
luce  quotidie 

Paupcrtan  habitet.  [ responde 

Oldc.  Sedquod  est  tibi  nomcn  ? 4'  quisdedit? 
Argumentum* 

Pris.  llem,  hem! 

Witty.  He’s  dry;  he  hems:  on  quickly! 
jR uin.  Courteous  gentlemen,  [tensive 

If  the  brow  of  a rnililury  face  may  not  be  of- 
To  your  generous  eye-balls,  let  his  wounds 
speak  better  than  lus  words,  [planted 

For  some  branch  or  small  sprig  of  chanty  to  be 
Upon  this  poor  barren  soil  of  a soldier. 

Oldc.  How  now  ! what,  anns  and  arts  both 
go  a-begging  ? 

Ruin.  Such  is  the  post-progress  of  cold 
charity  now  a-days,  [so  swift  a motion 
Who  (for  heat  to  her  frigid  limbs)  passes  in 
That  two  at  the  least  bad  need  be  to  stay  her. 
Greg.  Sir,  let’s  reward  'em,  I pray  you; 
and  be  gone ! 

If  any  quarrel  should  arise  amongst  us, 

I am  able  to  answer  neither  of  them;  his  iron 
And  steel  tongue  is  os  hard  us  t’other’s  Latin 
one. 


[Act  1. 

Oldc.  Stay,  stay,  sir!  I will  talk  a little  with 
him  first: 

Let  me  alone  with  both!  I will  try  whetlter 
they  [love. — 

Live  by  their  wits  or  no;  for  such  a man  I 
And,  what,  you  both  beg  together  then? 
Frig.  Conjunctis  omnibus,  prafecto,  domine. 
Ruin.  With  equal  for*  nes,  equal  distribu- 
tion ; [even 

There’s  not  the  breadth  of  a sword’s  point  un- 
lit our  division. 

Greg.  What  two  qualities 
Are  here  cast  away  upon  two  poor  fellows! 
If  a man  had  ’em  that  could  maintain  ’em, 
wliat 

A double  man  werethat!  If  these  two  fellows 
Might  be  bought  and  sodden,  and  boil’d  to  a 

jelly, 

And  eaten  fasting  erery  morning,  I do  not 
Think  but  a mau  should  find  strange  things 
in  his  stomach. 

Oldc.  Come,  sir, join yourclmrity  with  mine, 
And  we’ll  make  up  a couple  of  peuce  betwixt 
us.  [for  his  peony, 

Greg.  If  a man  could  have  a pennyworth 
I would  bestow  more  money  with  ’em. 

Witty.  Save  you,  gentlemen!  How  now? 
What,  are  you  encounter’d  here?  What  fel- 
lows are  these?  [a  pair 

Oldc.  Faith,  sir,  here’s  Mars  and  ^lercurv; 
Of  poor  planets,  it  seems,  that  Jupiter 
Has  turn’d  out  to  live  bv  their  wits,  and  we 
About  a little  spark  of  charity  [are  e’en 
To  kindle  ’em  a new  fire. 

Witty.  Stay,  pray  you  stay,  sir! 

You  may  abuse  your  charity,  nay,  make 
That  goodness  in  you  no  better  than  a vice: 
So  many  deceivers  walk  in  these  shadows 
now-a-days, 

That  certainly  vonr  bounties  were  better  spilt, 
T han  reserv’d  to  so  lewd  and  vicious  uses. — 
Which  is  be  that  prufesses  the  soldier? 
Ruin.  He  that  professes  % is  own  profes- 
sion, sir, 

And  the  dangerou^life  he  hath  led  in  it 
This  pair  of  half-score  years. 

Witty.  In  what  services  have  you  been, sir? 
Ruin.  The  first  that  flesh’d  me  a soldier,  sir, 
Was  that  greatTbattle  ut  Alcazar,  in  Barhary, 
Where  the  noble  English  Stukeley  fell7,  and 
where 

That  royal  Portugal  Sebastian  ended 
llis  untimely  days. 

W itty.  A re  you  sure  Sebastian  died  there  ? 
Ruin.  Faith,  sir,  there  was  some  other  ru- 
mour hop’d 


7 The  great  battle  at  Alcazar  in  Barbary , rchcre  the  noble  English  Stukeley  fell , and  a here 
that  royal  Portugal  Sebastian,  4 r 1 The  battle  of  Alcazar  was  fought  in  August,  157U.  Don 
Si  bastiun , one  of  the  kings  who  ttll  in  that  engagement,  being  not  found  after  the  battle,  was 
fora  long  time  supposed  to  have  escaped,  and  reported  to  be  living  in  several  difl'erent 
countries. — Of  Stukeley , who  appears  to  have  been  a dissolute  Englishman,  born  in  Devon- 
shire, a volunteer  in  that  battle,  after  having  dissipated  his  property,  an  account  may  be  seen 
in  an  old  ballad  published  in  Evans's  collection,  1777,  vol.  ii.  p.  103.  See  also  an  old  play, 
entitled,  The  Battle  of  Alcazar,  with  the  death  of  Captaiu  Stukeley,  4to.  1594.  R. 
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Act  1.J 

Amongst  us®,  that  he,  wounded,  escap’d, 
and  touch’d  [country  at  home 

On  his  ndtive  shore  again;  where  finding  his 
More  distress’d  by  the  invasion  of  the  Spaniard, 
Than  his  loss  abroad,  forsook  it,  still  sup- 
porting 

A miser, chic  and  unfortunate  life, 

Which  where  he  ended  is  yet  uncertain. 

With/.  By  my  faith,  sir, 

He  speaks  t he  nearest  fame  of  truth  in  this. 
Ruin.  Smce,  sir,  I serv’d  in  France,  the 
Low  Countries,  [port9, 

Lastly,  at  that  memorable  skirmish  at  New- 
Where  the  forward  and  bold  Scot  there  spent 
his  life 

So  freely,  that  from  every  single  heart 
That  there  fell,  came  home,  from  his  re- 
solution, 

A double  honour  to  his  country. 

Witty.  This 

Should  be  no  counterfeit,  sir. 

Oldc.  I do  not  think  he  is,  sir. 

Witty.  But,  sir,  metliinks  you  do  not 
shew  the  marks 

Of  a soldier : could  you  so  freely  scape, 

That  you  brought  home  no  scars  to  be  your 
chronicle  ? [in  those  parts 

Ruin.  Sir,  I have  wounds,  and  many ; but 
Where  nature  and  humanity  bids  me  shame 
To  publish. 

nitty.  A good  soldier  cannot  want 
Those  badges. 

Greg.  Now  am  not  I of  your  mind 
In  that ; for  I hold  him  the  best  soldier 
That  scapes  best:  always  at  a mock-fencing10 
I give  him  the  best  that  has  the  fewest  knocks. 
Witty.  Nay,  I’ll  have  a boot  with  your 
scholar,  too.  To  ask  you 
Why  you  should  be  poor,  yet  richly  learn'd, 
Were  no  question,  at  least,  you  can  easily 
answer  it ; [serve 

But  whether  you  have  learning  enough  to  de- 
Tobe  poor  or  no  (since  poverty  is  commonly 
The  meed  of  learning)  is  yet  to  be  tried : 

^ou  have  the  languages?  1 mean  the  chief, 
As  the  Hebrew,  Syriac,  Greek,  Latin,  6cc. 
Pris.  Aliquant ulum;  nun  totalitcrtdomine. 
Oldc.  The  Latin  I have  sufficiently  tried 
him  in,  [grounded. 

And  l promise  you,  sir,  he  is  very  well 
Witty.  I will  prove  him  in  some  of  the  rest. 
Tina  miois  fatherois  iste  cock-scomboyY 

lJris.  hay  yonkeron  nigitton  oy  Jouleroi 
asinisoy. 

Witty.  Cheateron  ton  biton ? 


Pris.  Tout  pullout  strikerous,  angelo  to* 
Witty.  Certainly,  sir,  [ peeso. . 

A very  excellent  scliolar  in  die  Greek. 

Oldc.  1 do  note  a wondrous  readiness  in 
Greg.  I do  wonder  [him. 

How  the  Trojans  could  hold  out  ten  yeursr 
siege,  [Achilles- 

As  'tis  reported,  against  the  Greeks : u 
•Spoke  but  this  tongue,  I do  not  think  but  he- 
Might  have  shaken  down  the  walls  in  a 
sevennigbt, 

And  ne’er  troubled  the  wooden  horse. 

Witty.  I will  try  him  so  fur  us  I can  in 
the  Syriac. 

Kir  cum  bragwcn>  shag  a don  mu  dell  mathou, 
Pris.  Hashiigath  rabgabashshobosonoriadka. 
Witty.  Colpack  rubasca , gnawer  them  thig 
shag.  [lashpmcch  no  got  hi. 

Pris.  JS’apshamothem  ribshe  bongomosh 
Witty.  Gentlemen,  I have  done!  any  man, 
that  can, 

Go  further!  I confess  myself  at  a nonplus. 

Greg.  Faith,  not  I, sir;  I was  at  my  furthest 
Tn  my  natural  language ; I was  never  double- 
I thank  uiy  hard  fortune.  [tongu’d, 

Witty,  WeU,  gentlemen, 

H is  pity  (walk  further  oil  a little,  my  friends), 
I say,  ’tis  pity  such  fellows,  so  endow’d, 

So  qualified  w ith  the  gifts  of  nature  and  arts. 
Yet  should  have  such  a scarcity  of  fortune’s 
benefits : 

We  must  blame  our  iron-hearted  age  for  it. 
Oldc.  Tis  pity,  indeed  ; and  our  pity  shall 
speak 

A little  for  ’em:  come,  sir!  here's  my  groat. 
Witty.  A groat,  sir?  oh  fy!  give  nothing 
rather! 

’Twerc  better  you  rail’d  on  ’em  for  begging, 
Aud  so  quit  yourself : I am  a poor  gentleman, 
That  have  little  but  my  wits  to  live  on — 
Oldc.  'froth, 

And  I love  you  the  better,  sir. 

Witty.  Yet  I’ll  begin 
A better  example  than  so  : here,  fellows, 
There’s  betweeu  you ; take  purse  and  all ; 
and  l 

W outd  it  were  heavier  for  your  sakes ! 
There’s  a pair  of  angels  to  guide  you  to  youf 
lodgings, 

A poor  gentleman’s  good  will!  [domincf 
Pris.  G ratios , man  mat  gratias , benignissime 
Okie.  This  is  an  ill  example  for  us,  sir : I 
would 

This  bountiful  gentleman  had  not  come  this 
way  to-day. 


8 Ilop’t  amongst  us.]  Theobald  and  Se^v&rd  would  read,  iiopt  amongst  us. 

9 That  memorable  skirmish , &c.]  This  memorable  skirmish  at  Newport  happened  on  the 
22d  of  July,  1600,  between  prince  Albert  and  prince  Maurice  de  Nassau;  the  former  com- 
mander of  the  Spaniards,  and  the  latter  of  the  forces  of  the  States-geucral.  The  Spaniards 
were  worsted,  and  sustained  the  loss  of  2000  men  killed,  besides  a great  number  taken 
prisoners.  This  battle  is  mentioned  in  several  contemporary  writers;  but  we  do  not  find 
the  least  notice  taken  in  any  of  the  accounts,  of  the  forward  and  bold  Scot)  whose  bravery  is 
here  celebrated  by  our  authors.  R. 

*°  A cock-fencing.  I Corrected  by  Sympson. 
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Grf£.  Poi,  we  must  not  shame  ourselves 
now. 

Sir!  I’ll  give  as  much  as  that  gentleman, 
Tho’  I never  be  soldier  or  scholar  while  I live: 
Here,  friends ; there’s  a piece,  that,  if  he 
were  divided,  [the  love 

"Would  make  a pair  of  angels  for  me  too,  in 
I bear  to  the  sword  and  the  tongues. 

Of(fc.  My  largess  [ This  bounty 

Shall  be  equal  too,  and  much  good  do  you. 
Is  a little  abatement  of  my  wit  tho’,  1 feel  that. 
Ruin.  May  soldiers' ever  defend  such 
charities! 

Fris.  And  scholars  pray  for  their  encrcase ! 
Okie.  Fare  you  well ! [have  made 

Sir,  these  fellows  may  pray  for  you ; you 
The  scholar’s  commons  exceed  to-day.  And, 
a word  with  you,  sir! 

You  said  you  liv’d  by  your  wits;  if  you  use 
This  boupty,  you’ll  beggar  your  wits,  be- 
lieve it.  [it  J this  seed 

Witty.  Oh,  sir,  I hope  to  cncrease  ’em  by 
Never  wants  his  harvest.  Fare  you  well, 
sir!  [Exit. 

Greg.  I think  a man  were  as  good  meet 
with  a reasonable  thief, 

As  an  unreasonable  beggar  sometimes. 

1 could  find  in  my  heart  to  beg  halt  mine 
back  again : 

Can  you  change  my  piece,  my  friends? 

Fris.  Temporn  mutantur , § nos  rnutumur 
in  illis. 

Greg.  My  gold  is  turn’d  into  Latin. 
Re-enter  Wittypote. 

Witty.  Look  you,  good  fellows; 

Here’s  one  round  shilling  more  that  lay 
conceal’d.  [intod image  else. 

Otdc . Sir,  away  ! we  shall  he  drawn  further 
Greg.  A pox  of  the  fool!  he  live  by  his 
wits?  If  his  wits 

Leave  him  any  money,  but  what  he  begs  or 
steals, 

Very  shortly,  I’ll  be  bang’d  for  him. 

[Exit  nith  Greg. 


[Act  2. 

Ruin.  This  breakfast  parcel  was  well 
fetch'd  off,  i’ faith ! [have  better 

Witty,  'lush!  a bye-blow  for  mirth;  we  must 
Purchase  : we  want  a fourth  for  another  pro- 
Tbat  I have  ripen’d.  (ject 

Ruin.  My  wife ; she  shares,  and  can  de- 
serve it.  [masculine? 

Witty.  She  can  change  her  shape,  and  be 
Ruin.  ’Tis  one  of  the  free’st  conditions: 
she  fears  not  [n  gr  »z.er. 

The  crack  of  a pistol ; she  dares  say  stand  to 
Fris.  Probat  urn  Juit,  profecto,  domint. 
Witty.  Good!  then  you,  sir  11a* chas 
Apollo,  shall  he  [to  meet  ui 

Dispatch’d  with  her  share,  and  some  contents, 
To-morrow,  nt  a certain  place  and  tune 
appointed,  (nephew, 

In  the  masculine  gender:  my  fat  tar  has  a 
And  T an  own  cousin,  coming  up  from  die 
university. 

Whom  he  loves  must  indulgently ; 

Kasy  master  Credulous  Oldtraft, 

(For  you  know  what  your  mere  academic  is).  . 
Your  carrier  never  misses  his  hour : he  must 
not 

Be  robb’d,  because  he  1ms  but  little  to  lose; 
But  be  must  join  with  us  in  a device 
That  1 have,  that  shall  roh  my  father  of 
A hundred  pieces,  and  thank  me  to  be  rid 
on’t : [upon  his  profess’d  wit, 

For  there’s  the  ambition  of  mv  wit,  to  live 
That  has  turn’d  me  out  to  live  by  my  wits. 
Prig.*  Cum  hirundihis  alis  tibi  rcgratulor. 
Witty.  A male  habit,  a bag  of  an  hundred 
weight, 

Tho’  it  he  counters,  for  my  alchemy 
Shall  turn  ’em  into  gold  ot  my  father’s ; the 
hour, 

The  place,  the  action  shall  be  at  large  set  down : 
And,  fatlier,  you  shall  know,  that  I put  my 
portion 

To  use,  that  you  have  given  me  to  live  by; 
And  to  confirm  yourself  in  me  renate, 

I hope  you’ll  find  my  wit’s  legitimate! 

’ . r-  [iixfttiif. 


ACT  II. 


Enter  Tjidy  Ruinous  and  Servant. 

Scrv.  IVTAY,  lady! 

^ L.  Ruin.  Put  me  not  in  mind 
on’t,  prithee! 

You  cannot  do  a greater  wrong  to  women  ; 
Kor  in  our  wants, 'tis  the  most  chief  affliction 
To  have  that  name  remember’d;  ’tis  it  title 
That  misery  mocks  us  by,  and  the  world’s 
malice ! [work 

Scorn  and  contempt  have  not  wherewith  to 
On  humble  callings;  they  are  safe,  aud  lie 


Level  with  pity  still,  and  pale  distress 
Is  no  great  stranger  to  ’'em ; but  when  fortune 
Looks  with  a stormy  face  on  our  conditions, 
We  find  affliction  work,  and  envy  f>a>tiine, 
And  our  worst  enemy  then,  that  most  abuses 
us,  [spirit. 

Is  that  we  are  call’d  by,  J^udy.  Oh,  my 
Will  nothing  make  thee  humble?  I’m  well, 
me  thinks. 

And  can  hve^uict  with  my  fate  sometimes, 
Until  1 look  into  the  world  again: 

Then  1 begin  to  rave  at  iny  stars’  bitterness, 
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Act  2.] 

To  see  how  many  muckhills  plac’d  above  me; 
Peasants  «iul  drojls",  caruches  full  of  dung- 
hills. 

Whose  very  birth  stinks  in  a generous  nostril, 
Gltstring  by  night  like  glow-worms  thro'  the 
high-streets. 

Hurried  by  torch-light  in  the  footmen’s  hands, 
That  shew  like  running  five-drakes  thro'  the 
city, 

And  I put  to  my  shifts  and  wits  to  live, 
(Nay,  sometimes  danger  too)  on  foot,  on 
horseback, 

And  earn  my  supper  manfully  ere  I get  it: 
Many  a meal  I’ve  purchas’d  at  that  rate, 

Enter  Prise  inn. 

Fed  with  a wound  upon  me,  stamp’d  at  mid- 
Ha!  what  are  you?  ^ [night. 

Pris.  [putts  otj  his  beard.]  Now  you  may 
Ludv ! (tell  yo.urselt, 

L.  Ruin.  Oh,  Mr.  Prisciua  I what’s  the 
project? 

For  you  ne'er  come  without  one. 

Pris.  First,  your  husband,  [wishes, 

Sir  Ruinous  Gentry,  greets  you  with  best 
And  here  has  sent  you  your  full  sliare  by  me 
In  five  cheats  and  two  robberies. 

L.  Rum.  And  what  comes  it  to? 

Pris.  Near  upon  thirteen  pound. 

L.  Ruin.  A goodly  share ! [ney11, 

’Twill  put  a lady  scarce  in  Philip  and  chey- 
With  three  small  bugle  laces,  like  a cJuun- 
llere’s  precious  lifting!  [bermaid: 

Prt*.  ’Las,  you  must  consider,  lady, 

*Tis  but  young  tenu;  attornies  ha*  small  doings 
yet;  [little: 

Then  highway  lawyers,  they  must  needs  ha’ 
We’ve  had  no  great  good  luck,  to  speak  troth, 
beauty,  [lligligate ; 

Since  your  stout  ladyship  parted  from  s at 
Rut  there’s  a fair  hope  now  for  a present 
hundred.  [door. 

Here's  man’s  apparel ! vour  horse  stands  at 
L.  Ruin.  And  what’s  the  virtuous  plot 
Pris.  Marry,  lady,  [now? 

You,  like  a brave  young  gallant,  must  he 
L.  Ruin.  I robb’d  ? [robb’d. 

Pris.  Nay  then — [sir. 

L.  Ruin.  Well,  well,  go  on  ! Let’s  hear, 
Pris.  Here’s  a seal’d  bag  of  a hundred ; 
which  indeed 

Are  counters  all,  only  some  sixteen  groats 
Of  white  money  i'th*  mouth  oat. 

L.  Ruin.  So!  what  saddle  have  I? 

Pris.  Monsieur  Laroon’s  the  Frenchman’s. 
L.  Ruin.  That  again  ? 

You  know  so  well  it  is  not  for  my  stride! 
llow  oft  have  I complain’d  on’t  ? 
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Pris.  You  may  have  Jockey’s  then,  the 
Jittle  Scotch  one. 

You  must  dispatch.  [Erit. 

L.  Ruin.  Pil  soon  be  ready,  sir,  [men 
Before  you  have  shifted  sadil  es.  Many  .vo- 
llave  their  wealth  flow  to  ’em;  1 was  made, 
I sec, 

To  hplp  roy  fortune,  not  iuy  furtime  me. 

[E’.nV. 

Enter  Cunningham. 

Gunn.  My  ways  arc  goblin-led,  and  the 
night-elf 

Still  draws  me  from  my  home;  yet  I follows 
Sure  *ti.s  not  altogether  fabulous, 

Such  hags  do  get  dominion  of  our  tongues; 
So  soon  as  we  sneak,  the  enchantment  binds. 

I have  dissembled  such  a trouble  on  me, 

As  my  best  wits  can  hardly  clear  ugaiu: 
Piping  thro’  this  old  reed,  the  Guardian  ess. 
With  purpose  that  my  harmony  shall  reach 
And  please  the  lady's  ear;  she  stops  below, 
And  echoes  back  my  love  unto  my  lips, 
Persuaded  by  most  violent  arguments 
Of  self-love  in  herself,  1 am  so  self-fool. 

To  dote  upon  her  hundred-wrinkled  face. 

I cojuld  beggar  her  to  accept  the  gifts 
•Slje  would  throw  upon  me;  it  were  charity; 
But  for  pity’s  sake  I will  be  a niggard, 

And  undo  her,  refusing  to  take  from  her. 

I’m  haunted  again!  if  it  take  not  now, 

I’ll  break,  the  spell. 

Enter  Guardi  a ness. 

Guard.  Sweet  Cunningham,  welcome  ! 
What,  a whole  day  absent?  Birds  that  build 
nests 

Have  care  to  keep  ’em. 

Cun  >i.  That  is  granted ; 

But  not  continually  to  sit  upon  ’em,  [sire 
'Less  in  the  youngling  season:  else,  they  de* 
To  fly  abroad,  and  recreate  their  labours;  \ 
Then  they  return  with  fresher  appetite 
To  work  again. 

Guard.  Well,  well,  you’ve  built  a nest 
That  will  stand  all  storms;  you  need  not 
mistrust 

A weather^wreck  : and,  one  day,  it  may  be 
The  youngling  season  too;  then,  1 hope, 
You’il  ne’er  fly  out  of  sight. 

Cum i.  There  will  be  pains 
I see  to  shake  this  bur  otf ! — And,  sweetest. 
Prithee  how  fares  thy  charge  ? has  my  good 
friend, 

Sir  Gregory,  the  countenance  of  a lover  ? 
Guard.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  in  my  mind; 
methinks,  [tool. 

(Setting  his  worship  aside)  he  looks  like  a 


11  Dnv/ls.  1 i.  e.  Drudges , &c.  Sampson. 

11  In  Philip  und  cheynty.  j What  sort  of  stu if  Philip  is,  I don’t  remember  ever  to  have 
heard  or  read  of:  I imagine  the  original  reading  run  thus, 

Philippine  cheyncy, 

which  is  a sort  of  stuff  at  present  in  common  use,  but  goes  now  by  the  appellation  of  hurrah 
teen.  Sympsotu 

Cunn, 
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Cunn.  Nay,  i’faith,  ne’er  divide  his  wor- 
ship from  him  [no 

For  that  small  matter!  fool  and  worship  are 
Such  strangers  uow-a-days.  Byt  my  mean- 
ing 

Has  lie  thy  lady’s  countenance  of  love? 

Looks  she  like  a welcome  on  him  ? plainly, 
Have  they  as  good  hope  of  one  another, 

As,  Cupid  bless  us,  we  have? 

Guard.  Troth,  I know  not; 

I can  perceive  no  forwardness  in  my  charge. 
Hut  I protest  I wish  the  knight 
Better  for  your  sake,  bird. 

Cnnn.  Why,  thanks,  sweet  bird  ! [strong  i 
And  with  my  heart  I wish  that  he  had  as 
And  likely  hope  of  her,  as  thou  hast  of  me. 
Guurd.  Well,  lie  is  like  to  speed  never  the 
worse 

For  that  good  wish.  And  I will  tell  you,  bird, 
(For  secrets  are  not  to  be  kept  betwixt  us 
Mv  charge  thinks  well  of  you.  [two) 

Cunn.  Of  rue?  fur  what?  [heard  her 
G uard.  For  my  sake ; I mean  so : I have 
A hundred  times  say,  since  her  uncle  gave  her 
Tin?  first  bob  about  you,  that  she’d  do  some- 
what 

For  iny  sake,  if  things  went  well  together: 
We’ve  spoke  of  doors  ruid  bolls,  aud  things, 
and  things — 

Co  to!  I’ll  not  tel!  all*3;  but  you’ll  find  some 
Advancement,  for  my  sake,  1 do  believe. 
Cnnn.  Faith,  be  not  sparing;  tell  me! 
Guard.  By  my  lady, 

You  shall  pardon  me  for  that ! it  were  a shame 
If  men  should  hear  all  that  women  speak  bc- 
Thrir  backs  sometimes.  [hind 

Cunn . You  must  give  me  leave  yet 
At  least  to  give  her  thanks. 

Guard.  Nor  chat  neither; 

She  must  not  take  a notice  of  my  blabbing. 

It  is  suiheieut  you  shall  give  me  thanks;  for 
rIis  for  my  sake,  if  she  be  bountiful : 

She  loves  me,  mid  loves  you  too  for  my  sake. 
Cunn.  Iiow  shall  1,  knowing  this,  but  be 
ingrate, 

Not  to  repay  her  with  my  dearest  duty  ? 
Guard.  Ay,  but  you  must  not  know  it;  if 
you  tell 

All  that  I open  to  you,  you’ll  shame  us  both: 
Afar  of)',  you  may  kiss  your  hand,  blush,  or  so. 
But  I’ll  allow  no  nearer  conference,  [now. 
Cunn.  Whoop!  you’ll  be  jealous,  I perceive 
Guurd.  Jealous? 

Why,  there  is  no  true  love  without  it,  bird  ! 

I must  be  jealous  of  thee : but  for  her, 

(Were  it  within  my  duty  to  my  master) 

I durst  trust  her  with  the  strongest  tempter, 


[Act  2. 

And  I dare  swear  her  now  as  pure  a virgin 
As  e’er  was  welcom’d  to  a marriage-bed: 

If  thoughts  may  he  untainted,  hers  are  so. 
Cunn.  And  where’s  the  cause  of  your  fear 
Guard.  Well,  well;  [then? 

When  things  arc  past,  and  the  wedding 
torches 

Lighted  at  matchc •*>  to  kindle  better  fire, 
Then  I’ll  tell  you  more. 

Cunn.  Come,  come,  I see  further, 

That,  if  wc  were  married,  you’d  be  jealous. 
Guurd.  I protest,  I should  a little,  but  not 
of  her : 

It  is  the  married  woman  (if  you  mark  it) 

And  not  the  maid,  that  longs;  the  appetite 
Follows  the  first  taste;  w hen  we  have  relish’d, 
We  wish  cloying ; the  taste  once  pleas’d  be- 
fore, 

Then  our  desire  is  whetted  on  to  more. 

But  I reveal  too  much  to  you,  i’faitli,  bird. 
Cunn.  Not  a whit,  faith,  bird,  betwixt  you 
and  I; 

I am  beholding  for  bettering  of  my  knowledge. 

Guurd.  Nay,  [rul’d; 

You  shall  know  more  of  me,  if  you’ll  be 
But  make  not  tilings  common. 

Cunn.  Ud’so,  your  lady!  [of  this; 

Guard.  Ay,*tis  no  matter;  she’ll  like  well 
Our  familiarity  is  her  conteut. 

Knter  Niece  and  Fompey. 

Niece.  This  present  from  sir  Gregory  ? 
Fompey.  From  my  muster, 

The  worshipful,  right  sir  Gregory  Fop. 
Niece.  A rutf?  And  what  might  be  his 
high  conceit 
In  sending  of  a ruff? 

Fompey.  I think  he  had 
Two  conceits  in’t,  forsooth14,  to  high,  to  low; 
Ruff  high,  because  us  the  raff  does  embrace 
Your  neck  all  day,  so  does  he  desire  to  throw 
His  knightly  arms — 

Niece.  Hut  then  I leave  him  off  a-nighls. 
Fompey.  Why, then  lie  is- ruff  low, a ruilian: 
A bold  adventurous  errant  to  do  auy 
Hough  service  for  his  lady. 

Niece.  A witty  and  unhappy  conceit ! — 
Does  he  meun 

As  he  seems  to  say  unto  that  reverence? 

[ Toward  Cunningham. 
He  does  wooe  her  sure ! 

Fompey.  To  tell  you  truth,  lady,  [it  yet. 
His  conceit  was  far  better  than  I have  blaz’d 
Niece.  Do  you  think  so,  sir  ? 

Fompey.  Nay,  I know  it,  forsooth; 

For  it  wjiS  tWro  days  ere  lie  compass'd  it, 

To  find  a fitting  present  for  your  ladyship: 


13  Go  to , I’ll  tell  you  all.]  Varied  by  Sympson. 

14  He  had  two  conceits  in  if,  forsooth,  too  high,  too  low.l  The  playing  upon  words  here,  I 
imagine  to  have  been  the  conceit  of  some  poor  player.  IF  we  consider  this  passage,  it  will 
be  found  that,  two  conceits , too  high  too  low,  is  nothing  but  souud  without  sense,  and  that 
the  poets  probably  wrote, 

two  conceits,  Cone  high,  Cone  low.  Sympson. 

Sympson’s  conceit  seems  the  strangest  of  the  whole. 

He 
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Act  2.] 

lie  was  sending  once  a very  fine  puppy  to 
you.  . [himself. 

Niece.  And  that  he  would  have  brought 
Pompey.  So  hit  would  indeed  ; but  then 
He  altered  his  device,  and  sent  this  ruff, 
Requesting  withal,  that  whensoever  it  b foul, 
You  (with  vour  own  hands)  would  bestow 
the  starching  of  it. 

Niece.  Else  she  wooes  him  : now  his  eyes 
shout  this  way. — [ Toward  Cunningham. 

And  what  was  the  reason  of  that,  sir? 
Pompey.  There  lies  his  main  conceit,  lady; 
for,  says  he,  [starching 

In  s<;  doing,  she  cannot  chuse  but  in  the 
To  clap  it  often  between  her  hands,  and  so 
She  gives  a great  liking  and  applnuse  to  my 
present ; 

Wiiereas,  if  I should  send  a puppy,  she  ever 
Calls  it  to  her  with  hist,  hiss , hiss,  which  is 
A fearful  disgrace:  he  drew  the  device 
From  n play'5  at  the  Bull,  t'other  day. 

Niece.  Ay  marry,  sir,  this  was  a rich  con- 
ceit indeed.  [for  you,  Indy. 

Pompey.  And  far  fetch’d,  therefore  good 
Guard . How  now  ? which  way  look  you, 
Cunn.  At  the  fool,  bird;  [bird? 

Shull  I not  look  at  the  fool  ? 

Guard.  At  the  fool,  [way. 

And  I here?  what  need  that?  pray  look  this 
Niece.  I’ll  fit  him  aptly!  Either  I’ll  awake 
His  wits  (if  he  have  any)  or  force  him  to  ap- 
pear 

(As  vet  I cannot  think  him)  without  any.— 
Sirrah,  tell  me  one  thing  true, 

That  I shall  ask  you  now:  was  this  device 
Your  master’s  own  ? I doubt  bis  wit  in  it; 

He  is  not  so  ingenious. 

Pom  pep.  His  own, 

I assure  you,  madam. 

Niece.  Nay,  you  must  not  lie.  [with  you 
Pompey . Tint  with  a lady?  I’d  rather  lie 
Than  lie  with  my  master,  by  your  leave, 

In  such  a case  as  this. 

Guard.  Yet  again  your  eye  ? 

Cunn.  The  fool  makes  mirth,  i’faith; 

I’d  hear  some. 

Guard.  Come,  you  shall  bear  none  but  me. 
Niece.  Come  hither,  friend ; nay,  come 
nearer  me ! Did  [wise, 

Thy  master  send  thee  to  me?  He  may  be 
But  did  not  shew  it  much  in  that ; men  some- 
times [least  think  on’t. 

May  wrong  themselves  unawares,  when  they 
Was  Vulcan  ever  so  unwise  to  send  Mars 
To  be  his  spokesman,  when  hewenta-wooing? 
Send  thee?  Hey-ho!  a pretty  rolling  eye! 

Pompey.  1 can  turn  up  thj  white  and  the 
An  need  bo,  forsooth.  [black  too. 

Niece.  Why,  here’s  an  amorous  nose  ! 
Pompey.  You  see  the  worst  of  my  nose, 
Niece . A cheek  ! [forsooth. 


How  I could  put  it  now  in  dalliance'6  ! 

A pair  of  lips ! Oh,  that  we  were  unev’d ! 

I could  suck  sugar  from  ’em;  what  u heard  is 
here!  ^ [stamp 

When  will  the  knight  thy  master  have  such  a 
Of  manhood  on  his  face  ? Nay,  do  not  blush. 
Pompey.  Tis  nothing  but  my  flesh  and 
blood  that  rises  so. 

Cunn.  ’Death,  she  courts  the  fool! 

Guard . Away,  away!  ’tis  sport;  do  not 
mind  it. 

Niece . Give  me  thy  hand ; come,  be  familiar! 
Ay,  here's  a promising  palm!  what  a soft 
Handful  of  pleasure's  litre ! Here's  down  com- 
par'd [fingers 

With  flocks  nnd  quilted  straw  ; thy  knight's' 
Are  lean  mattrice-rubbers  to  these  feathers: 

I prithee  let  me  lean  my  cheek  upon't ! 

\Y  hat  a soft  pillow’s  here ! 

Pompey.  lium,  hum, hu, hum ! [passion! 
Niece.  Why,  there’s  a courage  in  that  lively 
Measure  thee  all  o’er,  there  is  not  a limb 
Hut  has  his  full  proportion  : it  is  my  voice, 
There's  no  compare  betwixt  the  knight  and 
thee ; 

The  goodlier  man  by  half!  at  once,  now  I s 
See  thee  all  over, 

Pompey.  If  you  had  seen  me  swim  the  other 
day  [seen  I 

On  my  back,  you  would  have  said  you  bad 
There  was  two  chambermaids  that  saw  me, and 
My  legs  by  cliancc  were  tangled  in  the  Ihigs, 
And  when  they  saw  how  I was  hang’d,  they 
cried  out, 

Ob,  lieip  the  man  for  fear  he  be  drown’d  ! 
Nine.  They 

Could  do  no  less  iu  pity.  Come,  thine  arm  ! 
We’ll  walk  together.  [she  dotes 

Cunn.  Blindness  of  love  and  women  ! whv, 
Upon  the  fool. 

Guard.  Wliat’s  that  to  vou?  mind  her  not. 
Cunn.  Away,  you  bur  f 
Guard.  How’s  that? 

Cunn.  Hang  olT,  flesh-hook!  fasten  thine, 
itchy  clasp  [thee. 

On  some  dry  toad-stool,  that  will  kindle  with 
And  burn  together. 

Guard.  Oh,  abominable! 

Why,  do  you  not  love  me? 

Cunn.  No;  never  did! 

I took  thee  down  a little  way  to  enforce 
A vomit  from  my  offended  stomach ; now 
Thou’rt  up  again,  1 loath  thee  filthily. 

Guard.  Oli,  villain!  [Retire 8. 

Cunn.  Why,  dost  thou  not  see  a sight 
Would  make  a man  abjure  the  sight  of  women? 
Niece.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  lie’s  vex’d!  ha,  ha,  ha! 
Pompey.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Niece.  Why  dost  thou  laugh? 

Pompey.  Because  thou  laughest;  nothing 
else,  i ’faith. 


15  The  device  from  a play.]  And  yet  next  page  he  tells  Niece,  who  suspected  his  master 
in  point  of  wit  uud  ingenuity,  tl»at  it  was  really  his  (sir  Gregory’s)  own.  Sympson. 

How  I could  put  it  now  in  dalliance.]  Corrected  by  Sympson. 

Cana, 
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Gunn.  She  tins  hut  mock’d  my  folly ! else 
she  finds  not 

The  bosom  of  my  purpose : some  other  way 
Must  make  me  know.  I’ll  try  her;  and  may 
chance  quit 

The  fine  dexterity  of  her  lady-wit.  [Exit. 
Niece.  Yes,  in  troth,  I laugh’d  to  think  of 
thy  master 

Now,  what  he  would  think  if  he  knew  this  ! 

Pompey.  By  my  troth, 

I laugh  at  him  too.  Faith,  sirrah,  lie’s  but  a 
fool,  [say’t.  ! 

To  say  the  truth,  tho’  I sny’t  that  should  not 
Niece.  Yes,  thou  shouldst  say  truth,  and  I 
believe  thee.  [something; 

Well,  for  this  time  we’ll  part : you  perceive 
Our  tongues  betray  our  hearts,  there’s  our 
But  pray  be  silent ! [weakness ; 

Pompey.  As  mouse  in  cheese,  or  goose  in 
hay,  i* faith.  [hand 

Ntcce.  Look,  we  are  cut  off!  there s my 
Where  my  lips  would  be. 

Pompey.  HI  wink,  and  think  ’em 
Thv  lips.  Farewell!  [Exit. 

Niece.  Now,  Guardianess, 

I need  not  ask  where  you  have  been. 

Guard.  Oh,  lady, 

Ne’er  was  woman  so  abus’d ! 

Re-enter  Pompey. 

Pompey.  Dost  thou  hear,  lady  sweetheart? 

I had  torgot  to  tell  thee;  if  you  will, 

I will  come  back  in  the  evening. 

Niece.  By  no  means; 

Come  not  ’till  I send  for  you. 

Pompey.  If  there  be  [am  gone. 

Any  need,  you  may  think  of  things  when  i 
I may  be  convev’d  into  your  chamber;  I’ll 
Under  the  be  d while  midnight,  or  so;  [lie 
Or  you  shall  put  me  up  in  one  of  your  little 
I can  creep  in  at  a small  hole.  [boxes; 
Niece.  These 


[Act  1 

Are  things  I dare  not  venture  : I charge  you, 
On  my  love,  never  come  'till  I send  for  you. 
Pompey.  Verbum  insipienti ! Tb  enough  to 
the  wise.  [know 

Nor  I think  it  is  not  fit  the  knight  should 
Any  thing  yet. 

Niece.  By  no  means!  pray  you  go  now: 
we’re  suspected.  [us  use  our  secrets. 
Pompey.  For  the  things  that  arc  past,  let 
Niece.  Now  I will  make  a firm  trial  of  your 
love ; 

As  you  love  rnc,  not  a word  more  at  this  tiuie, 
Not  a syllable;  ’tisthe  seal  of  love;  take  heed! 
Pompey.  Hum,  hum,  hnm,  hum  ! [hit. 
Niece.  He  hums  loth  to  depart1 1 - 
So,  this  pleasant  trouble’s  gone.  Now,  Guar- 
dianess ! [cause,  woman  ? 

What!  your  eyes  easing  your  heart?  the 
Guard.  The  cause  is  false  man,  madam! 
oh,  lady ! 

I have  been  gulled  in  a shining  carbuncle, 

A very  glow-worm,  tliat  I thought  liad  tire  iu  t, 
Aud  lis  as  cold  as  ice. 

Niece.  And  justly  serv’d;  [spring 

Wouldst  thou  once  think  that  snch  an  erring 
Would  dote  upon  thine  autumn? 

Guard.  Oh,  had  you  heard 
llim  but  protest — 

Niece.  I would  uot  have  believ’d  him. 
Thou  might’st  have  perceiv’d  how  I mock’d 
In  wanton  imitation  with  the  fool,  [thy  folly. 
Go,  weep  the  sin  of  thy  credulity, 

Not  of  thy  loss!  for  it  was  never  thine. 
And  it  is  gain  to  miss  it.  Wert  thou  so  dull? 
Nay,  yet  thou’rt  stupid  and  uncapuble. 
Why,  thou  wert  but  the  bait  to  fish  with,  not 
The  prey ; the  stale  to  catch  another  bird  witL 
Guard.  Indeed  he  call’d  me  bird. 

Niece.  Yet  thou  perceiv’st  not:  [mad? 

It  is  vour  niece  he  loves;  wouldst  thou  he 
A stalking  jade?  ’tis  she,  examine  it. — 

I’ll  hurry  all  awry'9,  and  tread  my  path 


17  Pompey.  Hum,  hum , hum , hum — 

He  hums  hath  to  depart .]  The  impropriety  of  putting  this  passage  into  Pom- 
pey  s mouth  is  evident  from  the  bare  mention.  To  the  Niece  it  unquestionably  belongs,  nnd 
vve  should  write, 

Pompey.  Hum,  hum,  hum,  hum.  [£xif. 

Niece.  He  hums  loath  to  depart.  Sympson. 
lt  An  erring  spring.]  So  first  folio;  second,  early;  and  Seward  earing.  We  have  followed 
the  oldest  copy,  not  only  as  authorized,  but  as  falling  immediately  in  with  the  sense  ot'  the 
context,  and  being  preferable  to  earing , which  is  K hard  epithet  in  this  place. 

19  Pit  hurry  all  aury , and  tread  my  path 

Over  unbeaten  grounds;  go  level  to  the  mark. 

Not  by  circular  bouts;  rare  things  are  pleasing.]  Seward  says, ‘ If  she  hurrys  all  anry, 
s it  is  plain  she  must  go  to  her  mark,  as  she  really  does,  by  circular  bouts,  i.  e.  by  seeming  t« 
4 aim  at  something  else.  I suppose  the  original  to  have  been, 

‘ Over  unbeaten  grounds  go  level  to 
* The  mark,  by  circular  bouts;  rare  things  arc  pleasing:’ 

And  Sympson  changes  not  into  but. — There  needs  neither  omission  nor  alteration.  Seward 
misconstrues  the  text,  and  Sympson’s  change  of  not  into  but  directly  contradicts  the  poet's 
meaning.  By  hurrying  au  ry , sne  only  means  leaving  tlie  common  way,  qnd  to  ttead  a path 
over  unbeaten  grounds , by  which  means  she  will  go  level  to  the  murk,  not  round  ubo*t. 
Did  Messrs.  Seward  or  Sympson  never  amuse  themselves  in  their  younger  days  with  the  di- 
version of  steeple-hunting  ¥ Tis  the  very  thing. 

Over 
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Act  S.] 

Over  unbeaten  grounds!  go  levelto  the  mark. 
Not  by  circular  bouts;  rare  things  are  pleasing; 
And  rare’s  but  seldom  in  tlic  simple  sense, 
But  has  her  emphasis  with  eminence.  [Exit. 
Guard.  My  niece?  she  the  rival  of  my 
abuse?  [her  for’t ! 

My  flesh  and  blood  wrong  me  ? I’ll  aunt  her 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Oh,  opportunity,  thou  hlessest  me  ! — 

Now,  gentlewoman ! are  you  parted  so  soon? 
Where  is  your  friend,  I pray  ? your  Cunniug- 
Mir.  What  say  you,  aunt?  [hum? 

Guard.  Come,  come, your  Cunningham! 

I am  not  blind  with  age  yet,  nor  deaf. 

Mir.  Dumb  I am  sure  you’re  not.  What 
ail  you,  aunt? 

Are  you  not  well? 

Guard.  No,  nor  sick ; 

Nor  mad,  nor  in  my  wits;  nor  sleeping. 

Nor  waking;  nor  nothing,  nor  any  thing: 

I know  not  what  I am,  nor  what  i am  not! 
Mir.  Mercy  cover  us  ! what  do  you  mean, 
Guard.  I mean  to  he  reveng’d.  [aunt? 
Mir.  On  whom? 

Guard.  On  tliee,  baggage! 

Mir.  Revenge  should  follow  injury, 

Which  never  reach’d  so  far  ns  thought  in  me 
Towards  you,  auut. 

Guard.  Your  cunning,  minion, 

Nor  your  Cunningham,  cun  cither  blind  me! 
The  gentle  beggar  loves  you. 

bur.  Beseech  you,  let 
Me  stay  your  error ! I begin  to  hear, 

And  shake  otf  my  amazement : if  you  think 
That  ever  any  passage  treating  love 
Hath  been  betwixt  us  yet  commenced  ; any 
Silent  eve-glance  that  might  hut  sparkle  fire. 
So  much  as  brother  and  sister  might  meet 
with ; 

The  lip-salute,  so  much  as  strangers  might 
Take  a farewell  with;  the  commixed  bauds; 
Nay, but  the  least  thought  of  the  least  of  these, 
In  troth  you  wrougyour  bosom ; by  that  truth 
Which  1 think  yet  you  durst  be  bail  form  me 
It  it  were  offer'd  you,  I am  as  free 
As  all  this  protestation. 

Guard.  May  1 believe  this?  [thought 
Mir.  If  ever  you’ll  believe  truth.  Why  I 
He  had  spoke  love  to  you;  and  if  his  heart 
Prompted  his  tongue,  sure  I did  hear  so  much. 
Guard.  Oh,  falsest  man ! Ixion’s  plague  fell 
on  me! 

Never  by  woman,  such  a masc’line  cloud, 

So  airy  and  so  subtle,  was  embrac’d. 

Mir.  By  uo  cause  in  me,  by  my  life,  dear 
aunt.  [veuge, 

Guard.  I believe  you:  then  help  in  my  re- 
And  you  shall  do’t,  or  lose  ray  love  for  ever: 
l'U  have  hun  quitted  at  hi*  equal  weapon. 
Thou  art  young,  follow  him,  bait  his  desires 
With  qJJ  the  engines  of  a woman’s  wit. 
Stretch  modesty  even  to  the  liighest  pitch ; 


MT 

He  cannot  freeze  at  such  a darning  beauty; 

Ami  when  thou  hast  him  by  the  amorous  gills. 
Think  on  my  vengeance,  choak  up  his  desires, 
Then  let  his  banque  tings  he  tantalism. 

Let  thy  disdain  spurn  the  dissembler  out! 

Oh,  I should  climb  the  stars,  and  sit  above. 
To  see  him  burn  to  ashes  in  his  love! 

Mir.  This  will  be  a strange  task10,  aunt, 
and  an 

Unwilling  labour;  yet,  in  your  injunction, 

I am  n servant  to’t. 

Guard.  Thou’lt  undertake^?  [hereafter f 
Mir.  Yes;  let  the  success  commend  itself 
Guard.  Effect  it,  girl,  my  substance  is  thy 
store ; 

Nothing  hut  want  of  will  makes  woman  poor. 

[Exeunt* 

Enter  Sir  Gregory  and  Pompey. 

Greg.  Why,  Pompey.  thou’rt  not  stark 
mad,  art  thou?  wilt  thou 
Not  tell  me  how  my  lady  does? 

Pompey.  Your  lady? 

Greg.  Did  she  receive  the  tiling  that  I sent 
her  kindly,  or  no? 

Pompey.  The  thing  [you  sent, 

That  you  sent  her,  knight,  by  the  thing  that 
Was,  for  the  thing’s  sake  that  was  seutto carry 
The  thing  that  you  sent,  very  kindly  receiv’d. 

First,  [servant!) 

There’s  your  indenture;  (now  go  seek  yon  a 
Secondly,  you’re  a knight;  thirdly  and  lastly. 
Pin  mine  own  man;  and,  fourthly,  fare  you 
well!  [with  thee! 

Greg.  Why,  Pompey  ! Prithee  let  me*  speak  # 
I’ll  lay  my  life  some  hare  has  crost  him. 

Pompey.  Knight,  [lady. 

If  you  be  a knight,  so  keep  you : as  for  the 
Who  shall  sny  that  she  is  not  a fair  lady  ? 

A sweet  lady,  an  honest  and  a virtuous  lady? 

I will  say  lie  is  a bate  fellow,  a blah  of  his 
tongue, 

And  1 will  make  him  eat  these  fingers*  cuds. 
Greg.  Why,  here’s  nobody  says  so,  Pom- 
pey. [tween  the  lady 

Pompey.  Whatsoever  things  have  past  be- 
And  the  other  party, 'whom  1 will  not  name 
At  this  time,  I say  she  is  virtuous 
And  honest,  and  I will  maintain*?,  as  long-as 
I can  maintain  myself  with  bread  and  water. 
Greg.  Why,  I know  nobody  thinks  other- 
wise. [in  my  hearing, 

Pttmpey.  Any  innn  that  docs  hut  think  it 
1 will  make  him  think  on’t  while  he  has  a 
thought 

In  his  bosom  ! Shall  we  say  that  kindnesses 
From  ladies  are  common  ? or  that  favours  and 
protestations  [parties? 

Are  things  of  no  moment  betwixt  parties  and 
I say  still,  whatsoever  has  been  betwixt  the 
lady  [she  is  honest. 

And  the  party  which  I will  not  name,  that 
And  shah  be  honest,  whatsoever  she  does 


10  A strange  taste.]  Varied  bv  Sympsen. 

tO L.  nr,  - Qq  By 
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By  day  or  by  night,  bv  light  or  by  darkness, 
With  cut  and  long  tail11. 

Greg.  Why,  I say  she  is  honest. 

Pompey.  Is  she  honest?  [knight? 

In  what  sense  do  y&u  say  she  is  honest, 
Greg.  If  I could  not  find  in  ray  heart  to 
throw  [ass, 

My  dagger  at  thy  head,  hilts  and  all,  I’m  an 
.And  no  gentleman ! 

Pompey.  Throw  your  dagger  at  me  ? 

Do  not,  knight ! I give  you  fair  wnrning, 

Tis  but  cast  away  if  you  do;  for  you  shall 
have  [lady, 

No  other  words  of  me:  the  lady  is  an  honest 
Whatsoever  reports  may  go  of  sports  and 
toys,  [her 

And  thoughts,  and  words,  and  deeds  betwixt 
And  tlve  party  which  I will  not  name,  [man 
This  I give  you  to  understand,  tlfnt  anotlicr 
May  have  ns  good  an  eye,  ns  amorous  a nose. 
As  fair  a stampl  beard,  ami  be  as  proper  a 
man,  [man 

As  a knight  (I  name  no  parties);  a serving- 
Mnv  be  as  good  ns  a sir, 

A Pompey  ns  a Gregory,  a doodle  as  a fop : 
So,  scr\  ingiuuu  Pompey  Doodle  may  be  re- 
spected 

As  well  w ith  ladies  (tho*  I name  no  parties) 
As  Sir  Gregory  I;op.  So,  farewell ! [ Exit . 
Greg.  It  the  fellow  be  not  out  of  his  wits, 
then  w ill  I 

Never  have  any  more  wit  while  I live  ! 
Either  the  sight  of  the  lady  linsg^ter’d  him11, 
Or  else  he’s  drunk;  or  else  lie  walks  in  his 
sleep, 

Or  else  he’s  a fool,  or  a knave,  or  both ; 

One  of  the  three  I’m  sure  ’tis.  Yet,  now  I 
think  on’t, 

She  has  not  us’d  me  so  kindly  as  her  uncle 
Promis’d  me  she  should:  but  that’s  all  one  ; 
He  says  1 shall  have  her,  and  I dare  take  his 
word 

For  the  best  horse  T have,  and  that’s 
A weightier  tiling  tlian  a lady,  I’m  sure  on’t- 

[E. tit. 

Enter  lady  Ruinous  (as  a man),  Wittyputc , 
.Sir  Ruinous,  Prisciun , and  Master  Credu- 
lous, binding  and  robbing  htr9andin  scarfs. 
Credulous Jinds  the  bag.  >* 

/..  Ruin.  Nay,  I am  your  own ; 'tis  in  your 
picture  how 


(Act  t 

Yon  will  deal  with  me : yet  I would  entreat, 
You  will  not  make  that  which  is  bad  enough 
Worse  than  it  need  be,  by  a second  ill. 
When  it  can  render  you  no  second  profit*. 

If  it  be  coin  you  seek,  you  have  your  prey, 
All  inv  store  t vow  (and  it  weighs  a hundred^ 
My  life,,  or  any  hurt  you  give  iny  body, 

Can  enrich  you  no  more. 

Witty.  You  may  pursue. 

L.  Ruin.  As  I'm  a gentleman,  I never  will! 
Witty.  Only  well  bind  you  to  quiet  beha- 
viour 

’Till  you  call  out  for  bail,  and  on  the  other 
Side  of  the  hedge  leave  yoo : btrt  keep  the 
peace 

Till  we  be  out  of  hearing!  for  by  that 
We  shall  be  out  of  danger:  if  wc  come  back, 
We  come  with  a mischief* 

L.  Ruin.  You  need  not  fear  me. 

Pris.  Come,  we’ll  bestow  you  then. 

Exeunt  Ruin.  Pris.  and  Lady. 
Witty.  Why  la  you,  sir,  is  not  tbisa  swifter 
revenue 

Tlmn  Sic  probos , ergot  <$'  igiturs  can  bring  in? 
Why,  is  not  this  one  of  your  syllogisms 
In  Barham,  Owne  titife  est  honest  urn ‘f 
Cred.  Well,  sir,  a little  more  of  this  ac- 
quaintance 

Will  make  me  know  you  folly:  I protest 
You  have  (at  first  sight)  made  me  conations 
Ofsucliadeed  my  dreams  ne'er  prompted.  Yet 
I could  aUuost  huve  wish’d  rather  ye  had 
robb’d  [lar’s) 

Me  of  mv  cloak,  (for  my  purse,  'tis  a scho- 
Than  to  have  made  me  a robber,  (questions 
I had  rather  have  answer’d  three  difficult 
Than  this  one,  as  easy  as  yet  it  seems. 
Witty.  Tush!  you 

Shull  never  come  to  further  answer  for’t. 
Cat* you  confess  your  penurious  uncle, 

In  his  foil  face  of  lovp,  to  he  so  strict 
A niggard  to  your  commons,  that  you’re  foil* 
To  size  your  belly  out  with  shoulder  fees, 
With  rumps  nud  kidnies,  and  cues  of  single 
beer, 

And  yet  make  dainty  to  feed  more  daintily13 
At  this  easier  rate!  Fy,  master  Credulous! 

I blush  for  you. 

Cred.  This  is  a truth  undeniable. 

Witty.  Wliv,  go  to  then  ! I hope  I know 
your  uncle : 

•How  does  he  use  his  son,  nearer  than  you  ? 
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11  Cut  and  long  tail.]  According  to  the  forest  laws,  the  dog  of  a man,  who  had  no  right 
to  the  privilege  of  chuce,  was  obliged  to  cut,  or  law  his  dog,  amongst  other  modes  of  dib- 
bling hiiu,  by  depriving  him  of  his  tail.  A dog  so  cut  was  called  a cut,  or  curt-tail , and  by 
Contraction  cur.  Cut  and  tong  tail  therefore  signify  the  dog  of  a clown,  and  the  dog  of  a 
gentleman.  Stetvens. 
zx  Gutter'd.]  i.  e.  frightened , 

‘ And  when  he  saw  my  best  alarmed  spirits 

* Bold  in  the  quarrel’s  right,  rous’d  to  the  encounter, 

* Or  whether  gutted  by  the  noise  I made, 

* But  suddenly  he  fled*.’  Xfit£  bear,  act  ii.  sc.  1.  R. 

11  And  yet  male  daymv  to  feed  more  daintily.]  The  first  folio  reads,  daynty;  for  want  of 
consulting  that  edition  (wc  suppose;  Sympson  is  greatly  pureled  what  to  do  with  duymy.  , 

• • -*  • 'Chd. 
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Act  3.J 

Cred.  Faith,  like  his  jade,  upon  the  bare 
commons 

Turn’d  out  to  pick  his  living  as  be  can  get  it : 
He  would  have  been  glad  to  have  shar'd  iu 
such 

A purchase,  and  thank’d  his  good  fortune  too. 

Enter  Ruinous  and  Priscian. 

But  mum,  no  more!  Is  all  safe,  bullies  ? 

Ruin.  Secure ; [lose. 

The  i^entieman  thinks  him  most  happy  in  his 
With  s life  and  limbs  safe,  and  redoubles 
His  first  vow,  as  he  is  a gentleman, 

Never  to  pursue  us. 

Witty.  Well ; away  then  ! [still 

Disperse ! you  with  master  Credulous,  who 
Shall  bear  tlie  purchase;  Priscian  and  I 
Will  take  some  other  course:  you  know  our 
meeting  [vise, 

AttbeThreeCupsiuSt  Giles’s;  with  this pro- 
(For  ’tis  a law  withus)  that  nothing  be  opened 
Till  all  be  present:  the  loser  says  u hundred, 
And  it  can  weigh  uo  less. 

Ruin.  Come,  sir,  we'll  be  your  guide. 

CretL  My  honesty,  which  till  now  was  lie* 
ver  forfeited, 

All  shall  be  close  'till  our  meeting ! 

[Exit  with  Ruin. 
Witty.  Tush,  I believe  U ; — and  then  all 
shall  out. 

Where  is  tlie  thief  that’s  robb’d? 

Enter  Ludy  Ruinous. 

L.  Ruin.  Here,  master  Oldcraft- 
All  follows  now.  [to  turn  that  bag 

WUty.  Twits  neatly  done,  wench.  Now 


Of  counterfeits  to  current  pieces,  4‘  actum 
cst ! [the  fire  still, 

L.  Ruin . You  are  the  chemist;  we’ll  blow 
If  you  can  mingle  the  ingredients. 

Witty . I will  not  miss  a cause14,  a quan- 
tity, a drum. 

You  know  tlie  place. 

Pris.  I liavc  told  her  that,  sir.  [stable. 
Witty.  Good  ! Turn  Ruinous  to  be  a con- 
sul sure  we  w ant  not  beards  of  all  sorts,  from 
The  worshipful  magistrate  to  the  under  watch* 
man) 

Because  we  must  have  no  danger  of  life, 

But  u cleanly  cheat;  attach  Credulous: 

Tlie  cause  is  plain,  tlie  theft  found  about  him; 
Then  fall  I iu,  in  lus  own  cousin’s  shape, 

By  mere  accident,  where  finding  him  dis- 
tress'd, 

I with  some  difficulty  must  fetch  him  off, 
With  promise  that  his  uucle  shall  shut  up  all. 
With  double  restitution:  master  constable 
Ruinous  his  mouth  shall  he  stopt; 

You,  mistress  Rob-thief,  shall  have  your  share 
of  [enough? 

What  wc  can  gull  my  father  of.  Is  t plain 
L.  Ruin.  As  plain  a cozenage  as  can  be, 
faille  [When  this  is 

Witty.  Father,  I come  again,  and  again  ! 
Past  too,  father,  one  will  beget  another. 

I’d  be  loath  to  leave  your  posterity  barren : 
You  were  bestto  come  to  composition,  father: 
Two  hundred  pieces  ycurly  allow  me  yet, 

It  will  be  cheaper,  fiither,  than  my  wit; 

For  I will  cheat  none  but  you,  dear  father. 

[Exeunt. 


<\ 


ACT  III. 


Enter  Oldcraft  and  Gregory. 

Oldc,  WHY,  now  you  take  the  course,  sir 
" * Gregory  Fop: 

I could  enforoc  her,  an  1 list;  but  love 
That’s  gently  won  is  n man’s  own  for  ever. 
Have  you  prepar’d  good  musick  f 


Greg.  As  fine  a noise15,  uncle, 

As  heart  can  wish. 

Otdc.  Why,  that's  done  like  a suitor! 
They  inu*>t  be  woo’d  an  hundred  several  ways. 
Before  you  obtain  the  right  way  in  a woman  : 
*Tis  an  odd  creature,  lull  of  creeks  and 
windings, 


14  / zcUl  not  miss  a cause,  a quantity,  a dram .]  Chymical  terms  arc  necessary  here,  cause 
therefure  seems  a corruption,  aud  quantity  makes  no* proper  climax;  one  might  easily  form 
a proper  climax  with  a scruple , dram  or  grain , but  the  laws  of  criticism  allow  no  such  devi- 
ation from  the  trace  of  the  letters  ; the  only  probable  conjecture  that  I can  form  is, 

a cart,  a quint,  a dram; 

«•  t.  a fourth  or  fifth  part,  or  even  a drain.  I>pcll  curt  raiherthan  quart,  because  our  English 
writers  so  spell  it  in  other  instances,  us  u curdccu  instead  of.  quart  d'ecu.  Seuurd. 

s As  fine  a noise.]  It  is  plain  from  this  passage,  and  Ben  Jonson’s  Silent  Woman,  that 
noue  was  formerly  used  to  express  a concert  of  musick.  Many  of  our  old  authors  will  afford 
instances  of  this  : among  the  rest,  in  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  act  ii.  scene  4,  one  of  the 
Drawers  says,^  See  if  thou  canst  find  out  Sneak’s  noise;  mistress  Tearslieet  would  fain  bear 
some  musick .’  In  a note  on  that  passage,  Mr.  Steevcns  produces  various  proofs  of  this  ac- 
ceptation of  the  word, 

Qq2  Tlie 
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The  serpent  has  not  more ; for  sh*  has  all  his, 
And  then  her  own  beside  came  in  by  her 
mother.  [on ! 

Greg.  A fearful  portion  for  a man  to  venture 
QUlc.  But  the  way  found  once  by  the  wits 
of  nu  n, 

There  is  no  creature  lies  so  tame  again. 
Greg.  I promise  you,  not  a house-rabbit, 
O/dc . No  sucker  on  'em  all16.  [sir. 

Greg.  What  a thing’s  that?  [tame, 

The  y’re  pretty  fools,  I warrant,  when  they’re 
As  a man  can  lay  his  lips  to. 

O/dc.  How  were  you  bred,  sir? 

Dki  you  never  make  a fool  of  a tenant's 
daughter  ? [fools  for  me, 

Greg.  Never,  i’faith ; they  ha’  made  some 
And  brought  'em  many  a time  under  their 
aprons.  [plainher,  l think, 

Vide.  They  could  not  shew  you  the  way 
To  make  a fool  again. 

Greg.  There's  fools  enough,  sir, 

’Less  they  were  wiser. 

Olde.  This  is  wondrous  rare!  [knight? 
Come  yon  to  London  with  a maidenhead, 
A gentleman  ofyour  rank  ride  with  a clokc-bag? 
Never  an  hostess  by  the  way  to  leave  it  with? 
Nor  tapster’s  sister?  nor  head-ostler's  wife? 
What,  nobody  ? 

Greg.  Well  mock’d,  old  wit-monepr! 

I keep  it  for  your  niece.  [at  thee : 

O/dc.  Do  not  say  so,  for  shame ! she’ll  langh 
A wife  ne’er  looks  for’t;  'tis  a batchelor’s 
pdnny ; [time, 

Jle  may  give' t to  abegcar*wench,i,th’  progress 
And  nc^'er  he  call’d  to  account  for’t.  I Exit. 

Greg.  'Would  I had  known  Cb  much! 

I could  ha’  stopt  a beggar's  mouth  by  the  way, 

Enter  Page  and  Tidier  s Boy. 

That  rail’d  upon  me  'cause  I’d  give  her 
What,  are  they  come?  [nothing. — 

Page.  And  plac'd  directly,  sir, 

Under  her  window. 

Greg,  \yhat  may  I call  you,  gentleman? 
Boy.  A poor  servant  to  the  viol ; I’m  the 
Vince,  sir. 

Greg.  In  good  time,  master  Voice! 

Boy.  Indeed,  good  time  does  get  the 
mastery. 

Greg.  What  countryman,  master  Voice? 
Boy.  Sir,  born  at  Ely ; we  all  set  up  in  ela, 
But  our  house  commonly  breaks  in  Rutland- 
shire. [well  break 

Greg.  A shrewd  place  by  my  faith ! it  may 
Your  voice;  it  breaks  many  a man’s  back, 
bet  to  your  business.  [Come, 

SONG. 

Fain  would  I wake  you,  sweet,  but  fear 
I should  invite  you  to  worse  cheer; 


{Act  5. 

In  your  dreams  yon  cannot  fare 
Meaner  than  musick;  no  compare! 

None  of  your  slumbers  are  compil’d 
Under  the  pleasure  makes  a child; 

Your  dny-delights,  so  well  compact. 

That  what  you  think  turns  all  to  act : 

I’d  wish  iny  life  no  better  play. 

Your  dream  by  night,  your  thought  by  day. 
Wake,  gently  wake, 

Part  softly  from  your  dreiuns! 

The  morning  flics 
To  your  fair  eves, 

To  take  her  special  beams. 

Greg.  I hear  her  up.  Here,  master  Voice, 
Pay  you  the  instruments;  save  what  you  can, 

Enter  Niece  above. 

To  keep  you  when  you’re  crack’d. 

[Exit  Boy. 

Niece.  Who  should  this  be, 

That  I’m  so  much  beholding  to  for  sweetness? 
Pray  Heav’n,  it  happens  right! 

Greg.  Good  morrow,  mistress! 

Niece.  An  ill  day,  and  a thousand,  come 
upon  thee!  [any  almanack  has! 

Greg.  ’Light!  that’s  six  hundred  more  than 
Niece.  Comes  it  from  tliee?  it  is  the 
That  ever  woman  heard,  [nmugiest  musick 
Greg.  Nay,  say  not  so,  laDy ! 

There’s  not  an  itch  about  'em. 

Niece.  I could  curse 

My  attemive  powers,  for  giving  entrance to’t! 
There  is  no  boldness  like  the  impudence 
That’s  lock'd  in  a fool’s  blood ! How  durst 
you  do  this  ? 

In  conscience  l abus’d  you  as  sufficiently 
As  woman  could  a man  ; insatiate  coxcomb! 
The  mocks  and  spiteful  language  I have  given 
thee 

Wouldo’ ray  life  hn’  serv’d  ten  reasonable  men, 
And  rise  contented  too,  and  left  enough  for 
their  friends. 

Thou  glutton  at  abuses,  never  satisfied  ? 

I am  persuaded  thou  devour’st  more  flouts 
Than  all  thy  body's  worth;  and  6ttlla-bungred? 
A mischiet  of  that  maw ! prithee  seek  else- 
where ; 

In  truth  l‘m  weary  of  abusing  thee  : 

Get  thee  a fresh  mistress,  tliou’t  make  work 
enough. 

I do  not  think  there’s  scorn  enough  in  town 
To  sen  e thy  turn ; take  the  court-ladies  in. 
And  all  their  women  to  'em,  that  exceed  ’em! 
Greg,  Is  this  in  earnest,  lady  ? 

Niece.  Oh,  unsalable! 

Dost  thou  count  all  this  but  an  earnest  yet? 
I’d  thought  I’d  paid  thee  all  the  whole  sum! 
trust  me, 

Thou’lt  beggar  my  derision  utterly; 

If  thou  stay ’at  longer,  I slrnll  want  a laugh: 


16  Greg.  I promise  you,  not  a house-rabbet,  sir. 

Oldc.  No  sucker  on  'em  «//.]  In  the  First  Part  of  Henry  IV.  Talstaff  says,  * Hang  me 
4 up  by  the  heels  for  a rabbet-sucker F which  Dr.  Johnson  explains  to  be  a sucking-rabbet  i 
and  Mr.  Steevens  furnishes  several  instances  in  support  of  that  explanation. 
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Act  3.] 

If  I knew  where  to  borrow  a contempt 
Would  hold  thee  tack,  stay  and  be  hand’d 
thou  shouidst  then:  [from  me, 

But  th’  hast  no  conscience,  now  t’  extort  hate 
•When  one  has  spent  all  she  can  make  upon 
thee : 

Must  I begin  to  pay  thee  hire  attain. 

After  I’ve  rid  thee  twice  ? faith,  ’tis  unrea- 
sonable ! 

Greg.  Say  you  so  ? I’ll  know  that  pre- 
sently. [Exit. 

Niece.  Now  he  runs 

To  letch  my  uncle  to  this  musty  bargain ; 

But  I have  better  ware  always  at  hand, 

And  lay  by  this  still,  wlieu  he  comes  to 

cheapen. 

Enter  Cunningham. 

Cunn.  I met  the  musick  now;  yet  cannot 
learn 

What  entertainment  he  receiv’d  from  her. 
Niece.  There’s  somebody  set  already27; 
1 must  to’t,  1 see. — 

Well,  well,  sir  Gregory! 

Cunn.  Ha ! Sir  Gregory  ? 

A iece.  VVlicre-e’er  you  come,  you  may 
well  boast  vour  conquest.  [tune  then 
Cunn.  She's  lost,  i’laith ! enough ! has  for- 
Rcmcmber’d  her  great  boy?  she  seldom  fails 
’em.  [methought, 

Niece.  lie  was  th’  uulikeliest  man  at  first 
To  have  my  love!  we  never  met  hut  wrangled. 
Cunn.  A pox  upon  that  wrangling,  say  1 
still ! 

I never  knew’t  fail  yet,  where-o’er  it  came; 

It  never  comes,  but,  like  a storm  of  hail, 

Tis  sure  to  bring  tine  weather  at  the  tail  on’t; 
There’s  not  one  match  ’mongst  twenty  made 
without  it;  [haunches. 

It  fights  i’th’  tongue,  but’s  sure  to  agree  i-th* 
Niece.  That  man  that  should  ha’  told  me, 
when  time  was,  [piteously! 

I should  ha*  had  him,  had  been  laugh’d  at 
But  see  how  things  will  change ! 

Cunn.  Here’s  a heart  feels  it! 

Oh,  the  deceitful  promises  of  love! 

What  trust  should  a man  put  in  the  lip  of  wo- 
man ? 

She  kiss'd  ine  with  that  strength,  as  if  sh'hnd 
meant 

To  hg'  set  the  fair  print  of  her  soul  upon  me. 
Niece.  I would  ha'  sworn  'twould  ne’er  ha’ 
been  a match  once.  [so  much ! 

Cunn.  I’ll  hear  no  more;  Pm  mad  to  hear 
Why  should  I aim  my  thought-,  at  better 
fortunes  [with  nothing, 

Tlian  younger  brothers  have?  that’s  a maid 
Or  some  old  soap-boiler’s  widow,  without 
teeth : 

There  waits  my  fortune  for  me ; seek  no 
further!  ' [Exit. 


sot 

Enter  Older  aft  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Oldc.  You  tell  me  things,  sir  Gregory, 
tlxat  can’t  be. 

She  will  not,  nor  she  dare  not. 

Greg.  ’W  ould  I were  whipt  then! 

Ntccc.  I’ll  make  as  little  show  of  love,  sir 
Gregory, 

As  tver  woman  did ; you  shall  not  know 
You  have  mv  heart  h good  while. 

Oldc.  Heard  you  that?  [condition; 
At.  ce.  Man  will  insult  so  soon ; ’tis  his 
’Tis  good  to  keep  him  otF  as  long  as  we  can: 
I’ve  much  ado,  I swear;  ami  love  i'th’  end 
Will  have  his  course : let  maids  do  what  they 
can, 

They  are  hut  frail  things  ’till  they  end  in  man. 
Oldc.  What  sav  you  to  this,  sir? 

Greg.  This  is  somewhat  handsome. 

Niece.  And  by  that  little  wrangling  that  I 
feign’d, 

Now  I shall  try  how  constant  his  love  is, 
Altho*  it  went  sore  agunst  my  heart  to 
chide  him. 

Greg.  Alas,  poor  gentlewoman! 

01  c.  Now  you’re  sure  of  truth; 

You  hear  her  own  thoughts  speak. 

Greg.  They  speak  indeed.  [a  fop; 

Oldc.  Go,  you’re  a brainless  coax,  a tov. 
I’ll  go  no  further  than  your  name,  sir  Gregory, 
I’ll  right  myself  there.  Were  you  from  this 
place,  [you! 

You  should  perceive  I’m  heartily  angry  with 
Offer  to  sow  strife  ’twixt  my  niece  aud  I 
Good-morrow,  niece,  good-morrow ! 

Niece.  Many  lair  ones  to* you,  sir! 

OUc.  Go!  you’re  a coxcomb. — How  dost, 
niece,  this  morning? — [girl? — 

An  idle  shallow  fool! — Slep’dst  thou  well. 
Fortune  may  very  well  provide  thee  lordships. 
For  honesty  lias  left  thee  little  manners. 
Greg.  How  am  I bangd  o' both  sides! 
Oldc.  Abuse  kindness  ?— 

Wilt  take  the  air  to-day,  niece  ? 

Niece.  When  you  please,  sir. 

There  stands  tlie  heir  behind  you  I must  take 
(Which  IM  as  lieve  take  as  take  him,  I swear). 
OUc.  La’  you!  do  you  heart  continued  to 
your  teeth  now  ? 

A pox  of  all  such  Gregories!  what  a hand 
Have  i with  you  ? [ Niece  lets  full  her  scurf. 

Greg.  No  more!  l’feck,  1 ha’  done,  sir. 
Ladv,  your  scarf’s  fall’ll  down. 

Niece.  ’Tis  hut  your  luck,  sir, 

A nd  does  presage  the  mistress  must  fall  shortly; 
You  may  wear  it,  an  you  please. 

* Oldc.  There’s  a trick  for  you!  [plaint 
You’re  parlously  belov’d;  you  should  com- 
Grcg.  Yes,  when  I complain,  sir. 

Then  do  your  worst ; there  I’ll  deceive  you, 
sir. 


17  There's  somebody  set;]  i.  e.  Posted,  stationed.  We  should  not  hare  thought  an  ex- 
planation necessary,  had  not  the  passage  been  quite  unintelligible  to  Sympson,  who  proposes, 
reading  jet  or  fetch'd* 

Oldc. 


Digitized  by  Google 


WIT  AT  SEVERAL  WEAPONS, 


SOS 

Oldc.  You  arc  a dolt,  and  so  I leave  you, 
air.  [Exit. 

Greg.  Ah,  sirrah  mistress,  were  you 
cauglit,  i’faith  ? 

We  overheard  you  all ; * I must  not  know 
‘I  have  your  heart;'  take  heed  o' that,  I pray! 
I knew  some  scarf  would  come. 

Niece.  He’s  quite  gone,  sure : — [again, 

Ah,  you  base  coxcomb,  couldst  thou  come 
And  so  abus'd  as  thou  wast? 

Greg.  How! 

Niece.  It  would  ha’  kill'd  [chamber 

A sensible  man ; he  would  ha*  gone  to  his 
And  broke  his  heart,  by  this  time. 

Greg.  Thank  you  heartily! 

Niece.  Or  fix'd  a naked  rapier  in  a wall, 
Like  him  that  earn’d  bis  knighthood  ere  he 
had  it* 

And  then  refus’d,  npon't  ran  up  to  th’  hilts. 
Greg.  Yes,  let  him  run  for  me!  I was 
never  brought  up  to’t, 

I never  profess’d  running  i’  ray  life. 

Niece.  What  art  thou  made  on,  thou  tough 
villainous  vermin  ? 

Will  nothing  destroy  thee  ? 

Greg . Yes,  yes,  assure  yourself 
Unkind  words  may  do  much. 

Niece.  Why,  dost  thou  want  ’em?  [’em: 
I’ve  e’en  consum'd  my  spleen  to  help  tliee  to 
Tell  me  what  sort  of  words  they  lie  would 
1 11  sec  w hat  I can  do  vet.  [speed  thee, 
Greg.  I’m  much  beholding  to  you. 

You’re  willing  to  bestow  huge  pains  upon  me. 
Niece.  I should  account  nothing  too  much 
to  rid  thee.  [me, 

Greg.  I wonder  you’d  not  offer  to  destroy 
All  the  while  your  uncle  was  here. 

Niece.  Why,  there  thou 
Bctray’st  thy  house ; we  of  the  Oldcrafts  were 
Boru  to  more  wit  than  so. 

Greg.  I wear  your  favour  here. 

Niece.  ’Would  it  might  rot  thy  arm  off! 
If  thou  knew’st  [bitterness, 

With  w hat  contempt  thou  hast  it,  w hat  heart’s 
How  many  cuuning  curses  came  aloug  with’t, 
Thou’dst  quake  to  handle  it. 

Greg.  A pox,  take’t  agaiu  then  I 
Who’ll  be  thus  plagu’d  of  all  hands  ? 

Niece.  No,  wenr’t  still; 

But  long  I hope  thou  slialt  not ; 'tis  but  cast 
Upon  thee  purposely  to  serve  another. 

That  has  more 

Right  to't;  as  in  some  countries  they  convey 
Their  treasure  upon  asses  to  their  friends: 

If  mine  he  but  so  wise  and  apprehensive 
As  my  opinion  gives  him  to  my  heart, 

It  stays  not  long  on  thy  desertless  ann. 


[Act  3. 

I’ll  make  thee,  ere  I ha’  done,  not  dare  to  wear 
Any  thing  of  mine,  altho'  I giv’t  thee  freely. 
Kiss  it  you  may,  and  make  what  show  you  can, 
But  sure  you  carry’t  to  a worthier  man ! 

And  so  good-morrow  to  you ! [£nf. 

Greg.  Hu  hum,  ha  hum! 

I ha’n’t  the  spirit  now  to  dash  my  brains  out. 
Nor  the  audacity  to  kill  myself, 

But  I could  cry  my  heart  out;  that’s  as  good, 
For  so’t  be  out,  no  matter  which  woy’t  comes. 
If  I can  die  with  a fillip,  or  depart 
At  hot-cockles,  what  is  that  to  any  man  ? 

If  there  be  so  much  death,  tlial  serves  my 
turn  there. 

Every  one  knows  the  state  of  his  own  body ; 
No  carrions  kills  a kite,  but  then  again 
There’s  cheese  will  choak  a daw.  Time  I 
were  dead,  i’faith, 

If  I knew  which  way,  without  hurt  or  danger. 
I am  a maiden-knight,  and  cannot  look 
Upon  a naked  weapon  with  any  modesty, 
Else  'twould  go  hard  with  me;  and  to  complain 
To  sir  Perfidious  the  old  knight  again, 

W ere  to  be  more  abus’d  : [me, 

Perhaps  he’d  beat  me  well,  but  ne’er  believe 

Enter  Cunningham. 

And  few  men  die  o’  beating ; that  were  lost 
too.  [him. 

Oh,  here’s  my  friend ! Fll  make  my  moan  to 
Cvnn.  kcannot  tear  her  memory  from  my 

heart,  [fool’d 

That  treads  mine  down1* ! Was  ever  man  so 

That  profess'd  wit  ? 

Greg.  Oh,  Cunningham! 

Cunn.  Sir  Gregory! 

The  choice,  the  victor,  the  town’s  happy  man ! 
Greg.  ’Snigs,  what  dost  mean  ? come  I to 
thee  for  comfort, 

And  dost  abuse  me  too  ? 

Cunn.  Abuse  you?  bow,  sir? 

With  justifying  your  fortune,  aud  your  joys? 
Greg.  Pray  hold  your  baud,  sir!  I’ve  been 
bob’d  enough : [merrily; 

You  come  with  u new  way  now,  strike  me 
But  when  a man’s  sore  beaten  o’  both  sides 
already,  [on  him. 

Then  the  least  tap  in  jest  goes  to  the  guts 

Wilt  ha’  the  truth  ? I’m  the  rankest  ass 
That  e’er  was  born  to  lordships! 

Cunn.  What?  no,  sir!  [yielded 

Greg.  I had  not  thought  ray  body  could  a* 
All  those  foul  scurvy  names  that  she  bus 
call’d  me ; 

I wonder  whence  she  fetch’d  ’em. 

Cunn.  Is  this  credible  ? [her  uncle; 
Greg.  She  piu’d  this  scarf  upon  me i9,  ’fore 


7S  Tear  her  memory  from  tny  heart , 

That  treads  mine  down.J  Probably,  That  tears  mine  out.  Sympson. 

19  She  pin'd  this  scarf  upon  me.]  This  is  a manifest  untruth,  for  she  never  was  out  of  her 
ehamber  from  the  time  of  sir  Gregory’s  serenading  her,  to  the  dropping  of  her  scarf. 
What  should  hinder  us  then  from  reading,  to  salve  the  veracity  of  the  knight, 

She  palm'd  this  scarf  upon  me.  Sympson. 

Why  so  minuter  why  not  admit  pinnd  metaphorically  for  fattened? 

• But, 


WIT  AT  SEVERAL  WEAPONS. 


303 


Act  3.] 


Bat,  bis  back  turn’d,  she  curs’d,  me  so  for 
wearing  on’t  [since ; 

The  very  brawn  of  mine  arm  lias  acn'd  e’er 
Yet  in  a manner  forc’d  me  to  wear’t  still, 
But  hop'd  I should  not  long : if  good  luck 


serve, 

Ishould  meet  one  that  has  more  wit  and  worth 
Should  take  it  from  me;  ’twas  but  lent  to  me, 
And  sent  to  him  for  a token. 

Cunn.  I conceit  it!  I know  the  man 
That  lies  in  wait  for’t : part  with’t,  by  all 
means, 

In  any  case ! you  are  way-laid  about  it. 
Greg.  How,  sir ! way-laid  ? 

Cunn.  Pox  of  a scarf,  say  I ! 

I priie  my  friend’s  life  ’hove  a million  of  ’em : 
You  shall  be  rul’d,  sir ; I know  more  than  you. 
Greg.  If  you  know  more  than  I,  let  me 
be  rid  on’t! 


’I**,  ’tis  not  for  ray  wearing ; so  she  tQld  me. 

Cunn.  No,  no,  give  ine’t;  the  knave  shall 
And  you  shall  live.  [miss  his  purpose, 

Greg.  I would  as  long  as  I could,  sir. 
Cunn.  No  more  replies!  you  shall;  I’ll 
prevent  this: 

Pompey  shall  march  without  it. 

Greg.  What,  is’t  he? 

My  man  that  was? 

Cunn.  Call  him  your  deadly  enemy ! 

You  give  Ikim  too  fair  a name,  you  deal  too 
nobly ; 

He  bears  a bloody  mind,  a cruel  foe,  sir; 

I care  not  if  he  heard  me. 

Greg.  But,  do  you  hear,  sir  ? [him  ? 
Can  it  sound  with  reason,  she  should  affect 
Cunn.  Do  you  talk  of  reason?  I ne'er 
thought  to  have  heard 

Such  a word  couie  from  you : reason  in  love  ? 
Would  you  give  that  no  doctor  could  e’er 
give  ? 

Ibis  not  a deputy  married  his  cook-maid  ? 
An  alderman  s widow,  oue  that  was  her  turn* 
broach  ? 

Nay,  has  not  a great  lady  brought  her  stable 
b»to  her  chamber  ? lay  with  her  horse- 
keeper? 


Greg.  Did  ever  love  play  such  jade’s 
tricks,  sir  ? 

Cunn.  Oh,  thousands,  thousands. 

Beware  a sturdy  clown,  e’er  while  you  live,  sir: 
’Tis  like  a bouse wifry  in  most  shires  about  us: 
You  shall  ha’  farmers’  widows  wed  tliin  gen* 
tleinen 

Much  like  yourself,  but  put  ’em  to  no  stress; 
W hat  work  can  they  do,  with  small  trap-stick 
legs?  [pegs. 

They  keep  clowns  to  stop  gaps  and  drive  in 
A drudgery  fit  for  hinds.  E’en  back  again,  sir ! 
You’re  salest  at  returning. 

Greg . Think  you  so,  sir  ? ' 

Cunn.  But  how  came  this  clown  to  be 
call’d  Pompey  first? 

Greg.  Pish ! one  goodman  Caesar,  a pump* 
maker,  kersen’d  him;  [Pumpey, 

Pompey  he  writes  himself,  but  his  right  names 
And  stunk  too  when  I had  him;  now  he’s  crank. 
Cunn.  I’m  glad  I know  so  much  to  quell 
his  pride,  sir. 

Walk  you  still  that  way  ; I’ll  make  use  of  this 
To  resolve  all  my  doubts,  and  place  this  favour 
On  some  new  mistress,  ouly  for  a try ; 

And  if  it  meet  my  thoughts,  I’ll  swear  'tis  I. 

[ Exit. 

Greg.  Is  Pompey  grown  so  malapert,  so 
tram  pel 1C? 

The  only  cutter  about  ladies’  honours. 

Enter  OldcrnJ 

And  his  blade  soonest  out  ? 

Oldc.  Now,  what’s  the  news,  sir? 

Grtg.  I dare  not  say  but  good : — Oh, 
excellent  good,  sir!  [you,  knight  ? 

Qldc.  I hope  now  you’re  resolv’d  she  love* 
Greg.  Cuds  me,  wlrnt  else,  sir?  tlrnt’s  not 
to  do  now.  [you  anger’d  me, 

Oldc.  You  would  not  thirfk  how  desperately 
When  you  belied  her  gdodness:  oh,  you 
Even  to  a jmlsey.  [vex’d  me 

Greg.  What  a thing  was  that,  sir! 

Enter  Niece . 

Kiccc.  Tis,  that  ’tis. 


30  FrumpeL]  In  the  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,  Mrs.  Quickly  says  of  A^rs.  Ford,  Tliat 
1 she  leads  a very  frampold  life’  with  her  husband  ; and  Dr.  Johnson  says,  that  the  word 
occurs  in  Racket's  Life  of  Williams,  and  there  signifies  a petv'uth  troublesome  fellow.  Mr. 
bteevens  adds  the  following  note : 

Iu  the  Roaring  Girl,  a comedy,  1611,1  meet  with  a word,  which,  though  differently  spelt, 
appears  to  be  the  same. 

‘ Lax.  Coachman. 

‘ Coach.  Anon,  sir! 

* Lax.  Are  we  fitted  with  good  phrampcH  jades  r* 

. Rav,  among  his  South  and  East  country  words,  says,  that  /.  ampnld,  or  fremparj, 
>)£m)Jcs/re</W,  peevish,  cross,  frvuurd.  As  frowurJ,  (lie  adds)  conies  from  from,  so  may 
frompurd. 

Jvash,  in  his  Praise  of  the  Red  Herring,  1599,  speaking  of  Leandcr,  says,  ‘ the  churlish 
frumpold  waves  gave  him  his  belly  full  of  fish-broth.’* 

So  in  the  Inuer  Temple  Masque,  by  Middleton,  1019,  ’ ’us  so  frasnpote,  the  Puritans  will 
* never  yield  to  it.’  So  in  the  Blind  Beggar  of  Bethnal  1-Green,  by  John  Day,  * l think  the 
fellow  s J'rampell,  &c.’  Again,  in  Ben  Jonsoti's  Tale  of  a Tub, 

‘ l pray  tbee  grow  not  Jrahipui  now.’  Stcevcns. 
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As  I Imvehopc  or  sweetness,  the  scarf's  cone ! 
Worthy  wise  friend,  l dote  upon  tliy  cunning: 
We  two  shall  he  util  match’d ; our  issue  male 

sure 

Will  be  born  counsellors.  Is’t  possible? 
Thou  shalt  have  another  token  out  of  hand 
for’t;  [want,  i’  faith. — 

Nay,  since  the  way’s  found,  pity  thou  shouldst 
Oh,  my  best  joy  and  dearest! 

Oldc.  Well  said,  Niece! 

So  violent  ’fore  your  uncle  ? What  will  you  do 
lit  secret  then  ? 

Greg.  Marry,  call  me  slave  and  rascal. 
Niece.  Your* scarf* — the  scarf  1 cave  you— 
Oldc.  Mass,  that’s  true,  Niece  ! 

I ne'er  thought  upon  that:  the  scarf  she  gave 
you,  sir! 

W hat,  dumb  ? no  answer  from  you*  the  scarf! 
Greg.  1 wns  way-laid  about  it,  my  lile 
threaten’d ; [from’t 

life’s  itfe,  scarfs  but  a scarf,  and  so  1 parted 
Niece.  Unfortunate  woman!  my  first  fa- 
vour too  ! [<  ilement 

OUlc.  Will  you  be  still  an  ass?  no  r noti- 
n'wixt  you  and  W it  ? Are  you  so  far  fall’ll  out, 
You'll  never  come  together?  1 tell  you  true. 
I’m  very  lousily  ash  ui’d  on  you  ; 

That’s  tlie  worst  shame  that  can  be. — 

Thus  baiting  on  him,  now  bis  heart’s  hook'd  in, 
I’ll  make  him,  ere  1 ha’  done,  take  her  with 
nothing. 

I love  a mail  that  lives  by  his  wits,  as  life’1  ! — 
Nay,  leave,  sweet  Niece;  ’tis  but  a scarf; 
let  it  go ! 

A icce.  The  going  of  it  never  grieves  me,  sir; 
It  is  the  maimer,  the  manner — 

Gug.  Oh,  dissembling  marmoset! 


(Act  4/ 

If  I durst  speak,  or  could  be  believ’d 
When  I speak,  wbat  a tale  could  I tell, 

Tb  make  hair  stand  upright  now! 

A iecc.  Nay,  sir. 

At  your  request  you  shall  perceive,  uncle, 

\\  ith  what  renewing  love  I forgive  this: 
ere’s  a fair  diamond,  sir ; I’ll  try  how  long 
You  can  keep  that. 

Greg.  Not  very  long;  you  know't  too, 
Like  a cunning  w itch  as  you  are  ! 

Niece.  You’re  best  let  him  ha’  that  too# 
Greg.  So  I were,  I think ; there  were  no 
living  else. 

I thank  you,  as  you  have  handled  the  matter. 
Oldc.  Why,  this  is  musical  now,  and  Tues- 
day next  [set. 

Shnll  tune  your  instruments;  that's  the  day 
Niece.  A match,  good  uncle ! 

Oldc.  Sir,  you  hear  me  too  ? 

Greg.  Oh  very  well;  I’m  for  you.  [mind! 
Nitce.  Whatc’er  you  hear,  you  know  my 
[Exeunt  Older aj i and  Niece. 
Greg.  Ay,  a pox  on’t,  too  well!  If  I don’t 
wonder  how 

We  two  shall  come  together,  I’m  a bear-whelp, 
He  talks  of  Tuesday  next,  as  familiarly 
As  if  we  lov’d  one  another;  but  'tis  as  un- 
likely 

To  me,  as  'twas  seven  year  before  I saw  her. 
I shall  try  his  cunning;  itmay  be  be  has  a way 
Was  never  yet  thought  on,  and  it  had  need 
To  be  such  a one;  for  all  that  I can  think  on 
Will  never  do’t.  I look  to  have  this  diamond 
Taken  from  me  very  speedily;  therefore  I'll 
take  it 

Off  o’  my  finger,  for,  if  it  be  seen, 

I shall  be  w ay-laid  for  that  too.  [£rtf. 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Oldcraft  and  Wittypate, 

Oldc.  /"YH,  torture,  torture!  Thou  carry ’at 
^ a sting  i’thy  tail ! 

Thou  never  broughi’st  good  news  i’  thy  life 
yet ; [wilt. 

And  that’s  an  ill  quality,  leave  it  when  thou 
Witty.  Why,  you  receive  a blessing  the 
wrong  wav,  sir,  [sir, 

Call  you  not  this  good  news,  to  save  at  once. 
Your  credit  and  your  kinsman's  life  together? 
Would  it  not  vex  your  peace,  and  gall  your 
worth, 

T1  have  one  of  your  name  bang’d? 


Oldc.  Peace ; no  such  words,  boy ! 
Willy,  lie  thankful  for  the  blessing  of  pre- 
vention then. 

Oldc.  Let  me  see!.  [since  Brute j 

There  was  none  bang’d  out  of  our  house 
I ha’  search’d  both  Slow  and  llollmgshead. 
Witty.  Oil,  sir! 

Oldc.  I’ll  see  what  Tolychronfcon  says 
anon  too34.  [Iieard  on’t! 

Willy.  Twas  a miraculous  foftune  that  I 
Oldc . I would  th’  hadst  never  heard  on’t! 
Witty.  That’s  true  too, 

So  it  had  ne’er  been  done.  To  see  the  luck 
on’t! 

He 


31  I love  a man  that  lives  by  his  n its  nlife.]  Corrected  by  Syrnpson. 

34  I ll  see  what  Polychronicon  says  anon  too.  J By  Eoly  citron  icon  he  means  one  Iligden,  a 
mor.k  of  Chester,  who  wrote  a large  volume  ot  history  under  that  title.  Brady,  in  the  Cata- 
logue of  Writers  from  whom  ke  compiled  his  History  of  England,  gives  us  this  account  of 
him;  ‘ iianttlphus  Cestrenais  had  the  reputation  of  au  industrious  and  diligent  writer  by  our 


* ancestors, 
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He  was  ev’a  brought  to  justice  A ur urn’s 
threshold : 

There  had  flown  forth  a mittimus  straight  for 
Newgate ! [day, 

And  note  the  fortune  too ! Sessions  a Tnurs- 
Jury  cull’d  out  a Friday  Judgment  a Saturday, 
Dungeon  a Sunday,  Tyburn  a Monday : 
Misery’s  quotidian  ague,  when't begins  once, 
Every  day  pulls  him,  ’till  he  pull  his  last. 
Owe.  No  more,  I say ! 'tis  an  ill  theme. 
Where  left  you  him  ? 

Witty.  He’s  in  the  constable’s  hands  be- 
low Pth*  hall,  sir, 

Poor  gentleman,  and  his  accuser  with  him. 
Oldc.  What’s  lx  ? 

Witty.  A judge's  son,  ’tis  thought;  so  much 
the  worse  too;  [thing; 

lie’ll  hang  his  enemy,  and  it  shall  cost  him  no- 
That’s  a great  privilege. 

Oldc.  Within  there ! 

Enter  a Servant. 

Serv.  Sir?  [such  hope  on  him, 

Oldc.  Call  up  the  folks  i’th’  hall. — I had 
For  a scholar  too,  a thing  thou  ne'er  wast  fit 
for; 

Therefore  erected  all  my  joys  in  him, 

Got  a Welsh  benefice  in  reversion  for  him, 
Dean  of  Cardigan ; he  has  his  grace  already, 
He  can  marry  and  bury, 

Yet  ne’er  a hair  on's  face,  like  a French  vicar; 

Enter  Credulous,  Sir  Ruinous  fas  a Constable ) 
und  Lady  Ruinous  (as  a Man). 

And  does  he  bring  such  fruits  to  town  with 
him?  [to  vou ! 

A thief  at  his  first  lighting? — Oh,  good  den 
Witty.  Nay,  sweet  sir!  you’re  so  vex’d  now, 
you’ll  grieve  him, 

And  hurt  yourself. 

Oldc.  Away!  I'll  hear  no  counsel. — 

Come  you  but  once  in  seven  year  to  your  un- 
cle, * [too  ? 

And  at  that  time  must  you  be  brought  home 
Aud  by  a constable  ? 

Willy.  Oh,  speak  low,  sir; 

Remember  your  own  credit ! You  profess 
You  love  a man  o’wit;  begin  at  home,  sir; 
Express  it  i’  yourself. 

L.  Ruin.  Nay,  master  constable,  [too. 
Shew  yourself  a wise  man,  ’gainst  your  nature 
Ruin.  Sir,  no  dish-poridgement,  we  have 
brought  oorae 

As  good  men  as  ye.  [tongue 

Oldc.  Out!  aNorth-Britain  constable?  that 


Will  publish  all,  it  speaks  so  broad  already. 
Are  you  the  gentleman  ? 

L.  Ruin T Tlx  unfortunate  one,  sir, 

That  fell  into  the  power  of  merciless  thieves, 
Whereof  this  fellow,  (whom  I’d  call  your 
kinsman 

As  little  as  I could,  for  the  fair  reverence 
I owe  to  fame  and  years)  was  the  prime  vil- 
Oldc.  A wicked  prime  ! [lain. 

Witty.  Nay,  not  so  loud,  sweet  father! 

L.  Ruin.  The  rest  are  fled,  but  I shall  meet 
with  ’em:  [it) 

Hang  one  of  ’em  I will  certain,  (T  ha’  swore 
And  ’twas  iny  luck  to  light  upon  this  first. 
Oldc.  A Cambridge  man  for  this?  these 
your  degrees,  sir? 

Nine  years  at  university  for  this  fellowship? 
Witty.  Take  your  voice  lower,  dear  sir! 
Oldc.  What’s  your  loss,  sir  ? 

L.  Ruin.  That  which 

Offends  me  to  repeat ; the  money’s  whole,  sir, 
Tis  in  the  constable’s  hand  tfiere,  a seal’d 
hundred ; ' ✓ 

But  I will  not  received. 

Oldc.  No?  not  the  money,  sir. 

Having  confess’d  ’tis  all  ? 

L.  Ruin.  Tis  all  the  money,  sir,  [me, 
But  'tis  not  all  I lost;  for  when  they  bound 
Tliev  took  a diamond  hung  at  my  shirt-string, 
Which  fear  of  life  made  me  forget  to  hide ; 
It  being  the  sparkling  witness  of  a contract 
’Twixt  a great  lawyer’s  daughter  and  myself. 
Witty.  1 told  you  what  he  was.-—  What 
does  the  diamond 
Concern  my  cousin,  sir? 

L.  Ruin.  No  more  did  the  money; 

But  he  shall  answer  all  now. 

Witty.  There’s  your  conscience! 

It  shews  from  whence  you  sprung. 

L.  Ruin.  Sprung?  I had  leap’d  a thief. 
Had  I leap’d  some  of  your  alliance. 

Hi/ly.  Slave! 

L.  Ruin.  You  prevent  me  stilL 
Oldc.  'Slid,  son,  are  you  mad  ? 

L.  Ruin.  Come,  come,  I’ll  take  a legal 
course.  [demand,  sir? — 

Oldc.  Will  you  undo  us  all  t — What's  your 
Now  we’re  jo’s  danger  too  ! 

L.  Ruin.  A hundred  mark,  sir; 

I will  not  bate  a doiu 

Witty.  A hundred  rascals ! 

L.  Ruin.  Sir,  find  ’em  out  in  your  own 
blood,  and  take  ’em. 

Witty.  Go,  take  your  course;  follow  the 
law,  and  spare  not. 


‘ancestors,  especially  Iceland.  He  wrote  from  the  beginning  of  things,  and  brought  down 
‘ Ids  history  (Latin)  to  the  end  of  Edward  the  Third’s  reign,  1S77,  or  perhaps  only  to  the 

* year  1344,  as  Mr.  Selden  observes.’  As  the  Polychronicon  is  a book  not  to  be  met  with 
ftcry  where,  I will  give  ray  reader  a specimen  of'  our  Ranalphos’s  industry  and  diligence 
from  the  translation  of  his  Latin  work  bv  one  De  Trevisa.  In  book  the  first,  tho*  I can’t 
name  the  page  or  the  chapter,  he  gives  this  description  of  the  Sicilian  Cicada:  ‘ Cicades 
1 birds  that  singen  well , in  the  best r uise , and  they  hare  a pipe  open  under  their  throaty  and 

* singen  better  when  dead  than  while  they  be  alive,  therefore  her  des  of  that  londe  bihede  them 

* to  have  the  sweeter  song.’  Sampson. 
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Oldc.  Does  fury  make  you  drunk?  Know 
vou  what  you  say  ? [worst. 

Witty.  A hundred  dogs-dungs!  do  your 
Oldc.  You  do, 

Vm  sure:  who  is  loud  now  ? 

Witty.  What,  his  own  asking? 

Oldc.  Not  in  such  a case  ? 

Witty.  You  shall  have  hut  threescore 
pound,  spite  a*  your  teeth ; 

I’ll  see  you  liatig’a  first! 

Oldc.  And  what’s  seven  pound  more,  man, 
That  all  this  coil’s  about  ?— .Stay! — I say  he 
shall  ha’t.  [you  please  with  it; 

Witty.  It  is  your  own,  you  may  do  what 
Pardon  my  7eal  i 1 would  ha  sav’d  you  money. 
Give  him  all  his  own  asking? 

Oldc.  What’s  that  to  you,  sir? 

Be  sparing  of  your  own!  Tench  me  to  pinch 
In  such  a case  as  this?  Go,  go ; lite  by  your 
wits,  go! 

Wit ty.  I practise  all  I can.  ( 

Oldc.  Follow  you  me,  sir; 

And,  master  constable,  come  from  the  knave, 
And  be  a witness  of  a full  recompense. 

Witty.  Pray  stop  the  constable’s  mouth, 
\ whate'er  you  Ho,  sir. 

Oldc.  Yet  again  ? 

As  if  1 meant  not  to  do  that  myself, 

^Without  your  counsel ! As  for  you,  precious 
kinsman,  [rack  for  this! 

Your  first  year’s  fruits  in  Wales  shall  go  to 
You  lie  not  in  iny  house;  I’ll  pack  you  out, 
And  pay  for  your  lodging  rather. 

[Exeunt  Oldc.  Ruin,  and  L.  Ruin. 
Witty.  Oh,  fy,  cousin ! 

These  are  ill  courses;  you  a scholar  too! 

» Cred.  I w as  drawn  into’t  most  unfortunately, 
By  filthy  debosht  company. 

Witty.  Ay,  ay,  ay ; 

■*Tis  even  the  spoil  of  all  our  youth  in  England. 
What  were  they?  gentlemen? 

Crcd.  Faith,  so  like,  some  of ’em, 

They  were  ev’n  the  worse  again. 

Witty.  Hum! 

Cred.  Great  tobacco-w hi ffers ; [mouths. 

They  would  go  near  to  rob  w ith  a pipe  iu  their 
Witty.  Wimt!  no?  [rascals  use  it. 

Cred.  Faith,  leave  it,  cousin,  because  my 
Witty,  po  they  do  meat  and  drink ; must 
worthy  gentlemen 

Refrain  tlveir  food  for  that?  an  honest  man 
May  eat  of  the  same  pig  some  parson  dines 
with, 

A lawyer  and  a fool  feed  off  one  woodcock, 
Yet  one  ne’er  the  simpler,  t’other  ne’er  the 
wiser ; [pipe, 

'Tis  not  meat,  drink,  or  smoke,  dish,  cup,  or 
Co-operates  to  the  making  of  a knave  ; 

Tis  the  condition  makes  a slave  a slave  : 
There’s  London  philosophy  for  you ! 1 tell 
you,  cousin, 

You  cannot  be  too  cnutelous,  nice,  or  dainty, 
in  your  society  here,  t specially 
When  you  come  raw'  from  the  university, 
Before  the  world  has  harden’d  you  a little; 


[Act  4. 

For  as  a butter'd  loaf  is  a scholar’s  breakfast 
there, 

So  a poach’d  scholar  is  a cheater’s  dinner  here: 

1 lm*  known  seven  of  'em  supp'd  up  at  a meal. 
Cred.  Why  a pimeh’d  scholar? 

With/.  Vause  he  pours  himself  forth, 

And  all  his  secrets,  at  the  first  acquaintance; 
Never  so  crafty  to  lie  eaten  i'rii*  shell, 

But  is  out -strip'd  of  all  he  Iras  at  first, 

And  goes  down  glib;  he’s  swallow’d  with 
'Stead  of  wine  vinegar.  [sharp  wit, 

Cred . I shall  rhink,  cousin, 

O’  your  poach’d  scholar,  while  I live. 

Enter  Servant. 

S*rv.  Master  Credulous, 

Your  uncle  w ills  you  to  forbear  the  house : 
You  must  with  me ; I’m  charg’d  to  see  you 
plac’d 

In  some  new  lodging  about Thieviiig-Lane. 
What  the  conceit’s  I know  not;  but  he 
commands  you 

To  he  seen  here  no  more, ’till  you  hear  further. 
Cred.  Here’s  a strange  welcome,  sir! 
Witty.  This  is  the  world,  cousin. 

When  a man’s  fame’s  once  poison’d!  Farr 
thee  well,  lad ! [£rmnf  Cred.  and  Sen. 
This  is  the  happiest  cheat  I e’er  claim’d 
share  in ; 

It  has  n two-fold  fortune,  pets  me  coin, 

And  puts  him  out  of  grace  that  stood  be- 
tween me, 

M y father’s  Cambridge  jewel,  much  suspectiil 
To  be  his  heir;  now  there’s  a bar  in’s  hopes. 

Enter  Ruinous  and  Eidy  Ruinous. 
Ruin.  It  chinks;  make  haste! 

L.  Ruin.  The  Goat  at  Sin  ithfield- Pens. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Cunningham. 

Witty.  7. o,  zo,  zufficient! — Master  Cun- 
ningham ? 

I never  have  ill  luck  when  I meet  a wit. 
Conn.  A w it’s  better  to  meet  than  to  fol- 
low then, 

For  I ha’  none  so  good  I can  commend  yet ; 
But  commonly  men  unfortunate  to  themselves, 
Are  luckiest  to  their  friends ; and  so  may  I be. 
Witty.  I run  o’er  so  much  worth,  going 
but  in  haste  from  you, 

All  mv  deliberate  friendship  cannot  equal. 
Cunn.  M’is  but  to  shew  , that  you  can  place 
sometimes 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Your  modesty  a-top  of  all  your  virtues. 

[ Exit  Witty. 

This  gentleman  may  pleasure  ine  yet  again. 

I am  so  haunted  with  this  broad-hrim’d  hat 
Of  the  last  progress  block,  with  the  young 
lint-hand, 

Made  for  a sucking  devil  of  two  years  old, 

I know  not  where  to  turn  myself. 

Mir.  Sir! 

Cunn. 
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Act  4.J 

Cunn.  More  torture  ? 

Alir.  Tis  rumour'd  that  you  love  me. 
Cunn.  O’  iny  troth,  gentlewoman, 
Rumour's  as  false  a knave  as  ever  piss'd  then ; 
Pray  tell  him  so  from  me!  1 cannot  feign 
With  a sweet  gentlewoman,  I must  deal 
downright.  [aunt,  sir; 

Alir.  1 heard, tho’,  you  dissembled  with  my 
And  that  makes  me  more  confident. 

Cunn.  There's  no  falshood, 

But  pays  us  our  own  some  way !-  I confess 
I feign'd  with  her,  ['twas  for  a weightier  pur- 
But  not  with  thee,  I swear.  [pose) 

Mir.  Nor  I with  you  then, 

Altho’  niv  aunt  enjoin'd  me  to  dissemble 
To  right  her  spleen  : I love  you  faithfully. 
Cunn.  'Light,  this  is  worse  than  ’twas. 

Mir . I find  such  worth  in  you, 

1 cannot,  nay,  I dare  not  dally  with  you, 

For  fear  the  flame  consume  me. 

Cunn.  Here's  fresh  trouble! 

This  drives  me  to  my  conscience;  for  'tis  foul 
To  injure  one  that  deals  directly  with  me. 
Mir.  I crave  but  such  a truth  from  your 
love,  sir, 

As  mine  brings  you,  and  that’s  proportiouable. 
Cunn.  A good  geometrician  'shrew  my 
heart ! [gentlewoman, 

Why,  are  you  out  o’  vour  wits,  pretty  plump 
You  talk  so  desperately  ? 'tis  a great  happiness 
Love  has  made  one  on’s  wiser  than  auolher, 
We  should  be  both  cast  away  else  : ^ 

Yeti  love  gratitude ; 1 must  requite  you, 

I shall  be  sick  else  : but  to  give  you  me — 

A thing  you  must  not  take,  if  you  mean  to  live, 
For  a’  my  troth  I hardly  can  myself; 

No  wise  physician  w ill  prescribe  me  for  you. 
Alas,  your  state’s  weak  ; you  had  need  of 
Cordials, 

Some  rich  electuary,  made  of  a son  and  heir, 
An  elder  brother,  in  a cull  is,  whole  ; 

It  must  be  some  wealthy  Gregory,  boil’d  to 
a jelly*  [gowns, 

That  must  restore  you  to  the  state  of  new 
French  ruffs,  and  mutable  head-tires. 

Mir.  But,  where  is  he,  sir  ? [nothing. 

One  tliat’s  so  rich  will  ne’er  wed  me  with 
Cunn.  Then  see  thy  conscience,  ana  thy 

wit  together!  [neither? 

Wouldst  thou  have  me  then,  that  have  nothing 
Wlmt  suy  you  to  fop  Gregory  the  First  yonder? 
^ ill  you  acknowledge  your  lime  amply  re- 
compens’d, 

Full  satisfaction  upon  love’s  record, 

W itlioul  any  more  suit,  if  I combine  you  ? 
Mir.  Yes,  by  this  honest  kiss. 

Cw»n.  You’re  a wise  client, 

To  pay  your  fee  before-hand  ; but  all  do  so  : 

^ ou  know  die  worst  already,  that's  the  best  too. 
Mir.  I know  he  is  a fool. 

Cunn.  You’re  shrewdly  hurt  then! 

11  Hcif  end  d th*  coder.]  Tliere  only  want 
run  l^e  the  original,  viz.  d th'  collet ; i.  r. 
•cb  Symplon. 
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This  is  your  comfort;  your  great,  wisest 

women 

Pick  their  first  husband  still  out  of  that  house, 
And  some  will  have  ’em  to  chuse,  if  they 
bury  twenty.  fa  first  husband 

Mir.  I’m  of  their  minds,  that  lilie  him  for 
To  run  youth's  nice  with;  it  is  very  pleasant; 
But  when  I'm  old,  I’d  always  wish  a w iser. 
Cunn.  You  may  have  me  by  that  time. 
For  this  first  busiuess, 

Rest  upon  my  performance! 

Mir.  With  all  thankfulness.  [too. 

Cunn.  T have  a project  you  must  aid  me  in 
' Alir.  You  bind  me  to  all  lawful  action,  sir. 
Cunn.  Pray  wear  this  scarf  about  you. 

Alir.  I conjecture  now — 

Cunn.  There’s  a court  principle  for’t,  one 
otlice  must  help  another ; 

As  for  example,  for  your  cast  o’  manchets 
out  o’  th’  pantry, 

I’ll  allow  you  a goose  out  of  the  kitchen. 

Mir.  "I'is  very  sociably  done,  sir : farewell. 
Performance ! 

I shall  be  bold  to  call  you  so.  [Exit. 

Cunn.  Do,  sweet  Confidence ! 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

If  T can  match  my  two  broad-hriin'd  hats— ■ 
Tis  he!  I know  the  maggot  by  his  head; 

Now  shall  I learn  news  of  him.  My  precious 
chief!  [bowling-green, 

Greg.  I have  been  seeking  for  you  i'  th' 
Enquir’d  at  Nettletou's,  and  Anthony's  or- 
It  has  vex’d  me  to  th*  heart!  [dinary ; 

Look,  I’ve  a diamond  here,  and  it  can’t  find 
A master. 

Cunn.  No?  that's  hard,  i’faith. 

Greg.  It  docs 

Belong  to  somebody  : a mischief  on  him, 

1 would  he  had  it;  does  but  trouble  ine; 

And  she  that  sent  it  is  so  waspish  too. 

There’s  no  returning  to  her  'till’t  be  gone. 
Cunn . Oh,  ho!  Ah,  sirrah,  arc  you  coine? 
Greg.  What’s  that,  friend  ? 

Cunn.  Do  you  note  that  corner  sparkle  ? 
Greg.  Which?  which?  which,  sir? 

Cunn.  At  the  west  end  o’th’  collet35. 

Greg.  Oh,  I see't  now.  [stone,  sir, 

Cunn.  Tis  an  apparent  mark : this  is  the 
That  so  much  blood  is  threaten’d  to  be  shed  for. 
Greg.  1 pray — 

Cunn.  A tun  at  least.  [they  must 

Greg.  They  must  not  find  it  in  me  then ; 
Go  where  ’tis  to  he  had.  [sir  Gregory ; 

Cunn.  Tis  well  it  came  to  my  hands  first, 

I know  where  this  must  go. 

Greg.  Am  1 discharg'd  on't? 

Cunn.  My  life  for  yours  now  ! [ Drawt . 

Greg.  What  now  ? 

Cunn.  Tis  discretion,  sir; 

I’ll  stand  upon  my  guard  all  the  while  I ha't. 

the  change  of  a letter,  to  make  this  passage 
bcizill  or  socket  in  which  the  diamond  was 

It  r U Creg. 
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Greg.  Troth  thou  tak*ft  too  much  danger 
on  thee  still, 

To  preserve  me  alive. 

Cunn.  Tis  a friend’s  duty,  sir, 

Nay,  by  a toy  that  I’ve  late  thought  upon, 
111  undertake  to  get  your  mistress  for  you. 
Greg.  Thou  wilt  not?  wilt? 

Cunn.  Contract  her  by  a trick,  sir, 

When  she  least  thinks  on't. 

Greg.  There’s  the  right  way  to’t; 

For  if  she  think  on’t  once,  she’ll  never  do’t. 
Cunn.  She  does  abuse  you  then  ? 

Greg.  A pox  1 damnably. 

Every  time  worse  than  other;  yet  her  uncle 
Thinks  the  day  holds  a Tuesday:  say  it  did, 
sir, 

Slie’s  so  familiarly  us’d  to  call  me  rascal . 
She’il  quite  forget  to  wed  roe  by  my  own  name; 
And  then  that  marriage  cannot  hold  in  law, 
you  know. 

Cunn.  Will  you  leave  all  to  me  ? 

Greg.  Who  should  I leave  it  to? 

Cunn.  'Tis  our  luck  to  love  nieces;  Hove 
a niece  too. 

Greg.  I would  you  did,  i*  faith ! 

Cunn.  But  mine's  a kind  wretch,  [satoo ! 
Greg.  Ay,  marry,  sir;  I would  mine  were 
Cunn.  No  rascal  comes  in  her  mouth.  „ 
Greg.  Troth  and  mine 
lias  little  else  in  hers. 

Cunn.  Mine  sends  me  tokens, 

All  the  world  knows  not  ou. 

Greg.  Mine  gives  me  tokens  tbo, 

Very  fine  tokens;  but  I dare  not  wear ’em. 
Cunn.  Mine’s  kiud  in  secret. 

Greg.  And  there  mine’s  a hell-cat. 

Cunn.  We  have  a day  set  too. 

Greg.  'Slid,  so  have  we,  man ; 

But  there’s  no  sign  of  ever  coining  together. 
Cunn.  I’ll  tell  thee  who  it  is ; tb’  old  wo- 
Greg.  Is’t  she?  [man’s  niece. 

Cunn.  1 would  your  luck  had  been  no  worse 
tor  mildness; 

But  mum ; no  more  words  of  it  to  your  lady ! 
Greg.  Fob  ! 

Cunn.  No  blabbing,  as  you  love  me. 
Greg.  None  of  our  blood 
Were  ever  babblers. 

Cunn.  Prithee  convey  this  letter  to  her; 
But  at  any  hand  let  not  your  mistress  sec  t ! 
Greg.  Yet  again,  sir? 

Cunn.  There  is  a jewel  in’t! 

The  very  art  would  make  her  dote  upon'u 
Greg.  Say  you  so  ? 

And  she  shall  see  it  for  that  trick  only. 
Cunn.  Remember  but  your  mistress,  and 
all’s  well. 

Greg.  Nay,  if  I do  not,  hang  me  ! [Erif. 
Cunn.  I believe  you. 

This  is  the  only  way  to  return  a token  : 

I know  he  will  do’t  now,  ’cause  he’s  charg'd 
to  th'  contrary. 

He’s  the  nearest  kin  to  a woman,  of  a thing 


[Act*. 

Made  without  substance,  that  a man  can  find 
again. 

Some  petticoat  begot  him,  I'll  be  whipt  else, 
Engendring  with  an  old  pairof  pane’d  hose*4, 
Lying  in  some  hot  chamber  o’er  the  kitchen; 
The  very  steam  bred  him. 

He  never  grew  where  rem  in  re  e’er  came; 
The  generation  of  a hundred  such 
Cannot  make  a man  stand  in  a white  sheet. 
For  ’tis  no  act  in  law;  nor  can  a constable 
Pick  out  a bawdy  business  for  bridewell  in’t 

Enter  Pompey  (as  a gallant.) 

A lamentable  case ! 

He’s  got  with  a man’s  urine,  like  a mandrake.— 
How  now?  ha?  what  prodigious  bravery’s 
this? 

A most  preposterous  gallant ! the  doublet  sits 
As  if  it  mock’d  the  breeches. 

Pompey.  Save  you,  sir ! 

Cunn.  H*  has  put  his  tongue  in  the  fine  suit 
of  words  too ! 

Pompey.  How  does  the  party  ? 

Cunn.  Takes  me  for  a scrivener. — 

Which  of  the  parties? 

Pompey.  Hum  ! Simplicity  betide  thee!— 
I would  fain  hear  o’  th'  party ; I’d  be  loath 
to  go 

Further  with  her;  honour  is  not  a thing 
To  be  dallied  withal,  no  more  is  reputation, 
No,  nor  fame,  I take  it ; I must  not  have  her 
wrong’d  [pell’d 

When  I’m  abroad ; my  party  is  not  to  be  com- 
Witb  any  party  in  an  oblinue  way ; 

Tis  very  dangerous  to  deal  with  women ; 
May  prove  a lady  too,  but  shall  be  nameless; 
I'll  bite  my  tongue  out,  ere  it  prove  a traitor. 
Cunn.  Opon  my  life,  I kuow  her! 
Pompey.  N ot  by  me ; 

Know  what  you  can,  talk  a whole  day  with 
f ' [tliese  lips. 

You’re  ne’er  the  wiser ; she  comes  not  from 
Cunn.  The  old  knight’s  niece. 

Futnpey.  'Slid,  he  has  got  her ! Pox  of  his 
heart  that  told  him  ! [you 

Can  nothing  be  kept  secret  \ — Let  me  entreat 
To  use  her  name  as  little  as  you  can,  tho’. 
Cunn.  'Twill  be  small  pleasure,  sir,  to  use 
her  name.  [walks, 

Pompey.  I had  intelligence  in  my  solemn 
Twixt  Paddington  and  Pancridge,  of  a scan 
Sent  for  a token,  and  a jewel  follow’d ; 

But  I acknowledge  not  the  receipt  of  any: 
However  it  is  carried,  believe  me,  sir, 

Upon  my  reputation,  I receiv’d  none  ! 

Cunn.  What,  neither  scarf  nor  jewel? 
Pompey.  T would  be  seen  [that; 

Somewhere  about  me,  you  may  well  think 
I have  an  arm  for  a scarf,  as  others  have. 

An  ear  to  hang  n jewel  too,  and  that  is  more 
Than  some  men  have,  my  betters  a great  deal 
I must  have  restitution,  where-e’er  it  lights. 
Cunn.  And  reason  good. 


’*  With  an  old  pair  of  pane ’d  ho*.}  Probably  pain'd  host.  Symptcn. 
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Act  4.] 


Pompey.  For  ml]  these  tokens,  sir. 

Pass  i’  my  name. 

Cunn.  It  cannot  otherwise  be. 

Pompey.  Sent  to  a worthy  friend ! 

Cunn.  Ay,  that’s  to  thee. 

Pompey.  I'm  wrong’d  under  that  title. 
Cunn.  I dare  swear  thou  art : 

Tis  nothing  but  sir  Gregory’s  circumvention, 
His  envious  spite;  when  thou’rt  at  Paddington, 
He  meets  the  gifts  at  Pancridge. 

Pompey.  Ah,  false  knight! 

False  both  to  honour,  and  the  law  of  arms. 
Cunn.  What  wilt  thou  say  if  I be  reveng’d 
for  thee. 

Thou  sit  as  witness  ? 

Pompey.  I should  laugh  in  state  tlien. 
Cunn.  1*11  fob  him  ! here’s  my  hand. 
Pompey.  I shall  he  as  glad  as  any  man  alive 
To  see  him  well  fobb’d,  sir.  But  now  you 
talk  of  fobbing, 

I wonder  the  lady  sends  not  for  me,  according 
to  promise: 

I ha’  kept  out  o’ town  these  two  days,  o’pur- 
pose  ' [ing. 

To  be  sentfor : I am  almost  starv’d  with  walk- 
Cunn.  Walking  gets  men  a stomach. 
Pompey.  'Tis  most  true,  sir; 

I may  speak  it  by  experience,  for  I ha*  got 
A stomach  six  times,  and  lost  it  again, 

As  often  ns  a traveller  from  Chelsea 
Shall  lose  the  sight  of  Paul’s,  and  get  it  again. 
Cunn.  Go  to  her,  man. 

Pompey.  Not  for  a million  ! 

Enfringe  my  oath?  There’s  a toy  call’d  a vow 
Has  past  between  us,  a poor  trifle,  sir  ! 

Pray  do  me  the  part  and  office  of  a gentleman : 
If  you  chance  to  meet  a footman  by  the  way, 
lu  orange-tawnv  ribbands,  running  before 
An  empty  coac)i,  with  a buzzard  i’th’ poop 
on’t,  [River, 

Direct  him  and  his  horses  toward  the  New- 
By  Islington  ; there  they  shrill  have  me  look- 
ing 

Upon  the  pipes,  and  whistling.  [Erit. 

Cunn.  A very 

Good  note ! 'This  Love  makes  us  all  mon- 
kies. [uiond  ? 

Hut  to  my  work:  scarf  first?  and  now  a dia- 
These  should  be  sure  signs  of  her  aflection’s 
truth; 

Yet  1*11  go  forward  with  my  surer  proof. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Niece  an 4 Gregory. 

Niece.  Is’t  possible? 

Greg.  Nay,  here’s  his  letter  too; 

There’s  a fine  jewel  in’t,  therefore  X brought 
it  to  you.  [enough 

Niece.  You  tedious  roongril ! Is  it  not 
To  grace  thee,  to  receive  this  from  thy  hand, 
A dung  which  makes  me  almost  sick  to  do. 
But  you  must  talk  too  ? 

Greg . I ha’  done. 


Niece.  Fall  back ! 

Yet  backer,  backer  yet!  You  unmannerly 
pappy, 

Do  you  not  sec  I*m  going  about  to  read  it? 
Greg.  Nay,  these  are  golden  days  ! now  l 
stay  by't ; [at  all ; 

She  was  wont  not  to  endure  me  in  her  sight 
The  world  mends,  I sec  that. 

Niac.  What  an  ambiguous 
Supersc  ription’s  here ! ‘To  the  best  of  nieces/ 
W It y,  that  title  may  be  mine,  and  more  than 
hers: 

Sure  I much  w rong  the  neatness  of  his  art ! 
’Tis  certain  sent  to  me;  and  to  requite 
My  cunning  in  the  carriage  of  my  tokens, 
Us’d  the  same  fop  for  his. 

Greg.  She  nodded  now  tome;  ’twill  come 
in  time.  [into  a heart? 

Niece.  What’s  here?  An  entire  ruby,  cut 
And  this  the  word,  lstud  amuris  opus  7 
Greg.  Yea,  yes; 

I have  heard  him  say,  that  love’s  the  best 
stone-cutter.  [veiling  sow-gelder; 

IVicre.  Why,  thou  saucy  issue  of  some  tra- 
What  makes  love  in  thy  mouth?  Is  it  a thing 
That  ever  will  concern  thee  ? I do  wonder 
How  thou  dar’st  think  on’t!  Hast  thou  ever 
hope 

To  come  i9  the  same  room  w here  lovers  are, 
And  'scape  unbrain’d  with  one  of  their  velvet 
slippers? 

Greg.  Love-tricks  break  out  I see : an  yon 
talk  of  slippers  once, 

It  is  not  far  off  to  bed-time. 

Niece.  Is  it  possible  thou  canst  laugh  yet? 

I would  lia’  undertook  to  ha'  kill’d  a spider 
With  less  venom  far  than  I have  spit  at  thee. 

Greg.  You  must  conceive, 

A knight’s  another  manner  o’  piece  of  flesh. 
Niece.  Back,  owl’s  face ! 

Otdc.  [zrifAin]  Do,  do. 

Niece.  ’Tis  my  uncle’s  voice,  that.— - 
Why  keep  you  so  far  off,  sir  Gregory? 

Are  you  afraid,  sir,  to  come  near  your  mis- 
tress? 

Greg.  Is  the  proud  heart  come  down?  I 
look’d  for  this  still. 

Niece.  He  comes  not  this  way  yet. — Away, 
you  dog-whelp ! fso  ? 

Would  you  offer  to  come  near  me,  tho’  I said 
I’ll  make  you  understand! my  mind  in  time! 
You’re  running  in  greedily1',  like  a hound  to 
his  breakfast,  flows; 

That  chops  iu  head  and  all  to  beguile  his  fel- 
l*m  to  be  eaten,  sir,  with  grace  and  leisure. 
Behaviour  and  discourse,  things  that  ne’er 
trouble  you: 

After  1 have  pelted  you  sufficiently, 

I iro  you'll  learn  more  manners. 

Greg.  I am  wondring  [days 

Still  when  we  two  shall  come  together.  Tues- 
At  hand,  hut  I’m  as  far  off  as  I was 
At  first,  I swear. 


35  Your  running  in  greedily .}  Corrected  by  Sympson. 
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[Act  4 


Enter  Guardianess. 

Guard.  Now,  Cunningham,  111  be  re- 
veng’d at  large. 

Lady,  what  was  but  all  this  while  suspicion 
Is  truth  full  blown  now;  my  niece  wears 
Niece.  Hu ! [your  scarf. 

Guard.  Do  but  follow  me,  I’ll  place  you 
instantly  [ham. 

Where  you  shall  see  her  courted  byCunmng- 
Niece.  I go  with  greediness!  We  long  for 
things 

That  break  our  hearts  sometimes;  there  $ 
pleasure’s  misery-  [ Niece  and  Guard. 
Greg.  Where  are  those  gad-flies  going? 
to  some  junket  now.  [one  forth 

That  same  old  humble-bee 36  toles  the  young 
To  sweatrneats  after  kind : let  ’em  look  to’t, 
The  thing  you  wot  on  be  not  miss’d  or  gone! 
I brin»  n maidenhead,  and  I look  for  one. 

° [Exit. 

Enter  Cunningham  ( seemingly  in  discourse 
with  a mask'd  Gentlewoman , which  is  a 
. Puppet , in  a broad  hat , and  scarjed)y  and 
Niece  at  another  door, 

Cu  an.  Yes,  yes. 

Niece.  Too  manifest  now ; the  scarf  and  all ! 
Cunn.  It  cannot  be;  you're  such  a fearful 
toul.  [from  her! 

Niece.  I’ll  give  her  cause  of  fear  ere  1 part 
Cunn.  Will  you  soy  so?  Is't  not  your 
aunt’s  desire  too  ? 

Niece.  What  a dissembling  crone’s  that? 
bile’ll  forswear *L  now.  [grace  on’t. 

Cunn.  I see  my  project  takes ; yonder’s  the 
Niece.  Who  would  put  confidence  in  wit 
again? 

I’m  plagu’d  for  my  ambition,  to  desire 
A wise  man  for  a husband ! and  I see 
Fate  will  not  have  us  go  beyond  our  stint : 
Wc  are  allow’d  but  one  dish,  and  that’s 
woodcock.  [sen ants  of; 

It  keeps  up  wit  to  make  us  friends  and 
And  thinks  any  thing’s  good  enough  to  make 
us  husbands.  ^ ^ [block, 

Oh,  that  whore's  hat  o’ thine,  o’th’  riding 
A slmde  for  Icclierous  kisses! 

Cunn.  Make  you  doubt  on’t  ? 

Is  not  my  love  of  force  ? 


Niece.  Yes ; me  it  forces 
To  tear  that  sorcerous  strumpet  from  thy 
embraces. 

Cunn.  Lady  ! [love — 

Niece.  Oh,  tliou  hast  wrong’d  the  exquisitest 
Cunn.  What  mean  you,  lady  ? 

Niece.  Mine;  you’ll  answer  tbr’t! 

Cunn.  Alas,  what  6eek  you  ? 

Niece.  Sir,  mine  own,  with  loss. 

Cunn.  You  shall — 

Niece.  I never  made  so  hard  a bargain. 
Cunn.  Sweet  lady ! 

Niece.  Unjust  man,  let  my  wrath  reach  her, 
As  you  owe  virtue  duty!  [Cunn.falUon purpose.] 
Your  cause  trips  you.  [is, 

Now,  minion,  you  shall  feel  what  love’s  rage 
Before  you  taste  the  pleasure.  Smile  you, 
false  sir  ? [you  take, 

Cunn.  How  can  I chuse,  to  see  what  pains 
Upon  a thing  will  never  thank  you  for't? 
Niece.  How! 

Cunn.  See  wliat  things  you  women  be,  lady! 
When  cl  oaths  are  ta’en  for  the  best  part  of 
you. 

This  was  to  shew  you,  when  you  think  I love 
you  not,  [li»: 

How  you're  deceiv’d  still;  there  the  moral 
Twas  a trap  set  to  catch  you,  and  the  only 
bait 

To  take  a lady  nibbling  is  fine  cloaths: 
Now  I dare  boldly  thank  you  for  your  love; 
I’m  pretty  well  resolv’d  in’t  by  this  fit, 

For  a jealous  ague  always  ushers  it. 

Niece.  Now  blessings  still  maintain  this 
wit  of  thiue! 

And  rvenn  excellent  fortune  coming  in  tbee : 
Bring  nothing  else,  1 charge  thee. 

Cunn.  Not  a groat,  I warrant  you. 

Niece.  Thou  shalt  be  worthily  welcome, 
take*  my  faith  for't ; 

Next  opportunity  shall  make  us37. 

Cunn.  The  old  gentlewoman  has  fool’d 
her  retenge  sweetly. 

Niece.  ’Las,  ’tis  her  part ; she  knows  her 
place  so  well  yonder  f 
Always  when  women  jump  upon  threescore, 
Love  shoves  'em  from  the  chamber  to  the 
door. 

Cunn.  Thou  art  a precious  she-wit! 

[Exeunt. 


36  Some  old  humble-bee .]  Corrected  in  1750. 

37  Next  opportunity  shall  make  m.]  Here  the  loss  of  a monosyllable  destroys  the  measure 
and  injures  the  sense.  I read. 

Next  opportunity  shrffl  make  us  one.  Seward. 

There  is  certainly  very  complete  tense  without  the  monosyllable. 
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ACT  V. 


Enter  Cunningham  (at  one  door),  1 Pit  tip 
juite,  Ruinous , Lady  Ruinous,  and  Priscutn 
(ut  the  other). 

Cunn.  URIEND,  met  ia  tl»e  harvest  of  our 
designs ! 

Not  a thought  buis  busy. 

Witty.  I knew  it,  imm  ; [reapers. 

And  that  made  me  provide  these  needful 
Hooks,  rakers,  gleaners:  we  will  sing  it  home 
With  a melodious  hornpipe.  This  is  the  bond ; 
That  as  we  further  in  your  great  utfair, 

You'll  suffer  us  to  glean,  pick  up  tor  crumbs18, 
And  if  we  snatch  a handful  from  the  sheaf, 
You  will  not  look  a churl  upon  us. 

Cunn.  Friend,  [love  ncre 

" ell  share  the  sheaves  of  gold ; only  the 
Shall  be  peculiar. 

Witty.  Much  good  do  you,  sir.  [you 
Away ! you  know  your  way,  and  your  stay ; get 
The  music  ready,  while  we  prepare  the 
dancers. 

Ruin.  We  are  a consort  of  ourselves. 

Pris.  And  can  strike  up  lustily.  • 

Witty.  You  must  bring  sir  Fop. 

Cunn.  That’s  perfect  enough. 

Ruin.  Bring  ull  the  fops  you  can,  the 
more  the  better  tare ; 

So  the  proverb  runs  backwards. 

[£.re.  Ruin,  and  Pris. 
L Ruin.  I’ll  bring  the  ladies.  [Exit. 
Witty . Do  so  first,  and  then 
The  fops  will  follow.  I roast  to  my  father; 
He  must  make  one.  [ Exit. 

Enter  two  Servants  zeith  a Banquet. 

Cunn.  While  i dispatch  a business  with 
the  knight, 

Aud  I go  with  you.  Well  said ! I thank  y^u ! 
This  small  banquet  will  furnish  our  few  guests 
With  taste  and  state  enough.  One  reach  my 
gown ; 

The  action  craves  it,  rather  than  (lie  weather. 
1 Serv.  There  is  one  stays  to  speak  with 
you,  sir. 

Cunn.  What  is  he? 

1 Serv.  Faith,  I know  not  what,  sir;  a 
fool,  I think, 


That  some  broker’s  shop  has  made  half  a 
gentleman : 

II*  has  the  name  of  a worthy  too. 

Cunn.  Pompcy?  is’t  not? 

1 Serv.  That’s  he,  sir. 

Cunn.  Alas,  poor  fellow,  prithee  enter  him, 

Enter  second  Servant  with  a Gown. 

He  will  need  too39.  He  shall  serve  for  u 
witness.  Oh, 

Gramercy!  if  my  friend  sir  Gregory  comes, 
Enter  Pompcy. 

(You  know  him)  entertain  him  kindly.  Oh, 
How  is’t,  man  ? [master  Pompcy! 

Pompcy.  ’Snails,  I’m  almost  starv’d  with 
love,  [my  lady 

And  cold,  and  one  thing  or  other,  lias  not 
Sent  for  me  yet  ? 

Cunn.  Not  that  I hear : sure  some 
Unfriendly  messenger’s  employ’d  betwixt  yon. 
Pompcy.  I was  ne’er  so  cold  in  my  life  : in 
my  conscience,  [New-river; 

T have  been  seven  miles  in  length,  along  tlie 
I have  seen  a hundred  stickle-bags ; I don’t 
think  but  [water. 

There’s  gudgeons  too : ’twill  ne’er  bv  a true 
Cunn.  Why  think  you  so? 

Pompcy.  1 warrant  you  I told  [a  little 
A thousand  miller’s  thumbs  m it.  I’ll  make 
Bold  with  your  sweetmeats. 

Cunn.  And  welcome,  Pompcy! 

Pompcy.  Tis  a strange  thing  I have  no 
taste  in  any  thing.  [thing  but  itself. 

Cunn.  Oh,  that’s  love ; that  distastes  any 
Pompcy.  Tis  worse  than  cheese  in  that 
point.  May  not  a man 
Break  his  word  with  a lady  ? 1 could  find 
In  my  heart  and  my  hose  too. 

Cunn.  By  no  means,  sir ; 

That  breaks  all  the  laws  of  love. 

Pompcy.  Well,  I’ll  ne’er  pass  my  word 
Without  ray  deed,  to  lady,  while  1 live  again. 
I would  fain  recover  my  taste. 

Cuv'j.  Well,  I have  news  to  tell  you. 
Pompcy.  Good  news,  sir  ? [a  rival, 

Cunn.  llappy  news!  I help  you  aw  ay  with 
Your  master's  bestow’d — 


3S  You'll  suffer  us  to  glean , pick  up  for  crtiins.'J  This  reading  discontinues  the  metaphor. 
Us  well  as  disturbs  the  sense;  both  may  easily  be  amended,  by  reading  thus; 

to  glean,  pick  up  Jew  corns.  Sytnpson. 

Corns  certainly  pursues  the  metaphor  best;  but  the  old  reading  being  sense,  should  not  be 
arbitrarily  altered,  though  for  the  better;  fidelity  being  the  first  duty  of  an  editor. 

39  Alas,  poor  fellow,  prithee  enter  him,  he  to  ill  need  too.]  Tho’  Pom  pc  a did  need  victuals, 
yet  the  adverb  too  shews  need  to  be  a corruption  for  sted  or  speed.  And  the  original  ran,  I 
fancy,  very  near  the  text  of  this  present  edition  [i.  e.  Sted].  Scuard. 

We  think  there  arc  in  our  authors,  and  others,  instances  of  a construction,  by  which  he 
will  need  loo,  may  signify  he  will  be  needed. 

Pompry. 
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Pompey.  Where,  for  this  plumb's  sake? — 
Cunn.  Nay,  Imumi  me. 

Pompey.  I warrant  you,  sir;  I have  two 
ears  to  one  mouth: 

I hear  more  than  I eat;  I'd  never  row 
By  Queen-IIithe  while  I lived  else. 

Cunn.  I have 

A wife  for  him,  and  thou  shall  witness  the 
contract.  [the  lady? 

Pompey.  The  old  one,  I hope4® ; *tis  not 
Cunn.  Choke  him  first ! It  is  one  which 
thou  shalt  see ; 

See  him,  see  him  deceiv’d,  see  the  deceit, 
only  Mesty. 

The  injunction  is,  you  shall  smile  with  mo* 
Pompey.  1*11  simper  i’taith,  as  cold  as  I am 
The  old  one,  I hope!  [yet. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  here’s  sir  Gregory. 

CuJM.Udso,  shelter,  shelter!  If  you  be  seen, 
All's  ra veil’d  out  agaiti  : stand  there  private, 
And  you  will  find  the  very  opportunity 
To  call  you  forth,  and  place  you  at  the  table. 

Enter  Gregory. 

You  are  welcome,  sir  1 This  banquet 
Will  sene,  when  it  is  crowu’d  with  such  a 
As  you  expect,  und  must  have.  [dainty 

Greg.  Tush,  tliese  sweetmeats 
Are  hut  sauce  to  tliat.  Well,  if  there  be 
Any  honesty,  or  true  word  in  a dream, 

She  is  mine  own,  nay,  and  chang’d  extremely, 
Not  the  same  woman. 

Cunn.  Who?  not  the  lady? 

Greg.  No,  not 

To  me ; the  edge  of  her  tongue  is  taken  off. 
Gives  me  very  good  words;  turn’d  upside 
down  to  me; 

And  we  live  as  quietly  as  two  tortoises : 

If  she  hold  on,  as  she  began  in  my  dream — 
Cunn.  Nay,  if  love  send  forth  such  pre- 
dictions, [watch-word 

You  are  bound  to  believe  ’em.  There’s  the 


[Soft  music k. 
ractiVa  pari 


Of  her  coming ; to  your  practis’d  part  now  ! 

If  you  hit  it,  JEyuus  Cupido  nobis. 

[Both  go  into  the  goun. 

Greg.  I’ll  warrant  you,  sir,  I will  give  arms  to 
Your  gentry:  look  you  forward  to  your  busi- 
ness, 

I am  an  eye  behind  you;  place  her  in  that 
Chair,  and  let  me  alone  to  grope  her  out ! 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Cunn.  Silence! — Ladv,  your  sweet  pre- 
sence illustrates 

This  homely  roof, and  as  coarse  entertainment; 

But  where  affections  are  both  host  and  guest. 

They  cannot  meet  unkindly.  Please  you  sit ! 

Your  something  long  slay  made  me  uuinan- 
nerly,  \ 

40  The  old  onet  I hope.]  By  this  expression  here  and  a little  below,  the  Clown  hopes  that 
the  old  Guardiunus  was  the  wife  intended,  by  Cunnhtghamf  for  sir  Gregory.  Syiupton. 

By 


To  place  before  you  (know  him  !)  this  friend 
here ; 

file  is  my  guest)  and  more  especially, 

That  this  our  meeting  might  not  be  too  single, 
Without  a witness  to’t. 

Mir.  1 came  not  un resolv’d,  sir: 

And  when  our  luuuls  are  clasp’d  in  tliat  firm 
faith 

Which  f expect  from  you,  fame  shall  be  bold 
To  speak  the  loudest  on  it.  Oh,  you  gra$p  me 
Somewhat  too  hard,  friend ! 

Cunn.  That's  love’s  eager  will; 

111  touch  it  gentlier.  [Kisses  her  hand. 

Mir.  That's  too  low  in  yon, 

’Less  it  be  doubly  recompens’d  in  me. 

[ Kisses  his  hand 
Pompey.  Puh!  I must  stop  my  mouth;  I 
shall  hie  choak'd  else.  (delays; 

Cunn.  Come,  well  not  play  and  tnfle  with 
We  met  to  join  these  hands,  and  willingly 
I cannot  leave  it  until  confirmation. 

Mir.  One  word  first ! how  does  your  friend, 
kind  sir  Gregory  ? [him  not. 

Cunn.  Why  doyoumentioohim  ryoalove 
Mir.  I shall  love  you  the  less  if  you  say 
So,  sir: 

In  troth,  I love  him ; but'tis  you  deceive  him, 
Tliis  flattering  hand  of  yours  does  rob  lum 
now. 

Now  you  steal  his  right  from  him ; and  I know 
I shall  tiave  Iqite  for  it,  his  hate  extremely. 
Cunn.  Why,  I thought  you  had  not  come 
so  weakly  arm’d ; 

Upon  my  life,  the  knight  will  love  you  fort, 
Exceedingly  love  you,  for  ever  love  you. 
Mir.  Ay,  you’ll  persuade  me  so. 

Cunn.  Why,  lie’s  my  friend. 

And  wishes  me  a fortune  equal  with  him, 

I know  and  dare  speak  it  for  him. 

Mir.  Oh,  this  hand  betrays  him! 

You  might  remember  him  iu  some  court 'sj 
yet  at  leist.  [health, 

Cunn.  1 thank  your  help  in  it;  here*  to lii* 
Where-e’er  he  be! 

Mir.  I'll  pledge  it. 

Were' it  against  tny  health. 

Pompey.  Oil,  oh!  my  henrt  [return  ! 

Hops  alter  twelve  mile  a-dny,  upon  a good 
Now  could  I walk  three  hundred  mile  aluot, 
And  laugh  forwards  and  backwards. 

Mir.  You’ll  take  the  knight’s  health,  sir? 
Pompey.  Yes,  yes, forsooth.  Oh,  my  sides! 
Such  a banquet  [fortnight. 

Once  a week,  would  make  me  grow  fat  iu  a 
Cunn.  Well:  now  to  close  our  meeting, 
with  the  close 

Of  mutual  hands  and  hearts,  thus  I begin: 
Here  in  lleav’n’s  eye,  ami  all  love’s  sacred 
pow’rs, 

(Which  in  my  prayers  stand  propitious), 

I knit  this  holy  hand  fast,  ana  wi^hthis  hand 
The  heart  that  owes  this  hand,  ever  binding 
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By  force  of  this  initiating  contract 
Both  heart  and  hand  in  love,  faith,  loyalty, 
Estate,  or  what  to  them  belongs,  in  all  the 
Ones,  rights,  and  honours  of  a faithful  hus- 
band; ' [stand 

And  this  firm  vow,  henceforth  ’till  death  to 
Irrevocable,  sealed  both  with  heart  and  hand  ! 
Mir.  Which  tints  1 second:  but,  oh,  sir 
Gregory!  [licve  me. 

Cuun:  Again?  This  interposition’s  ill,  be- 
Mir:  Here,  iff  llenv’n’s  eye,  and  all  lore's 
sacred  pow  fs, 

I knit  this  holy  hand  fast,  rind  ifllli  this  hand 
The  heart  that  owes  this  hrind,  ever  binding 
Both  heart  and  hand  in  love,  honour,  loyalty, 
Estate,  or  what  to  them  belongs,  in  all  the 
Dues,  rights,  and  duties  of  a true  faithful  wife ; 
And  this  firm  vow,  henceforth  till  death  to 
stand 

Irrevocable,  waled  both  with  heart  and  hand! 
Greg.  A full  agreement  on  both  parts. 
Cunn.  Ay,  here’s  witness  of  that. 

Greg.  Nay,  I have  over-reach’d  you,  lady ; 
and  that’s  much, 

orany  knight  in  England  to  Over-r£aeh  a lady. 
Mir.  I rejoice  m my  deceit;  I am  a lady 
or,  1 thank  you,  sir. 

Compcy.  Good  morrow,  lady  Fop  ! 

Greg.  trails,  I’m  gull’d  ! made  a worship- 
ful ass ! 

is  is  not  my  lady.  [told  you, 

unn.  But  it  is,  sir ; and  trite  asyour dream 
it  your  lady  was  become  another  woman. 
ireg.  I’ll  have  another  lady,  sir,  if  there 
■ ere 

more  ladies  in  London;  blindinan-buff 
at  unlawful  game. 

'unn.  Come,  clown  on  your  knees  first, 
tnd  thank  your  stars.  [[  think. 

*reg.  A fire  of  my  stars  ! I may  thank  you, 
'unn.  So  you  may  pray  for  me,  and  honour 
e,  [meat, 

'*  hare  preserv’d  you  from  a lasting  tor- 
i perpetual  comfort.  Did  you  call  me 
ncl  ? — [call  you,  I confess. 

eg*  1 pray  pardon  me  for  that ; I did  tnis- 
nn.  And  should  I,  receiving  such  a 
ink ful  name, 

e it  in  the  act?  Should  I see  my  friend 
d,  disgrac’d,  without  any  reverence 
■tir  title,  to  be  call  d stave,  rascal  ( nay, 
■ to  your  face,  fool’d,  scorn'd,  beaten 
n [stand 

\ woman’s  peevish  hate,  yet  I should 
f uffer  you  to  be  lost,  cast  away? 
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I would  have  seen  you  buried  quick  first, 
Your  spurs  of  knighthood  to  have  wanted 
rowels,  f rascal  ¥ 

And  to  be  hack’d  from  your  heels4' ! Stave, 
Hear  this  tongue.  [lord,  iny  husband  U 

Mir.  My  dearest  love,  sweet  knight,  my 
Cunn.  .So!  tiiis  is  not  slave  and  rascal  then. 
Mir.  What  shall  your  eye  command  but 
shall  lie  done, 

In  all  the  duties  of  a loyal  wife? 

Cuun.  Good,  good! 

Are  ilot  curses  fitter  foryou?  were’t  not  bet- 
ter [fan+i, 

Your  head  were  broke  with  the  handle  of  a 
Or  your  nose  bored  with  a silver  bodkin? 
Mir.  Why,  I will  be  a servant  in  your  lady. 
Cunn.  ’Pox,  hut  you  shall  not! 

She’s  too  goi>d  for  you!  This  contract 
Shall  be  a nullity;  I’ll  break  it  off, 

And  see  you  better  bestow’d. 

Greg.  ’Slid,  but  you  shall  not,  sir!  [one 
She’s  mine  own,  and  l am  hers,  and  we  are 
Another’s  lawfully,  and  let  me  see  him 
'I'lmt  will  take  her  away  by  the  civil  law ! 

If  you  be  my  friend,  keep  you  so ; if  you  have 
done  me 

A good  turn,  do  not  hit  me  i’th*  teeth  with’t! 
That’s  not  the  part  of  a friend* 

Cunn.  If  you  be  content — 

Greg.  Content? 

I was  never  in  better  contention  in  my  life: 
I’ll  not  change  her  for  both  the  Exchanges, 
new  or  the  old. 

Come,  kiss  me  boldly  ! 

Pom  pry.  Give  you  joy,  sir  I 
Greg.  Oh,  sir, 

I thank  you  a»  much  as  tho*  I did ! You  are 
Liclov’d  of  ladies;  you  see  we  are  glad 
Of  under-wotneu. 

Vompcy.  Ladies  ? I-et 

Not  ladies  be  disgrac’d  ! You’re,  as  it  were, 
A married  man,  aud  have  a family; 

And,  for  the  party’s  sake  that  was  unnara’d 
Before,  being  pease-cod  time,  I am  appeas’d ; 
Yet  I would  wish  you  make  a ruler  of  your 
tongue.  [that. 

Cunn.  Nay,  no  dissention here ! I must  bar 
And  this,  friend,  I entreat  you,  and  be  advis’d; 
Let  this  private  contract  be  yet  conceal’d. 
And  still  support  a seeming  'ace  of  Io\c 
Unto  the  lady;  mark  how  it  avails  you,  and 
Quits  all  her  scorns ; her  uncle  is  now  hot 
In  pursuit  of  the  match,  amt  will  enforce  her, 
Bend  her  proud  stomach,  that  she  shall  proffer 
Herself  to  you,  which  when  you  have  flouted 


( Co  be  kick’d  from  yo*ir  heels. ] Amended  by  Syinpson. 

\ Che  handle  of  a fan.]  fn  the  Marry  Wives  of  Windsor,  Fulstaff  speaks  of  mistress 
} t having  lost  the  handle  flf  her  fan;  upon  which  Steevens  says, 1 It  should  be  reinem- 
* j , thtitjans,  iii  our  author’s  time,  were  more  costly  than  they  arc  at  present,  as  well 
4 i different  construction.  They  consisted  of  ostrich  feathers,  or  others  of  equal  length 

legibility,  which  were  stuck  into  handles,  the  richer  sort  of  which  were  composed 
‘ • ) 1,  silver,  or  ivory,  of  curious  workmanship.  One  of  these  is  mentioned  iu  The  Fleire, 

4 1 . 1010.  ‘ she  hath  a fan  with  a short  silver  handle,  about  the  length  of  a barber’s 

44  > e.”  JR. 

•*  III.  S 9 And 
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And  Lath'd  yc.tirfill  at,  you  shall  scorn  her  off. 
With  all  your  disgraces  trebled  upon  her; 
For  there  the  pride  of  all  her  heart  will  bow, 
When  you  sliall  foot  her  from  you,  not  she 
you.  [fain 

Greg.  Good,  i'faith;  I’ll  continue  it.  I'd 
Laugh  at  the  old  fellow  too,  for  h’has  abus’d 
me 

As  scurvily  as  his  niece;  my  knighthood  is 
Upon  the  spur ! we’ll  go  to  bed,  and  then 
To  church  ns  fast  as  we  can. 

[Eicunt  Greg,  and  Mir. 
Pompey.  I do  wonder 
I do  not  hear  of  tl»c  lady  yet. 

Cunn.  The  good  minute  [do  not  think 
May  come  sooner  than  you  are  awnre  of ; 1 
But  ’twill  ere  night  yet,  as  near  as  'lis. 

Pompey.  Well,  I will  go  walk 
By  the  New-River,  in  tlrnt  meditation; 

I am  o'er  shoes,  I’m  sure,  upon  the  dry  bank. 
This  gullery  of  ray  master  will  keep  me  com- 
pany 

This  two  hours  too  : if  love  were  not 
An  enemy  to  laughter,  I should  drive  away 
The  time  well  enough.  You  know  my  walk, 
sir;  [will  try 

If  she  sends,  I shall  be  found  angling,  for  I 
What  I can  catch  for  luck  sake;  1 will  fish 
fair  for’t. 

Oh,  knight,  tliat  thou  should’st  be  gull’d  so, 
(ha,  hu  !)  It  does  me  good  at  heart. 

But  oh, lady,  thou  tuk’st  down  my  merrv  part* 

tixiU 

Enter  Wittypate, 

Witty.  Friend  ! 

Conn.  Here,  friend. 

Witty.  All  is  afoot,  and  will  go  smooth 
aw  ay : [are  gone, 

The  woman  has  conquer'd  the  women,  they 
Which  I have  alrcad  v complain’d  to  my  father, 
Suggesting  that  sir  Crcgory  is  fall'll  off 
From  his  charge,  for  neglects  apd  ill  usage, 
And  that  he  is  most  violently  bent 
On  Gentry’s  wifc(whomI  liave  call’d  a widow) 
And  that  without  most  sudden  prevention 
lie  will  be  married  to  her. 

Cunn.  ’Sfoot,  nil  this  is  w rong  ! 

This  w ings  his  pursuit,  and  will  be  before  me  : 
I'm  lost  for  ever! 

Witty.  No;  stay!  you  slm'n’t  go 
Bur  with  my  father:  on  my  wit  let  it  lie; 
You  shall  appear  a friendly  assistant, 

To  help  iu  all  affairs,  and  in  execution 
Help  yourself  only. 

Cunn.  ’Would  my  belief 
Were  strong  in  this  assurance  ! 

Witty*  You  sliall  credit  it,  [you. — 

And  my  w it  shall  he  your  slave,  if  it  deceive 

Enter  Oldcruft. 

My  father!  [knight 

Oldc.  Oh,  sir,  you’re  w ell  met ! Where’s  the 
Your  friend? 

Cunn.  Sir,  I think  your  soa  has  told  you. 


[Act  5. 

Witty.  Shall  I stand  to  tell’t  again  ? I tell 
you  he  loves, 

But  not  rov  kinswoman ; her  base  usage,  and 
Your  slack  performance,  which  he  accuses 
most  [down. 

Indeed,  has  turn'd  the  knight’s  heart  upside 
Oldc.  I'U  curb  her  for’t ; can  he  be  but  re- 
cover’d, 

He  shall  have  her,  aud  she  shall  be  dutiful. 
And  love  him  as  a wife  too. 

Witty.  With  that  condition,  sir, 

I dare  recall  him  were  he  enter’d  the  church, 
So  much  interest  of  love  I assure  in  him. 
Oldc.  Sir,  it  shall  be  no  loss  to  you  if  vou 
Witty.  Ay,  but  [do. 

These  are  words  still;  will  not  the  deeds  be 
wanting 

At  tl»e  recovery,  if’t  should  be  again? 

Oldc.  Why,  here,  fool,  I am  provided ! five 
hundred 

In  earnest  of  the  thousands  in  her  dower; 
But  were  they  married  once,' 

I’d  cut  him  short  enough,  that’s  my  agree- 
ment. [you,  father. 

Witty.  Ay,  now  I perceive  some  purpose  ia 
Oldc.  But  wherefore  is  she  then  stol’n  out 
of  doors 
To  him? 

Witty.  To  him?  Oh,  fy  upon  your  error! 
She  has  another  object,  1>elieve  it,  sir.. 

Oldc . I never  could  perceive  it. 

Cunn.  1 did,  sir;  aud  to  her  shame  I should 
speak  it, 

To  my  own  sorrow  I saw  it,  dalliance, 

Nay,  dotage,  with  a very  clown,  a fool. 
Oldc.  Wit  and  wantonness ; nothing  else, 
nothing  else : 

She  love  a fool?  she’ll  sooner  make  a fool 
Of  a wise  man. 

Cunn.  Ay,  my  friend  complains  so; 

Sir  Gregory  says  flatly,  she  makes  a fool  of 
him. 

And  these  bold  circumstances  arc  approv’d: 
Favours  have  been  sent  by  him,  yet  tic,  igno- 
rant 

W’liither  to  carry ’em,  tliey’vebeen  understood* 
And  taken  from  him  : certain,  sir,  there  is 
An  unsuspected  fellow  lies  concpfll’d, 

W hat  or  where-e’er  he  is — thyse  slight  ne- 
Could  not  be  of  a knight  else.  [glt-ct* 

Oldc.  Well,  sir,  you  have  promis’d  (if  we 
recover  him 

Unmarried)  to  salve  all  these  old  bruises? 
Cunn . I’ll  do  my  best,  sir. 

Oldc.  I shall  timuk  you  costly,  sir,  and 
kindly  too.  [and  come 

Witty.  Will  you  talk  aw  ay  the  time  here,  sir, 
Behind  all  your  purposes? 

Oldc.  Away,  good  sir ! 

Witty.  Tlieu  stay  a little,  good  sir,  for  my 
advice.  ^ [gar’d? 

Why,  fattier,  are  you  broke?  your  wit  beg- 
Or  are  you  at  vour  wits’  end  ? or  out  of 
Love  with  wit)  no  trick  of  wit  to  surprise 
Those  designs,  but  with  open  hue  ana  cry* 

Far 
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SIS 


Act  5 ] 

For  all  the  world  to  talk  on  ? This  is  strange ! 
You  were  not  wont  to  slubber  a project  so. 
Oldc.  Can  you  help  at  a pinch  now? 
shew  yourself 

My  son  r Go  to ! I leave  this  to  your  wit, 

Be  cause  HI  make  a proof  on't. 

Witty.  Ti*  thus  then ; 

I have  had  late  intelligence,  thevVe  now 
Buxsom  as  Bacchus* froes,  revelling,  dancing, 
Telling  the  music’s  pmnbers  with  their  feet. 
Awaiting  the  meeting  of  premonish'd  friends. 
That  is  questionless,  little  dreading  you: 
Now,  sir,  with  a dextrous  trick  indeed, 
sudden 

And  sufficient,  were  well,  to  enter  on  'em 
As  somethini!  like  (be  abstract  of  a masque; 
What  tho*  few  persons  ? if  best  for  our  pur- 
Tliat  commends  the  project.  [pose, 

Oldc.  This  takes  up  time. 

Witty.  Not  at  all;  I enn  presently  furnish 
With  loose  disguises  that  shall  fit  that  scene. 
Oldc.  Why,  what  wants  then  ? 

Witty.  Nothing  hut  charge  of  music; 

Tbit  must  be  paid,  you  know,  [the  music, 
Oldc.  That  shall  Le  my  charge;  I will  pay 
Whate  'er  it  cost. 

Witty . And  that  shall  he  all  your  charge. 
Now  on!  I like  it;  there'll  he  wit  lift,  father. 

[Exeunt  Oldc.  and  Witty. 
Cunn.  I will  neither  distrust  his  wit  nor 
friendship ; 

Yet  if  his  master-brain  should  be  o'erthrown, 
My  resolution  now  shall  seize  mine  own. 

[Exit. 

Eater  Niece,  Lady  Ruinous , G.uqrdianess, 
Sir  Ruinous , and  Priscian  (with  instru- 
ments )t  masqued. 

L.  Ruin.  Nay,  let's  have  music;  let  that 
sweet  breath  at  It*  ist 

Give  us  her  airy  welcome!  'rwill  be  the  best 
I fear  this  rntn*d  receptacle  will  yield  ; 

But  tliat  most  freely. 

Niece.  My  welcome  foHows  n>e. 

Else  I am  ill  come  hither:  yon  assure  me 
Still  Mr.  Cunningham  will  be  liere,  and  that 
it  was 

His  kind  entreaty  that  wish’d  me  meet  him? 

L.  Ruin.  Else  let  ine  l>t*  tluit  shame  unto 
That  all  belief  may  fly  'em.  [my  sex, 

Niece.  Continue 

Still  the  knight’s  name  unto  my  Guardianess; 
She  expects  no  other. 

L.  Ruin.  He  will,  he  will;  assure  you, 
Lady,  sir  Gregory  will  be  here,  and  suddenly; 
This  music  fore-ran  him:  is’t  not  so,  consorts? 
Ruin.  Y es,  lady ; 

He  stays  on  some  device  to  bring  along 
Such  a labour  as  he  was  busy  in,  some  witty 
device.  [for  wit  is 

Niece.  Twill  be  long  ere  lie  comes  then, 
A great  labour  to  him.  [one  day. 

Guard.  Well,  well,  you  will  agree  better 
Niece.  Scarce  two,  I think.  [as  led  me 
Guard.  Such  a inock-  beggar  suit  of  cioaths 


Into  the  fool's  pair  o'dice,  with  deuce  ace. 
He  that  would  moke  me  mistress  Cun,  Cun, 
Cuonie, 

He’s  quite  out  of  my  mind,  but  I shall  ne'er 
Forget  him  while  I have  a hole  in  my  liead : 
Such  a one  l think  would  please  you  better, 
Tho’  lie  did  abuse  you. 

Ruin.  Fyi  speak  well  of  him  now, 

Your  niece  has  quitted  him. 

Guard.  I hope  she  lias,  [Gregory, 

Else  she  loses  me  for  ever.  But,  for  sir 
'Would  he  were  coine;  I shall  ill  answer  this 
Unto  your  uncle  else. 

Niece.  You  know  it  is  his  pleasure 
I should  keep  him  company. 

Guard.  Ay,  and  should  be  your  own, 

If  you  did  well  too.  Lord,  1 do  wonder, 

At  the  niceness  of  your  ladies  now-a-days, 
They  must  have  husbands  with  so  much  wit 
forsooth — 

Worship  and  weaLth  were  both  wont  to  be 
In  better  request,  I'm  sure : I cannot  evil, 
Byt  tliey  get.ne  er  the  wiser  children  that  I see. 
L.  Rum.  La,  la,  la,  sol ! this  music  breathes 
in  vain, 

Methinks  'tis  dull  to  let  it  move  alone ; 

Let’s  have  u female  motion ; *tis  in  private, 
And  we'll  grace  it  ourselves,  however  it 
deserves. 

Niece.  What  say  you,  Guardianess  ? 
Guard.  Alas,  l am  [done. 

Weary  with  the  walk,  my  jaunting  days  are 
L.  Ruin.  Come,  come,  well  fetch  her  in 
by  course,  or  else 
$he  shall  pay  the  music. 

Guard.  N ay,  I ’ll  have  a little  for  my  money 
.then.  f They  dance,  a cornet  w winded. 
L.  Ruin.  Hark  ! upon  tny  life,  the  knight  I 
it  is  your  friend ; 

This  was  the  warning-piece  o f his  approach. 

Enter  Oldc  raft,  Wittypate,and  Cunningham, 
tnasqued,  and  take  them  to  dance. 

Ha!  no  words  but  mum! 

Well,  then  we  shall  need  no  counsel-keeping. 
Niece.  Cunningham  ? 

Cunn.  Yes;  fear  nothing. 

Niece.  Fear?  why  do  you  tell  me  of  it  ? 
Cunn.  Your  uncle's  hero. 

Niece.  A h me ! 

Cunn.  Peace ! 

Oldc.  We  liave  caught  'em. 

Writly.  Thank  my  wit,  father. 

Guard.  Which  is  the  knight,  think  you  ? 
Niece.  I know  not ; he  will  be  fouua  when 
he  speaks ; 

No  masque  can  disguise  his  tongue. 

W itty.  Are  you  charg’d  ? 

Oldc.  Are  you  awake? 

Witty.  I'm  answer'd  in  a question. 

Cunn.  Next  change  we  meet,  we  loos# 
our  hands  no  more. 

Niece.  Are  you  prepar’d  to  tie  ’em? 

Cunn.  Yes.  You  must 
Go  with  me. 


Guard. 
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Guard • Whither,  sir?  Not  from  my  charge, 
Believe  me. 

Cunn.  She  goes  along. 

Niece.  Will  you  venture,  and  my  uncle  here  ? 
Cunn.  His  stays 
Prepar’d  for. 

Guard.  Tisthe  knight  sure;  I ^ ill  follow. 

[Exeunt  Cunn.  Niece , and  Guard. 
Oldc.  Iiow  now?  the  music  tir’d  before  us? 
Ruin.  Yes,  sir; 

We  must  be  paid  now. 

Witty.  Oh,  that’s  my  charge,  father. 

Otdc.  But  stay ! where  are  our  wanton 
Son,  where  are  they  ? [ladies  gone  ? 

Witty.  Only  chang’d  the  room  in  u change ; 
that's  all,  sure.  [return  to  you. 

Oldc.  I'll  make  'em  all  sure  else,  and  then 
Ri  in.  You  must  pqy  for  your  music  first, 
Oldc.  Must  V [sir. 

An*  there  musty  fidlers?  are  beggars  chusers 
now  ? 

Hu ! Why,  Wittypate  ! son!  where  ain  I ? 

II  itly.  You  were 

Dancing  e’en  now,  in  good  measure,  sir:  is 
Your  health  miscarried  since  ? what  nil  you, 
si  r ? [W  here's  my  niece  ? 

Oidc.  Death,  I may  be  gull’d  to  my  face ! 
What  are  you? 

J*.  liuin.  None  of  your  niece,  sir. 

Oldc.  How  now  ? 


Have  you  loud  instruments  too?  I will  hear 
No  more,  I tlmnk  you.  What  have  I done  tro 
To  bring  these  fears  about  me ? Son,  where 
am  I ? [should  be 

H illy.  Not  where  you  should  be,  sir;  you 
Paving  for  vour  music,  and  you’re  iu  a maze. 

Oldc.  Ob,  is  it  so?  Put  up,  put  up,  i pray 
Here's)  a crmvn  for  you.  [you ; 

Ruin.  Pish,  a crown? 

Ruin.  Pris.  Iia,  ha,  ha!  a crown? 

Oldc.  Which  way  do  you  laugh44?  I have 
seen  a crown 

Has  made  a consort  laugh  heartily. 

Witty.  Father, 

To  tell  you  truth,  these  are  no  ordinary 
TVIuvnans;  they  expect  a bounty  above 
Their  punctual  desert.  [serts  too! 

Oldc.  A pox  on  your  punks  and  their  de- 
Aui  1 not  cheated,  sill  this  while,  think  you  ? 
Is  not  your  pate  in  this? 

Witty.  If  you  be  cheated, 

You’re  not  to  be  indicted  for  your  own  goods; 
Here  you  trifle  time,  to  market  your  bounty. 
Anti  make  it  base, when  it  must  needs  be  free, 
For  aught  I can  pejrceive. 

Oldc.  Wil|  you  know  the  lowest  price,  sir? 
Witty.  That  I will,  sir,  with  all  my  heart. 
Oldc.  Unless 

I was  discover’d,  and  they  now  fled  home 
Again  for  fear.  I’m  absolutely  beguil’d; 

'A  hat’s  the  best  rau  be  hop’d  for. 

Witty.  Faith,  'tis  somewhat  too  dear  yet, 
gentlemen. 


Ruin.  There’s  not  a denier  to  be  bated,  sir. 

Oldc . Now,  sir,  how  dear  is  it? 

Witty.  Bate  but  the  other  teu  pound. 
Pris.  Not  a bawbee,  sir.  ’ 

Oldc . How!  bate  ten  pound  ? What  is  the 
whole  sum  then?  [much  ado, 

Witty.  Faith,  sir,  a hundred  pound;  with 
I got  fifty  bated ; and,  faith,  lather, 

To  say  truth,  it  is  reasonable  for 

Men  of  their  fashion.  [la,  la,  la! 

Oldc.  La,  la,  la,  down!  a hundred  pounds 
You  arc  a consort  of  thieves,  are  you  not  ? 
Witty.  No;  musicians,  sir;  I told  you 
Oldc.  Fiddle  faddle!  [before. 

Is’t  not  a robb’ry?  a plain  robh’ry? 

Witty.  No, 

No,  no,  by  no  means,  father;  you’ve  receiv’d 
For  your  money,  nay,  and  that  you  cau’t 
give  back:  [help  it? 

*Tis  somewhat  dear,  I confess ; but  who  can 
If  they  had  been  agreed  with  beforehand — 
'Twns  ill  forgotten.  [this  ? I see 

Oldc.  And  how  many  shares  have  you  in 
My  force ! case  up  your  instruments.  I yield; 
here ! 

As  robb’d  and  taken  from  me,  I deliver  it. 
Witty.  No,  sir,  you  have  perform'd  your 

firoraise  now',  [is  all. 

licit  was,  to  pay  the  charge  of  music,  that 
Oldc.  I’ve  heard  no  music,  I’ve  receiv’d 
none,  sir, 

There  none  to  be  found  in  me,  nor. about  me. 

Witty.  Why,  sir,  here’s  [that 

Witness ’gainst  you,  you  have  danc’d,  and  be 
Dances  acknowledges  a receipt  of  music. 
Oldc.  I deny  that,  sir : look  you ! I can 
dance  without  [out  it  too. 

Music ; d’you  see,  sir?  And  I can  sing  witli- 
You  are  a consort  of  thieves!  Do  you  hear 
what  I do?  [move 

Witty.  Pray  take  you  heed,  sir,  if  you  do 
The  music  again,  it  may  cost  you  as  much 
more ! [need  not 

Oldc.  Hold,  hold!  I’ll  depart  quietly.  I 
Bid  you  farewell,  I think  now,  so  long 
As  that  hundred  pound  lusts  with  you. 

Enter  Guardian  css. 

Iln,  ha!  am  I snapt  i’failh? 

Guard.  Oh,  sir  Perfidious — 

Oldc.  Ay,  ny ; some  howling  another  while! 
Music’s  too  damnable  dear. 

Guard.  Oh,  sir! 

My  heart-strings  arc  broke!  If  I ran  but  live 
To  tell  you  the  tale,  I care  not!  Your  niece, 
my  charge,  is- — 

Oldc.  What?  is  she  sick? 

Guard.  No,  no,  sir. 

She’s  lustily  well  married. 

Oldc.  To  whom?  [Cunningham. 

Guard.  Oh,  to  that  cunning  dissembler 
Oldc.  I’ll  hang  the  priest  lirst!  What  was 
he? 


44  IKAicA  way  do  you  laugh i.  c.  Whether  in  jest  or  earnest. 


Sympson. 

Guard . 
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Guard.  Your  kinsman,  sir,  that  has  the 

Welsh  benefice. 

Oldc.  I sav’d  him  from  the  gallows  to  that 
Is  tliere  any  more?  [end?  Good! 

Guard.  And  sir  Gregory 
Is  married  too. 

Oldc.  To  my  niece  too,  I hope, 

And  then  I may  hang  her. 

Guard.  No,  sir;  to  my  niece,  thank  Cupid! 
And  that’s  all  that’s  likely  to  recover  me ; 
She's  lady  Fop  now, and  I am  one  of  her  aunts, 

I thank  my  promotion. 

Enter  Credulous , Cunningham , Niece,  Grt - 
gory,  and  Mirabel. 

Crcd.  I have  performed 
Your  behest,  sir. 

Oldc.  \\  hat  have  you  perform’d,  sir? 
Witty.  Faith,  sir,  I must  excuse  my  cousin 
in  this  act, 

If  you  can  excuse  yourself  for  making  him 
A priest ; there’s  the  most  difficult  answer. 

I put  this  practice  on  him,  as  from  your  de- 
A truth,  a truth,  father.  [sire  : 

Cttd.  I protest,  sir,  he  tells  you  truth; 
lit*  mov'd  me  to't  in  your  name. 

Oldc.  1 protest,  sir, 

He  told  you  a he  in  my  name ! and  were  you 
bo  easy,  Mr.  Credulous,  to  believe  him? 

Crcd.  If  a man  should  not  believe  his 
Whom  should  he  believe?  [cousin,  sir, 

Oldc.  Good  e’en  to  you,  (fair  bride, 
Good  Mr;  cousin  'Cunningham f and  your 
My  cousin  Cunningham  too!  And  how  do 
Sir  Gregory,  with  your  fair  lady  ? [you, 
Greg.  A lit. le  better  [sir! 

Than  you  would  have  hud  me,  I thank  you. 
The  days  i puppy  and  slave  t and  rascal , are 
Pretty  well  blown  over  now  ; I know  crabs 
from  verjuice,  [niece  for  nothing, 

I have  tried  both:  an  thou’dst  give  me  thy 
I’d  not  have  her. 

Cunn.  I think  so,  sir  Gregory; 

For  my  sake  you  would  not. 

Greg.  I would  thou  hadst  'scap’d  her  too ! 
And  then  she  hhd  died  of  the  grcen-sick  ness. 
Know  tins, 

That  I did  marry  in  spite,  and  I 

Will  kiss  my  lady  in  spite,  and  love  her  in 

sl)Ite»  . ... 

And  beget  children  of  her  in  spite,  [spite! 
And  when  I die,  they  shall  have  my  lands  in 
This  was  my  resolution,  and  now  ’tis  out. 
Niece.  How  spiteful  arc  you  now,  sir 
Gregory! — [husband, 

Why,  look  you,  I can  love  my  dearest 
With  all  the  honours,  duties,  sw  eet  embraces, 
That  can  he  thrown  upon  a loving  man. 
Greg.  Pox,  this  is  afore  your  uncle’s  face; 
but  behind  his  back. 

In  private,  you’ll  shew  him  another  tale! 
Cunn.  You  set*,  sir,  now,  the  irrecoverable 
state 

Of  all  these  things  before  you.  Come  out  of 
your  muse! 


They  have  been  but  wit-weapons;  you  were 
To  love  the  play.  ' [wont 

Enter  Pompey. 

Oldc.  Let  me  alone  in  my  muse,  a little,  sir! 
I will  wake  to  you  anon. 

Cunn.  Udso,  your  friend  Pompey ! 

IIow  will  you  answer  him? 

Niece.  Very  well; 

If  you’ll  but  second  it,  and  help  me. 

Pompey.  I do  hear 

Strange  stories:  are  ladies  tilings  obnoxious? 
Niece.  Oh,  the  dissembling  falsest  wretch 
Cunn.  How  now,  lady  ? [is  come  ! 

Niece.  Let  me  come  to  him ! 

And,  instead  of  love,  let  me  have  revenge! 

Witty.  Pray  you  now, 

Will  you  first  examine,  whether  he  be 
Guilty  or  no. 

Niue,  lie  cannot  be  excus’d  ! — 

How  many  messengers,  thou  peijur’d  man, 
Hast  inou  return’d  with  vows  and  oaths,  that 
thou  would'st 

Follow,  and  ne’er  ’till  this  unhappy  hour 
Could  I set  eye  of  thee,  since  thy  false  eye 
Drew  my  heart  to’t?  Oh,  I could  tear  thee 
now,  [leave— 

Instead  of  soft  embraces!  Pray  give  me 
Witty.  Faith,  this  was  ill  done  of  you,  sir,  if 
You  promis’d  otherwise. 

Pompey.  By  this  hand, 

Never  any  messenger  came  at  me*  since 
'Flic*  first  time  I came  into  her  company! 
That  a man  should  be  wronged  thus! 

Niece.  Did  not 

I send  thee  scarfs  and  diamonds'?  and  thou 
Ileturn’dst  me  letters,  one  with  a falsi*  heart 
in’t.  [talshoods, 

Witty.  Oh,  fv  ! to  receive  favours,  return 
And  hold  a Indy  in  hand — 

Pompey.  Will  you  believe  me,  sir? 

If  ever  I received  diamonds,  or  scarf, 

Or  sent  any  letter  to  her,  ’would  tliis  sword 
Might  ne’er  go  thru*  me! 

Witty.  Some  bud  messengers 
Have  gone  between  you  then. 

Niece.  Take  him 

From  my  sight!  if  I shall  sec  tomorrow — 
Witty.  Pray  you  forbear  the  place!  tliis 
discontent 

May  impair  her  health  much. 

Pompey.  'Sloot,  if  a man  had  been  in  any 
fault,  [lieve — • 

Twoutd  ne’er  a griev’d  him  : sir,  if  you’ll  bo 
Witty.  Nay,  nay,  protest  no  more;  1 do 
believe  you : 

But  you  see  how  the  lady  is  wrong’d  hy’t; 
She  has  cast  away  herself,  ’tis  to  be  fear’d. 
Against  her  uncle’s  will,  nay,  and  consent, 
But  out  of  a mere  neglect,  and  spite  to  herself* 
Married  suddenly  without  any  advice. 
Pompey.  Why,  who  can  help  it?  if  she  be 
cast  a vs  ay, 

She  may  thank  herself:  she  might  have  gone 
Further  and  far’d  worse.  1 could  do  no  more 

Than 
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Than  I enuld  dot  *twas  her  own  pleasure 
To  command  me,  that  I should  not  come 
M ill  I was  sent  tor;  I had  been  with  her 
Every  minute  of  an  hour  else. 

Witty.  Truly,  I believe  you. 

Pompcy.  Night  and  day 
Slie  might  have  commanded  me,  and  that  she 
knew  well  enough ; 

I said  as  much  to  her  between  her  and  I ; 

Yet  I protest,  she  is  as  honest  a lady 
For  my  part,  that  l*d  say,  if  she  would  see  me 
bang'd. 

If  she  be  cast  away,  I cannot  help  it;  [man. 
Slu*  might  have  stay’d  to  have  spoke  with  a 
IFiKy.  Well,  . 

Tw as  a hnrd  miss  on  both  parts. 

Pompcy.  So  it  was; 

I w as  within  one  of  her,  for  all  this  cross  luck ; 

I was  sure  I w os  between  the  knight  and  home. 
A' icce.  Not  gone  vet?  Oh, my  heart ! none 
regard  my  health? 

W itty.  Good  sir,  forbear  her  sight  awhile ! 
You  bear  how  ill  she  brooks  it. 

Pompcy.  Foolish  woman. 

To  overthrow  her  fortunes  so ! I shall  think  ! 
The  worse  of  a lady’s  wit  while  l live  for’t. 

I could  almost  cry  for  anger!  if  she  should 
M iscarrv  now,  *twould  touch  my  conscience 
a little;  . [do? 

And  who  knows  what  love  and  conceit  may 
What  would  people  say,  as  I go  along? 

* There  goes  be  that  the  ladv  died  for  love  on:* 

I am  sure  to  hear  on’t  i’tlf  streets;  I shall 
weep 

Beforehand.  Foolish  woman ! I do  grieve 
Mon*  for  thee  now,  than  [ did  love  thee  be- 
fore. [thv  husband’s  head, 

Well,  go  thy  ways!  Now  wouldst  thou  spare 
And  break  thine  own  heart,  ifthouhadst  any 
I would  some  other  bad  been  [wit. 

The  cause;  of  thy  undoing;  1 shall  be 
Twitted  i’tb’  teeth  with  it.  I'm  sure  of  that: 
Foolish  lady!  [Exit. 

AVciy*.  So,  so,  this  trouble’s  well  shook  oft*. 
Uncle,  bow  do  you?  There’s  a dowry  due,  sir. 
Cunn.  We  have  agreed  it,  sweetest,  and 
find  vour  uncle 

Fully  recover’d,  kiud  to  both  of  us. 

Witty.  To  all  the  rest,  l hope. 

Otdc.  Never  to  thee,  nor  thee,  easy  cousin 
Credulous : 

Was  your  wit  so  raw? 

Crt  rf.  Faith,  yours  sir,  so  lone  season’d. 

Has  been  faulty  too,  and  very  much  to  blame, 
Speaking  it  with  reverence,  uncle. 

Greg.  Yes,  faith,  sir. 

You  have  paid  as  dear  for  your  time,  ns  any 
mail  here.  [ Imprimis , 

H itty . Ay,  sir,  and  I’ll  reckon  it  to  him. 
The  first  preface-cheat  of  n pair  of  pieces 
To  the  beggars ; you  remember  that; 

T was  the  example  to  your  bounty  there, 
l spake  Greek  and  Syriack,  sir;  you  under- 
stand me  now.  [cousin  ; 

Nc  xt  the  robbery  put,  upon  your  indulgent 


Which  indeed  was  no  robbery,  no  constable 
No  justice,  no  thief,  but  all  cheaters; 

There  was  n hundred  mark,  mark  you  that. 

Lastly,  [music 

Tliis  memorable  hundred  pounds*  worth  of 
This  was  both  cheats  and  wit  too.  And  for 
The  assistance  of  this  gentleman  to  my  cousin 
(For  which  I am  to  h.ive  a fge)  that  was 
A little  practice  of  my  wit  too,  father.  Will 
yoy 

Come  to  composition  yet,  father? 

Cunn.  Yes,  faith, sir,  do! 

Two  hundred  a-year  will  be  easier  [barren. 
Than  so  much  weekly  : I do  not  think  he’l 
If  he  should  be  put  to’t  again. 

Oldc.  Why,  [har*t; 

This  was  tbe  day  I look’d  for ! Thou  shall 
And  the  next  cheat  makes  it  up  three  hun- 
dred. 

Live  thou  upon  thy  ten-pound  vicarage; 
Thou  get’st  not  a penny  more ; here’s  thy  full 
Hire  now. 

Crcd.  I thank  you,  sir. 

Witty.  Why,  there  was  the  sum  of  all  my 
wit,  father,  [fear’d 

To  shove  him  out  of  your  favour,  which  I 
Would  have  disinherited  me. 

Oldc.  Most  certain  it  had,  [here 

Had  not  thv  wit  recover’d  it.  Is  there  any 
That  had  a hand  with  thee? 

Witty.  Yes,  nil  these,  sir. 

Oldc.  Nephew,  part  a hundred  pound 
aiuoucst  ’em ; 

III  repay ’t.  Wealth  love  me  as  I love  wit; 
when  I die. 

I’ll  build  an  alms-house  for  c!t  rayed  wits* 
Greg.  I’ll  entertain  one  in  my  lifetime: 
scholar, 

You  shall  be  my  chaplain ; I have  the  gift 
Of  tw  entv  benefices,  simple  as  1 am  here. 
Pris.  T! tanks,  mv  great  patron  ! 

Cunn.  Sir,  your  gentry  and 
Your  name  shall  both  be  rais’d  as  high 
As  my  fortunescan  reach  ’em,  for  your  friend's 
sake. 

Witty.  Something  will 
Be  in  my  present  pow  er,  the  future  more; 
You  shall  share  with  me.  [tlemen. 

Huin.  aiut  L.  limn.  Thanks,  worthy  gen- 
A icce.  Sir,  I would  beg  one  thing  of  you. 
Greg.  You  can 
Beg  nothing  of  me. 

Witty.  Oh,  sir!  if  she  begs. 

There’s  ^our  power  over  her. 

Greg.  She  has  begg’d  me 
For  a fool  already,  but  ’tis  no  matter. 

I have  begg’d  her  for  a lady,  that  she  might 
have  been ; 

That’s  one  for  another. 

Witty.  N ay,  but  if  she  beg— 

Greg.  Let  her  beg  again  then. 

A 'icce.  That  your  man  Pompcy ’§  coat 
May  come  over  his  ears  back  again;  I 
would  not 

He  should  be  lost  for  my  sake. 

Grti. 
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Act  5.] 


Greg.  Well,  tis  granted. 

For  mine  own  suke. 

Mir.  I'll  entreat  it,  sir. 

Greg.  Why  then, ’tis  granted  for  your  sake. 
Qldc.  Come,  come, 

Down  with  all  weapons  now  ! ’tis  music  time, 


So  it  be  purchas’d  at  an  easy  rate : 

Some  have  receiv’d  the  knocks,  some  giv’n 
the  hits, 

And  all  concludes  in  love;  there’s  happy 
wits ! [Exeunt, 


EPILOGUE, 

AT  THE  REVIVING  OF  THIS  PLAY. 


Wi  need  not  tell  you,  gallants,  that  this  night 
The  w its  have  jump’d,  or  that  the  scenes  hit 
right. 

Twould  he  but  labour  lost  for  to  excuse 
What  Fletcher  had  to  do  in : his  brisk  muse 
Was  so  mercurial,  that  if  he  but  writ 
An  act  or  two,  the  whole  play  rose  up  wit. 


We’ll  not  appeal  unto  those  gentlemen 
Judge  by  their  cloaths,  if  they  sit  right,  nor 
when — 

The  ladies  stnile,  and  with  their  fans  delight 
To  whisk  a clinch  aside,  then  all  goes  right: 
’Turns  well  receiv’d  before,  and  we  dare  say. 
You  now  are  welcome  to  uo  vulgar  play. 
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THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  THE  INN. 

A TRAGI  COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  of  Gardiner  ascribe  this  Play  to  Fletcher  alone.  It  was  first 
published  in  the  folio  of  1647 ; and  has  not  been  acted  many  years,  nor,  we  believe,  ever 
altered. 


PROLOGUE. 


Plays  have  their  fates,  not  as  in  their  true 
sense 

They’re  understood,  but  as  the  influence 
Of  idle  custom  madly  works  upon 
The  dross  of  many-tongu’d  opinion. 

A worthy  story,  howsoever  writ, 

For  language,  modest  mirth,  conceit  or  wit, 
Meets  oftentimes  with  the  sweet  commenda- 
tion [tion 

Of  ‘ hang’t!  ’tis  scurvy  P when  for  approba- 
A jig  shall  be  clapt  at,  and  every  rhituc 
Prais’d  and  applauded  by  a clamorous  chime. 


Let  ignorance  and  laughter  dwell  together! 
They  are  beneath  tlie  muses’  pity : hither 
Come  nobler  judgments,  and  to  those  the 
strain 

Of  our  invention  is  not  bent  in  vain  : 

The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn  to  you  commends 
Her  hopes  and  welcomes;  and  withal  in- 
tends 

In  th’  entertains  to  which  she  doth  invite  ye, 
All  things  to  please,  and  some  things  to 
delight  ye. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Men. 

Duke  of  Florence. 

Albert  us,  Admiral  of  Florence . 

Baptist*,  a brave  Sea  Commander,  ancient 
Friend  to  Albert  us. 

Cesario,  a young  Gentleman  of  a fiery 
nature , Son  to  Albertus. 

Men  Tf  vole,  Son  to  Baptist  a , Lover  of  Clarissa. 
Pros  pl  no,  a noble  Friend  to  Baplista. 

Host,  the  supposed  Father  of  Biuncha. 

I orubosco,  a cheating  Mountebank. 

Clown,  the  Mountebank's  Man,  and  Setter. 
Dancer,  -v 

Tat lor,  J 

Muleiteer,  f Sir  Fools  and  Knaves , tcho 

Pedant,  f pretend  love  to  Biuncha. 

Clerk,  1 

Coxcomb,  J 

SCENE, 


VOL  in. 


Secretary  to  the  Duke. 

Two  Magistrates  of  Florence. 

Physician. 

Surgeon. 

Three  Gentlemen. 

Sailors. 

Women. 

Mariana,  Wife  to  Albertus,  a virtuous  Txidy. 

Clarissa,  Marianu’s  Daughter,  m love  .nth 
Mentivole. 

Juliana,  'Niece  to  the  Duke  of  Genoa,  Bap - 
tufa's  second  Wife. 

Biancua,  the  Fair  Maid  of  the  luu,  beloved 
of  Cesario , and  Daughter  to  Baptista  und 
Jui  tuna. 

Hostess,  the  suj  posed  Mother  tf  Biamha. 


Florenct . 
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[Act  1. 


ACT  I. 


Enter  Ccsario  and  Clarissa. 

Cesario.  "INTERPRET  not,  Clarissa,  my 
-*•  true  zeal 

In  giving  you  counsel,  to  transcend  the 
bounds  [nour. 

That  should  confine  a brother!  *tis  your  ho- 
And  pence  of  .mind  (which,  honour  lost1, 
will  leave  you) 

I labour  to  preserve:  and  tho’  you  yet  nre 
•Pure  and  untainted,  and  resolve  to  be  so, 
Having  a father's  eye,  and  mother's  care, 

In  nil  your  ways  to  keep  you  tiur  and  up- 
right, 

In  which  respects  ray  best  advices  must 
Appe  ar  superfluous;  yet  since  love,  dear 
sister, 

Will  sometimes  tender  things  unnecessary, 
Misconstrue  not  my  purpose! 

C 'tar.  Sir,  1 dare  not ; 

But  still  receive  it  as  a large  addition 
To  the  much  that  I already  stand  engag’d  for. 
Yet,  pardon  me  tho’  I profess,  upon 
A true  examination  of  myself, 

Kven  to  my  private  thoughts,  I cannot  find 
(Having  such  strong  supporters  to  uphold  me) 
On  wi.at  slight  ground  the  least  doubt  can 
be  rais’d, 

To  render  me  suspected  I can  fall 
Or  from  my  fame  or  virtue. 

Cex.  Far  be’t  from  me, 

To  nourish  such  a thought ! and  yet  excuse  me, 
As  you  would  do  a lapidary,  whose  whole 
fortunes 

Depend  upon  the  safety  of  one  jewel : 

If  lie  think  no  case  precious  enough 
To  keep  it  in  full  lustre,  nor  no  locks, 

Tho*  lending  strength  to  iron  doors,  sufficient 
To  guard  it,  and  secure  him!  You  to  me  arc 
A gem  of  more  esteem,  and  prized  higher, 
Than  usurers  do  their  muck,  or  great  men 
title; 

And  any  flaw  (which  Ueav’n  avert!)  in  you, 
(Whose  reputation,  like  a diamond 
Cut  newly  from  rhe  rock,  women  with  entry, 
And  men  with  covetous  desires,  look  up  at; 
By  prying  eyes  discover’d,  in  a moment 
Would  render  w lmt  the  braveries  of  Florence, 
For  w ant  of  counterpoise,  forbear  to  clieapen, 
Of  little  or  no  value. 

Clar.  I see,  brother. 

The  mark  you  shoot  at,  and  much  thank  your 
love : 

But  for  my  virgin  jewel,  which  is  brought 
In  comparison  w ith  your  diamond, rest  assur’d 
It  shall  not  fall  in  such  a workman’s  hands, 
Whose  ignorance  or  malice  shall  have  power 


To  cast  one  cloud  upon  it,  but  still  keep 
Her  native  splendor. 

Cet.  Tis  well;  1 commend  you; 

And  study  your  advancement  with  that  can? 
As  I would  do  ir sister’s,  whom  I love 
With  more  than  common  ardor*. 

Clar.  That  from  ine 
I hope's  return’d  to  you. 

C cm.  [ do  confess  it. 

v Y’ct  let  me  tell  you,  (but  still  with  tliat  love 
l wish  t'encrcase  between  us)  that  you  are 
Observ’d,  against  the  gravity  long  inninumM 
In  Italy  (where  to  see  a maid  unmask’d 
Is  held  a blemish),  to  he  over-frequent 
In  giving  or  receiving  visits. 

Ctur.  How?  [picture, 

('«.  W l.ereas  the  custom’s  here  to  wooe  by 
And  never  see  the  substance.  Y'ou  nre  fair, 
And  beauty  draws  temptations  on,  you 
know  it: 

I would  not  live  to  see  a willing  grant 
From  you,  to  one  unworthy  of  your  birth, 
Feature  or  fortune ; yet  there  have  been  Indies 
Of  rank,  proportion,  and  of  means  beyond 
you. 

That  have  prov’d  this  no  miracle. 

C’/ar.  One  unworthy? 

Why,  fray  you, gentle  brother,  who  arc  they 
That  1 vouchsafe  these  bounties  tor  I hope, 
In  yourstrict  criticism  of  me,  and  my  manners, 
That  you  will  not  deny  they  are  your  equals, 
la  Angry  ? [me, 

C/ar.  I’ve  reason  ! But,  in  cold  blood,  tdl 
Had  we  not  one  father? 

Ces.  Yes,  and  mother  too. 

Ctur.  And  he  a soldier? 

C’rt.  True. 

Cl ar.  If  I then  borrow 
A little  of  the  boldness  of  his  temper, 
Imparting  it  to  such  as  may  deserve  ir, 
(Howe'er  indulgent  to  yourselves,  you  brothers 
Allow  no  part  of  freedom  to  your  sisters) 

I hope  'twill  not  pass  for  a crime  in  me, 

To  grant  access  and  speech  to  noble  suitors, 
And  you  escape  for  innocent,  that  descend. 
To  a thing  so  far  beneath  you?  Are  you 
touch’d  ? 

Why, did  you  think  that  you  had  Cige*  ring? 
Or  th'  herb  that  gives  invisibility  ? 

Or  that  Biuncha’s  name  had  ne’er  been 
mention’d  ? 

The  Fair  Maid  of  the  grand  O-terin,  brother? 
Crsf  Mo  more! 

Clar.  A little,  brother.  Your  nigl»r-walk«, 
Anri  offer’d  presents,  which  coy  she  con- 
temn'd ; 

Y’our  combats  in  disguises  with  your  rivals. 


1 Which  honour  last  will  leave  you.]  Amended  by  Sew  ard. 

1 Conation  order.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

Brsrc 


Digitized  by  Google 


Act  1.] 

Brave  mulctteers,  scullions  perfum’d  with 
grease,  [member’d : 

And  such  as  cry  meat  for  cats1,  must  he  re- 
And  all  this  pother  for  a common  trull ! 

A tempting  sign,  and  curiously  set  forth, 

To  draw  in  riotous  guests!  a thing  expos’d 
To  every  ruffian's  rude  assault ! and  subject, 
For  u poor  salary,  to  a rich  man’s  lust, 

Tho'  made  up  of  diseases  ! 

Ccs.  Will  you  end  yet  ? 

Clar.  And  this  a mistress  for  Albert  us’ son? 
One  that  I should  call  sister? 

Ccs.  Part  not  with 

Your  modest  y in  this  violent  heat!  The  truth  is, 
(For  you  shall  be  my  confessor)  l love  her; 
But  virtuously : report,  that  gives  her  out 
Only  for  fair,  and  adds  not  she  is  chustc, 
Detracts  much  from  her;  for  indeed  she  is, 
Tho*  of  a low  condition,  compos'd 
Of  all  the  graces  dames  of  highest  birth, 

Tho’  rich  in  nature's  bounties,  should  be 
proud  of. 

But  leave  her ! and  to  you,  my  nearest  care, 
My  dearest,  best  Clarissa  ! Do  not  think 
(For  then  you  wrong  me)  I wish  you  should 
live 

A barren  virgin  life  ! I rather  aim  at 
A noble  husband,  that  mav  make  you  mother 
Of  many  children;  one  that,  when  I know 
him 

W orrh  your  embraces,  I may  se  rve  and  sue*  to : 
And  therefore  scorn  not  to  acquaint  me  with 
That  man,  that  happy  man,  you  please  to  fa- 
vour ! 

Clar.  I ever  purpos’d  it ; for  I will  like 
With  your  allowance. 

Cet.  As  a pawn  of  this, 

Receive  this  ring ; but,  ere  you  part  with  it 
On  any  terms,  he  certain  ol  your  choice. 

And  make  it  known  to  me ! 

Unlcr  Alberto , Buptista , Mariana , Mend- 
vole,  and  Servant*  with  lights. 

Clar.  You  have  my  hand  for’t. 

Ccs.  Which,  were  it  not  my  sister’s,  I 
should  kiss 
With  too  much  heat. 

Clar.  My  father  and  bis  guests,  sir  ! 

Alb.  Oh,  my  old  friend,  my  tried  frieud, 
my  Baptism  ! 

These  days  of  rest  and  feasting  suit  not  with 
Our  tougher  natures:  those  were  golden  ones, 
Which  were  enjoy’d  at  sea!  that’s  our  true 
mother ; 

Tl*  laud’s  to  us  a step-dame  : there  w e sopght 
Honour  and  wealth  thru’  dangers;  yet  those 
dangers 


323. 

Delighted  more  tlmn  their  rewards,  tho*  great 
ones, 

And  worth  the  undertakers:  here  we  study 
The  kitchen  arts,  to  sharpen  appetite, 

Dull’d  with  ubuudunce ; and  dispute  v\ith 
lleav’n, 

If  that  the  least  puff  of  the  rough  uortb-wind  . 
Blast  our  vine’s  burden1,  reudring  to  our  pa- 
lates [there. 

The  charming  juice  less  pleasing;  whereas 
If  \te  had  biscuit, powder’d  flesh,  fresh  water. 
We  thought  them  Persian  dedicates;  and  for 
music, 

If  a strong  gale  but  made  the  main-yard  crack. 
We  duuc’d  to  the  loud  minstrel. 

Bnpt.  And  fear’d  less 
(So  fur  we  were  in  love  with  noble  action) 

A tempest  than  a calm. 

Alb.  H is  true,  Baptista  : [other. 

There,  there,  from  mutual  aids  lent  to  each 
A ud  virtuous  emulation  to  exceed 
In  manly  daring,  the  true  school  of  friendship, 
We  learnt  those  principles,  which  confirm’d 
us  friends 

Never  to  he  forgot. 

Bupt.  Never,  I hope.  [roaring  cannon 
Alb.  We  were  married  there:  for  bells,  tint 
Aloud  proclaim’d  it  lawful,  and  a prife 
Then  newly  ta’en,  and  equally  divided, 

•Serv'd  as  a dowry  to  you,  then  aid'd  my  w ife; 
And  did  enable  me  to  be  a husband 
Tit  to  eucouuter  so  much  wuullli,  tho'  got 
With  blood  aiid  horror. 

Mar.  If  so  got,  ’tis  fit,  sir, 

Now  you  posess  it,  that  you  should  enjoy  it 
Iii  peace  and  quiet:  1,  your  sou,  and  daughter, 
That  reap  the  harvest  of  your  winter’s  labour, 
Tho’  debtors  for  it,  yet  liave  often  trembled, 
\V  lien,  in  way  of  discourse*,  you  have  related 
llow  you  came  by  it. 

Alb.  Trembled?  llow  the  softness 
Of  your  sex  may  excuse  you,  I’ll  not  argue; 
But  to  the  world,  howe’er  I hold  thee  noble, 

I should  proclaim,  this  boy  some  coward’s 
bastard. 

And  not  the  image  of  Albcrtus*  youth, 

If  when  some  wish’d  occasion  culls  him  forth 
To  a brave  trial,  one  weak  artery 
Of  bis  should  shew  a fever,  tho'  grini  death 
Put  on  a thousand  dreadful  shapes  to  fright 
him. 

The  elements,  the  sen,  and  all  the  winds 
We  number  on  our  compass,  then  conspiring 
To  make  the  scene  inure  ghostly  ! I must  lm\« 
thee, 

Sirrah,  I must,  if  once  you  grapple  with 
An  enemy’s  ship,  to  board  her,  tho’  you  see 
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3 And  such  as  cry  meat  for  ca/s.1  The  second  folio  reads  want ; but  wc  apprehend  the  text 
to  be  right.  In  Massinger’s  Maid  of  Honour,  act  iii.  sc.  1,  (Jasparo,  iu  mentioning  the  must 
Jguoble  employments,  says, 

* I will  cry  brooms  or  cats  meat  in  Palermo, 

1 Turn  porter,  carry  burdens,  any  thing, 

* Rather  tlum  live  a soldier !’  R . 

4 Blast  our  times  but  den .]  The  correction  bv  Seward. 

TtS  The 
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The  desperate  Runner  ready  to  give  fire, 

And  blow  the  deck  up;  or,  like  Cresar’s  sol- 
dier, 

Thy  hands  like  his  cut  off,  haug  by  the  teeth, 
And  die  undaunted. 

Mar.  I even  die  to  hear  you ! 

My  son,  my  lov'd  Cesario,  run  such  hazards? 
Bless’d  saints  forbid  it!  You  have  done  enough 
Already  for  one  family,  that  rude  way. 

I’ll  keep  him  saic  at  home,  and  train  him  up 
A complete  courtier:  may  1 live  to  see  him, 
By  swee  t discourse  and  gracious  demeanor. 
Win  and  bring  home  a fair  wife,  and  a rich, 
*Tis  all  I rest  ambitious  of. 

Alb.  A wife? 

As  if  tnerc  were  a course  to  purchase  one 
Pre%  ailing  more  than  honourable  action  ! 

Or  any  intercessors  move  so  far, 

To  take  a mistress  of  a noble  spirit. 

As  the  true  fame  of  glorious  victories, 
Atchicv'd  by  sweat  and  blood  ! Ob,  the  brave 
dames 

Of  warlike  Genoa!  they  had  eyes  to  see 
The  inward  nmn,  and  only  from  his  worth, 
Courage,  and  conquests,  the  blind  archer 
knew  [torch ; 

To  head  his  shafts,  or  light  his  quenched 
They  wore  proof  against  them  else : no  can- 
pet  knight4,  [bowers. 

That  spent  his  youth  in  groves  or  pleasant 
Or,  stretching  on  a couch  his  lazy  limbs, 

Sung  to  his  lute  such  soft  and  melting  notes, 
As  Ovid  nor  Anacreon  ever  knew, 
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Could  work  on  them;  nor  once  bewitch'd 
their  sense, 

Tho’  he  came  so  perfum’d  as  he  had  robb'd 
Sabien  or  Arabia  of  their  wealth, 

And  stor’d  it  in  one  suit.  I still  remember, 
And  still  remember  it  with  joy,  Baptista, 
When  from  the  rescue  of  the  Genoa  deet. 
Almost  surpriz’d  by  the  Venetian  gallies. 
Thou  didst  return,  and  wert  receiv’d  in  tri- 
umph, 

How  lovely  in  thy  honour’o  wounds  and  scars 
Thou  didst  appear;  what  worlds  of  amorous 
planets 

The  beauties  of  the  city,  where  they  stood. 
Fix’d  like  so  many  of  the  fairest  stars,  [tir’d 
Shot  from  their  windows  at  thee!  How  it 
Their  bloods  to  see  the  enemies’  captive 
streamers5  [liana, 

Borne  thro'  the  streets  ! nor  could  cliaste  Ju- 
The  duke's  fair  niece,  tho’  guarded  with  bci 
greatness, 

Resist  this  gallant  charge,  but,  laying  by 
Disparity  of  fortune  from  the  object, 
Yielded  herself  thy  prisoner. 

Bapt.  Pray  you  chuse 
Some  other  theme. 

Mar.  Can  there  be  one  more  pleasing? 
Bapt.  That  triumph  drew  on  me  a greatei 
torture, 

And  'tis  in  the  remembrance  little  less, 
Than  ever  captive  suffer'd. 

Mar.  How!  To  gain 
The  favour  of  so  great  a lady  ? 


4 Carpet  knight .]  Carpet  knights  are  frequently  mentioned  with  great  contempt  by  our 
ancient  writers.  The  learned  Sir  James  Burrows  gives  the  following  account  of  them: 

4 There  was  an  order  of  knighthood  of  the  appellation  of  Knights  of  the  Carpet,  though 
4 few,  or  no  persons  (at  least  among  those  whom  I have  consulted;  seem  to  know  any  thing 
4 about  it,  or  even  to  have  heard  of  it.  I have  taken  some  memoranda  concerning  the  insti- 
4 tution,  and  know  that  William  lord  Burgh  (of  Starbo rough  castle,  in  the  c ounty  of  Surry> 
4 father  to  Thomas  lord  Burgh,  deputy  of  Ireland,  and  to  sir  John  Burgh  who  took  the  great 
4 Caracca  ship  in  1592)  was  made  n knight  of  the  carpet , at  Westminster,  on  the  2d  of  Oc- 
4 tober,  1553,  the  day  after  queen  Mary's  coronation  : and  I met  with  a list  of  all  w ho  were 
4 made  so  at  the  same  time,  in  Strype’s  Memorials,  vol.  iii.  Appendix,  p.  11. 

* fsee  Anstis’s  Observations  on  the  Knighthood  of  the  Bath,  (Lond.  17*25)  p.  50,  * Upor 
44  the  accession  of  queen  Mary  to  the  throne,  a commission  was  granted  to  the  earl  of  Arun- 
44  del,  empowering  him  to  make  knights,  but  without  any  additional  title , within  two  day* 
44  after  the  date  of  that  patent:  which  were  the  two  days  preceding  her  corenation.  In 
11  pursuance  hereof,  we  find  the  names  of  the  knights  created  by  him,  according  to  the  stated 
44  fonn  of  creating  knights  of  the  Bath;  and  the  variety  of  the  ceremonies  used,  so  distinctly 
44  related,  that  it  particularly  deserves  to  he  consulted  in  the  appendix/* 

4 So  that  Mr.  Anstis  plainly  considers  them  as  being  only  a species  of  knights  of  the  Bath, 
4 though  jcithout  any  additional  title. 

4 If  so,  the  appellation  of  J nights  of  the  carpet  might  be  only  popular ; not  their  strict  or 
4 proper  title.  This,  however,  was  sufficient  to  induce  Shakespeare  (who  wrote  whilst  they 
4 were  commonly  spoken  of  by  such  an  appellation)  to  use  that  term , in  contrast  to  a knight- 
4 hood  conferred  upon  a real  soldier,  as  a reward  of  military  valour/ 

In  addition  to  this  note,  and  in  confirmation  of  it,  Mr.  Steeveus  produces  the  follow  ing  ex- 
ample from  The  Downful  of  Robert  Earl  of  Huntingdon,  1601  : 

4 soldiers,  come  away ; 

4 This  cdTj>et  knight  sits  carping  at  our  scars/ 

They  are  mentioned  also  by  Taylor  the  Water  Poet,  in  The  Praise  of  Hempseed; 

1 Castles  for  ladies,  and  for  carpet  knights , 

4 Unmercifully  spoii’d  at  feasting  fights.  R. 

5 Captive  streumes.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

Bapt . 
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let  1.] 

Bapt.  Yes,  [madam, 

Since  it  prov’d  fatal6 : to  have  been  happy. 
Adds  to  calamity  ; and  the  heavy  loss 
Of  her  I durst  not  hope  for,  once  enjoy'd, 
Turns  what  you  think  a blessing  to  a curse, 
Which  grief  would  have  forgotten. 

Alb.  I am  sorry 
I touch’d  upoy  it. 

Mar.  I burn  rather,  sir, 

With  a desire  to  hear  the  story  of 

Your  loves;  and  shall  receive  it  as  a favour, 

Which  you  muy  grant. 

Bapt.  You  must  not  be  denied; 

Yet  with  all  brevity  I must  report  it. 

*Tis  true,  fair  Juliana,  (Genoa  s pride) 
Enamour'd  of  my  actions,  lik'd  my  person; 
Nor  could  I but  with  joy  meet  her  affection, 
Since  it  was  lawful ; for,  my  first  wife  dead, 
We  were  closely  married,  and  for  some  few 
mouths 

Tasted  the  fruits  oft:  but  malicious  fate. 
Envying  our  too-much  happiness,  wrought 
upon 

A faithless  servant,  privy  to  our  plot, 

And  cabinet  counsellor  to  Juliana, 

Who,  either  for  hope,  or  reward,  or  fear, 
Discover'd  us  to  the  incensed  duke, 

Whose  rage  made  her  close  prisoner,  and 
pronounc’d  [years 

On  me  perpetual  banishment.  Some  three 
I wander’d  on  the  sens,  since  entertain’d 
By  the  great  duke  of  Florence;  hut  what  fate 
Attended  her,  or  Prospero  my  friend, 

That  stay’d  at  Genoa  to  expect  the  issue, 

Is  yet  uncertain. 

Enter  u Gentleman. 

Alb.  From  the  Duke? 

Bupt.  lie’s  welcome. 

To  end  my  forc’d  relation  ! 

Alb.  Signor  Baptism,  [care. 

The  great  Duke's  will  commands  your  present 
Gent.  It  points  indeed  at  both  of  you, 
Bapt.  I wait  it. 

Alb.  In,  Mariana;  to  your  rest ! 

Bapt.  Nav,  leave  us; 

We  must  be  private. 

Mar.  Stay  not  long,  Cesario. 

[Exeunt.  Mane ttt  Cesario  4 Mentivole. 
Meat.  So  ! these  old  men  vanish’d,  ’tis  al- 
low’d 

That  we  may  speak ; and  howsoe’er  they  take 
Delight  in  the  discourse  of  former  dangers. 

It  cannot  hinder  us  to  treat  a little 
Of  present  pleasures. 

Ce*.  Which,  if  well  enjoy'd, 

Will  not  alone  continue,  but  cncrense, 

In  us  their  friendship. 

Ment.  How  shall  we  spend  the  night? 
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To  snore  it  out,  like  drunken  Dutchmen, 
would 

Sort  ill  with  us  Italians:  we  are  made 
Of  other  metal,  fiery,  qui.  k,  and  active. 

Shall  we  take  our  fortune?  and,  while  our 
cold  fathers  [dead) 

Ho  w horn  long  since  their  youthful  heats  w*re 
Talk  much  of  Mars,  serve  under  Venus’  en- 
And  seek  a mistress?  [sigus, 

Cfjs.  That’s  a game,  dear  friend, 

That  does  admit  no  rival  in  chase  of  it? 

And  either  to  he  undertook  alone 
Or  not  to  be  attempted. 

Ment.  I’ll  not  press  you. 

What  other  sports  to  entertain  the  time  with 
The  follow  ing  morning? 

Ce s.  Any  that  may  become  us.  [sent  you, 
Aleut.  Is  the  Neapolitan  horse  the  viceroy 
In  a fit  plight  to  run? 

Ces.  So  my  groom  tells  me. 

I can  boast  little  of  ray  horsemanship; 

Yet,  upon  bis  assurance,!  dare  wager 
A thousand  crowns,  'gainst  auy  horse  in  Flo- 
rence, 

For  an  eight-mile  cour-e. 

Aleut.  I would  not  win  of  you, 

In  respect  you  are  impatient  of  loss; 

Else  I durst  match  him  with  my  Barbary 
For  twice  the  sum. 

Ces.  You  do  well  to  excuse  it, 

Being  certain  to  he  beaten. 

Ment.  Tush, you  know 
The  contrary. 

Ces.  To  end  the  controversy, 

Put  it  to  trial ; by  my  life,  I’ll  meet  you 

Enter  Clarissa . 

With  the  next  rising  sun. 

A lent.  A match!  But  here 
Appears  a Cynthia,  that  scorns  to  borrow 
A beam  ofiight  from  the  great  eye  of  I leav’n, 
She  being  herself  all  br.gbtness:  now  1 envy 
Those  amorous  smiles,  those  kisses,  hut  sure 
chaste  ones, 

Which  she  vouchsafes  her  brother! 

Ciur.  You  are  wanton  : 

Pray  you  tluuk  me  not  Biauclia ; leave,  I pray 
you ! 

My  mother  will  not  sleep  before  she  see  you; 
Ami  since  you  know  her  tenderness,  nay  fond- 
ness, [safety. 

In  every  circumstance  that  concerns  your 
You  are  not  equal7  to  her. 

Ces.  [ must  leave  you ; 

But  will  not  fail  to  meet  you. 

Men},  Soft  sleeps  to  you ! 

Mar.  [uuJAi/i]  Cesario! 

C far.  You’re  call’d  again. 

Ces.  Some  sons 


6 Yety  since  it  prov'd  fatal, j The  particle  inserted  in  the  text  improving  both  sense  and 

measure,  was  most  probably  m the  original.  Seward, 

Seward  reads,  Since  it  prov'd  so  fatal; 

thereby  destroying  * both  sense  and  measure.* 

7 Equal .1  i.  e.  Just . The  word  frequently  occurs  in  that  sense. 

Complain 
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[Act  I. 


Complain  of  too  much  rigour  in  their  mo- 
thers; 

I of  too  much  indulgence.  You  will  fol- 
low ? [Exit. 

C/ar.  You  are  her  first  care;  therefore 
lead  the  way  ! [stays 

J\lent.  She  stays;  blest  opportunity!  she 
As  she  invited  conference!  she  was  ever 
Noble  mid  free ; but  thus  to  tempt  uiy  frailty, 
Argues  a yielding  in  her;  or,  contempt 
Of  all  that  J dare  offer.  Stand  I now 
Consulting?  No;  I’ll  put  it  home. 

Clur.  Who  waits  there? 

More  lights!  [useless 

.1  lent.  You  need  them  not;  they  are  as 
As  at  noon-day:  can  there  be  darkness  where 
Nature,  then  wisely  liberal,  vouchsaf’d 
To  lend  two  suns? 

C/ar  Hyperboles! 

il lent.  No;  truths,  [heart 

Truths,  beauteous  virgin  ; so  my  love-sick 
Assures  me,  and  my  unde,  standing  tells  me 
1 must  approach  them  wisely  : should  I rashly 
Press  near  their  scorching  beams,  they  would 
consume  inc ; 

And,  ou  the  contrary,  should  your  disdain 
Keep  me  at  too  much  distance,  and  I want 
Their  comfortable  heat,  the  frost  of  death 
Would  seize  on  ull  my  faculties. 

Clur.  Pray  you  pause,  sir!  [tire  you  : 
T his  vehemeucy  oi  discourse  must  else  needs 
These  gay  words  take  not  me;  *tis  simple 
lnitb, 

llunest  integrity,  and  lawful  flames, 

1 am  delighted  with. 

]\Ieut.  fciuCli  l bring  with  me; 

And  therefore,  lady — 

Clur.  Rut  that  you  took  me  oft* 

Ere  1 came  to  a period,  1 had  added 
A long  experience  must  be  requir'd 
Roth  of  his  faith  and  trust,  with  whom  a 
virgin 

Traflu  ks  for  what  is  dearest  in  this  life, 

Her  liberty  and  honour.  I confess 
1 oft  bate  view’d  you  with  an  eye  of  favour; 
And,  with  your  generous  parts,  the  muny 
tenders 

Of  doing  me  all  fair  offices,  have  won 
A good  opinion  from  me — 

Ment.  Oh,  speak  ever ! v 
I never  heard  such  music. 

Clur.  A plain  tunc,  sir, 

But  ’tis  a hearty  one.  When  I. perceive, 

By  evident  proofs,  your  aims  are  truly  noble, 
And  that  you  bring  the  engines  of  fair  love, 
Not  of  foul  lust,  to  shake  aud  undermine 
My  maiden  fortress,  I may  then  make  good 
\\  hat  now  l dare  not  promise. 

Ment.  You  already. 

In  taking  notice  of  my  poor  deservings, 


Have  been  ;nngnificcnt,  and  'twill  appear 
A froiilloss  impudence  to  ask  beyond  tliis: 
Yet  qualify,  tho’  not  excuse,  my  error, 

T ho*  now  1 am  ambitious  to  desire 
A confirmation  of  it! 

Clur.  So  it  wrong  not 
My  modesty  to  grant  it. 

Ment.  H is  far  from  me ; 

I only  am  a suitor  you  would  pracc  me 
With  some  toy,  but  made  rich  iu  that  you 
wore  it, 

To  warrant  to  the  world  that  I usurp  not, 
When  J presume  to  stile  myself  your  servant! 
A ribbon  from  your  shoe. 

C/nr.  You  are  too  humble; 

I'll  think  upon’t,  and  something  of  more  value 
Shall  witness  how  I prize  you.  It  growslate; 
I’ll  bring  you  to  the  door. 

Ment.  You  still  more  Lind  me.  [Enunt. 

Enter  Duke , Albcrtus,  Baptist u,  Magistrates 
and  Attendants. 

Duke.  You  find, by  this  assur'd  intelligence, 
T he  preparation  of  the  Turk  against  us. 
We’ve  met  him  oft  and  beat  him ; now  to 
fear  him 

Would  argue  w ant  of  courage  ; aud  I bold  it 
A safer  policy  lor  us  and  our  signiories, 

To  charge  him  in  his  passage  o’er  the  sea, 
Than  to  expect  him  here. 

Alb.  Muy  it  please  your  highness, 

Since  you  vouchsafe  to  think  ine  worthy  of 
T his  great  employment,  if  1 may  deliver 
My  judgment  freely,  ’tis  not  flattery 
T ho’  I say  my  opinion  waits  on  you*; 

Nor  would  1 give  my  suffrage  and  consent 
To  what  you  have  propos'd,  but  that  l 
know  it 

Worth  tin  great  speaker,  tho’  that  the  denial 
Call’d  on  your  heavy  anger.  For  myself 
1 do  profess  thus  much,  if  a blunt  soldier 
May  borrow  so  much  from  the  oil’d* tongu’d 
courtier, 

(1  hat  echoes  whatsoe’er  the  prince  allows  of) 
All  that  my  long  experience  hath  taught  me, 
That  have  spent  three  parts  of  my  life  at  sea, 
(Let  it  not  taste  of  arrogance  that  I say  it) 
Could  not  have  added  reasons  of  more  weight 
To  fortify  your  affections,  than  such 
As  your  grace  out  of  observation  merely 
Already  have  propounded. 

liufit.  With  the  honour 
To  give  the  daring  enemy  an  affront 
In  being  the  first  opposer,  it  will  teach 
Your  soldiers  boldness, and  strike  fear  in  them 
That  durst  attempt  you. 

1 Magis.  Victuals  and  ammunition, 

And  money  too,  the  sinews  of  the  war. 

Are  stor’d  up  in  the  magazine. 

2 Magis.  And  the  gallics 


* My  opinion  uuits  on  vou.]  The  small  change  of  you  to  yourst  takes  ull  obscurity  from 
tliis  expression.  & incat d. 

We  thiuk  the  old  reading  more  suitable  to  the  context,  more  in  our  authors’  style,  and  at 
least  as  free  from  obscurity. 

New 
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Act  1.]  * 

New  rigg’d  and  train’d  up,  and  at  two  days* 
Fit  for  the  service.  [warning 

Duke.  We  commend  your  care ; 

Nor  will  we  e’er  be  wanting  in  our  counsels, 
As  we  doubt  not  your  action.  You,  Baptista, 
Shall  stay  with  us ; that  merchant  is  not  wise, 
That  ventures  his  w hole  fortunes  in  one  bottom. 
Albertus,  be  our  admiral ! spare  your  thanks; 
Tis  merit  in  you  that  invites  this  honour: 
Preserve  it  such ! Ere  long  you  shall  hear 
more. 

Things  rashly  undertaken  end  as  ill ; 

But  great  acts  thrive  when  reason  guides  the 
wul.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  three  Gentlemen. 

1 Gent.  No  question,  ’twas  not  well  done 
in  Cesario 

To  cross  the  horse  of  young  Mentivole 
In  tlie  midst  of  this  course. 

t Gent.  That  was  not  all ; 

The  switching  him  dull’d  him. 

3 Gent.  ’Would  that  both  the  jades 
Had  broke  their  necks,  when  they  first 
started ! ’Slight,  [whisper, 

We  stand  here  prating;  give  them  leave  to 
And,  when  they  have  cutonc  another’s  throats, 

Enter  McntUaole  and  Cesario. 

Hake  in  to  part  ’em ! 

2 Gent.  There  is  no  such  hazard  ; [it: 
Their  fat  hers*  friendship  and  their  love  forbid 
See  where  they  come  ! 

1 Gent.  With  fury  in  their  looks. 

Men/.  You  have  the  wager  ; with  what 
I'll  not  dispute.  [foul  play  got 

Ces.  Foul  play? 

Meat.  I cannot  speak  it 
In  a fairer  language ; and  if  some  respects 
Familiar  to  myself  chain’d  not  my  tongue, 

I should  say — no  more9! — I should — hut 
I’ll  sit  down  [further! 

With  this  disgrace ; howe’er,  press  me  no 
For,  if  once  more  provok’d,  you’ll  understand 
I dare  no  more  suffer  an  injury, 

Than  I dare  do  one. 

CYf.  Why,  sir,  are  you  injur’d 
In  that  I take  my  right,  which  I would  force, 
Should  you  detain  it  ? 

Meat.  Put  it  to  judgment ! 

Ces.  No;  my  will  in  this  shall  carry  it. 
Mott.  Your  will?  Nay,  farewell  softness 
tlien ! 

3 Gent.  This  I foresaw. 

[They  suddenly  draw. 

2 Gent.  Hold,  hold! 

Ces.  I’m  hurt. 

2 Gent.  Shift  for  yourself;  ’tis  death. 

J Ment.  As  you  respect  me,  bear  him  off 
with  care ! 

If  he  miscarry,  since  he  did  the  w rong, 

111  stand  the  shock  of’t. 


2 Gent.  Gently ! he  will  faint  else — 

[ Exeunt  Gentlemen  with  Cesario. 
Ment.  And  speedily,  I beseech  you!  My 
rage  over, 

That  pour’d  upon  my  reason  clouds  of  error, 
I see  my  folly,  and  at  what  dear  iost 
I have  exchang’d  a real  innocence 
To  gain  a mere  fantastical  report, 
Transported  only  by  vain  popular  wind, 

To  be  a daring,  nay,  tool-hardy  man. 

Enter  Baptista. 

But,  could  I satisfy  myself  within  here, 

IIow  should  I bear  my  father’s  frowns  ? They 
meet  me ; 

My  guilt  conjures  him  hither. 

Bapt.  Sirrah! 

Mait.  Sir.  " [sword : 

Bapt.  I’ve  met  the  trophies  of  your  ruffian 
Wus  there  no  other  anvil  to  make  trial 
How  far  thou  durst  be  wicked,  but  the  bosom 
Of  him,  which  under  the  adulterate  name 
Of  friendship  thou  hast  murder’d  ? 

Ment.  Murder’d,  sir? 

My  dreams  abhor  so  base  a fact : true  valour. 
Employ’d  to  keep  my  reputation  fair, 

From  the  austercst  judge  can  never  merit 
To  be  branded  with  that  title.  You  begot  me 
A man,  no  coward  : and  but  call  your  youth 
To  memory!  when  injur’d,  you  could  never 
Boast  of  the  ass’s  lortitude,  slave-like  pa- 
tience ; 

And  you  might  justly  doubt  I were  your  son. 
If  I should  entertain  it.  If  C esario 
Recover,  as  I hope  his  wound's  not  mortal, 
A second  trial  of  what  I dare  do 
In  a just  cause,  shall  give  strong  witness  forlne 
I am  the  true  heir  to  Baptism's  courage, 

As  to  his  other  fortunes. 

Bapt.  Boy,  to  neither. 

But  on  this  strict  condition,  which  entreaties 
From  saints,  nay  augeU,  shall  not  make  me 
alter. 

A friendship  so  began,  and  so  continu’d 
Between  me  and  Alberto,  my  best  friend. 
Your  brawls  shall  not  dissolve:  it  is  my  will. 
And  as  I atn  thy  father  I command  thee, 
That  instantly,  on  any  terms,  how  poor 
Sneer  it  skills  not,  thou  desire  his  pardon. 
And  bring  assurance  to  me  he  1ms  sign'd  it. 
Or  by  my  father's  soul  I’ll  never  know  thee. 
But  as  a stranger  to  my  blood  : perfurm  it, 
And  suddenly,  without  reply!  I ve  said  it. 
Ment.  And  in  it  given  a heavier  sentence 
on  me 

Than  the  most  cruel  death : you  arc  mv  father. 
And  your  will  to  he  serv’d,  and  not  disputed 
By  me,  that  am  your  son  : but  I’ll  obey. 

And  tho’  my  heart-strings  crack  for’t,  make 
it  known. 

When  you  command,  my  faculties  are  your 
own.  [Exeunt. 


9 I should  say  no  more  ] Seward,  tacitly  and  arbitrarily,  reads,  I should  say  more.  The 
present  punctuation  gives  a spirit  to  the  old  text. 

' ACT 
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ACT  II. 


Enter  Albcrttu,  Physician , and  a Surgeon. 
Phys.  tTAVE  patience,  noble  sir!  your 
son  (’esario 

Will  recover,  without  question. 

Surg.  A slight  wound ! [vitals. 

Though’t  pierc’d  his  body,  it  hath  miss’d  the 
Phys.  IV I V life  for’t,  he  shall  take  the  air 
Within  these  ten  days!  [again 

Alb.  Oh,  but  from  a friend! 

To  receive  this  bloody  measure  from  a friend  ! 
If  that  a man  should  meet  a violent  death, 
In  a place  where  he  had  taken  sanctuary, 
Would  it  not  grieve  him?  Such  all  Florence 

held  [plies 

Their  friendship  ; and  *tis  that  which  multi- 
The  injury. 

Phys.  Have  patience,  worthy  signor! 

Alb.  I do  protest,  as  I am  man  and  soldier, 
If  I had  buried  him  in  a wave  at  sea, 

(Lost  in  some  honourable  action) 

I would  not  to  the  saltness  of  his  grave 
Have  added  the  least  tear:  but  these  quarrels, 

Enter  Marimia  and  Clarissa. 

Bred  out  of  game  and  wine ! I had  as  lief 
He  should  have  died  of  a surfeit. 

Mur.  Oh,  what  comfort  ? 

How  is  it  with  our  sou,  sir? 

Alb.  His  work-masters 
Bear  ine  its  hand  here,  (as  my  luwycr  does, 
When  I’ve  a crack'd  title,  or  bad  suit  in  law) 
All  shall  go  well. 

Mur.  t pray  you,  gentlemen, 

What  think  you  of  his  wound  ? 

Phi/s.  Tis  but  a scratch;  nothing 
To  danger. 

Clar.  But  lie  retviv’d  it  from  a friend; 
And  the  unkindness  la'en  at  that  may  kill  him. 
Mar.  Let  me  see  him. 

Phys.  By  no  means;  he  slumbers. 

Mur.  Then  I cannot  believe  you,  when 
There  is  hope  of  him.  [you  tell  me 

Alb.  Yet  many  ladies 
Do  give  more  faith  to  their  physician, 

Than  to  their  confessor. 

Clar.  Oh,  my  poor  lost  brother ! 

And  friend,  more  dear  than  brother !‘ 

Alb.  More  loud  instruments 
To  disturb  his  slumbers?  (Jo,  go,  takccarocli ! 
And  as  you  love  me,  you  and  the  girl  retire 
T’  our  summer-house  i’  th’  country  : I'll  be 
Within  these  two  days  [with  you 

Mur.  I am  yours  in  all  things, 

Tho*  with  much  sorrow  to  leave  him. 


Alb.  I pray  you,  gentlemen, 

[Exeunt  Mar.  and  Clar. 
With  best  observance  tend  your  patient: 
The  loss  of  my  heir  male  lies  now  a-blecdin®; 

Enter  Mentivole . 

And  think  what  payment  his  recovery 
Shall  shower  upon  you. — Of  all  men  breathing, 
[Exeunt  Physician  and  Surgeon. 
Wiierefore  do  you  arrive  l»ere?  are  you  mad?: 
My  injury  begins  to  bleed  afresh 
At  sight  of  you.  Why,  this  affront  of  yours 
I receive  more  malicious  than  the  other. 
Your  hurt  was  only  danger  to  my  son ; but 
Your  sight  to  me  is  death!  Why  couie  you 
hither?  [have  made, 

D’  you  come  to  view  the  wounds  which  you 
And  glory  in  them? 

Meat.  Hather,  worthy  sir, 

To  pour  oil  into  them. 

Alb.  I am  a soldier, 

Sir,  least  part  of  a courtier : and  understand 
By  your  smooth  oil,  your  present  flattery — 
Meat.  Sir,  for  my  father’s  sake,  acknow- 
ledge me 

To  be  born  a gentleman,  no  slave;  I ever 
Held  flatterer*  of  that  breed : do  not  mi*- 
construe, 

In  your  distaste  of  me,  the  true  intent 
Of  my  coining  hither,  for  I do  protest 
I do  not  come  to  tell  you  I am  sorry 
For  your  son’s  hurt. 

Alb.  Not  sorry? 

Menl.  No,  not  sorry: 

I have  to  the  lowest  ebb  lost  all  my  fury, 
But  i must  not  lose  my  honesty.  Twas  lw 
Gave  heat  unto  the  injury,  which  return'd. 
Like  a petard10  ill  lighted,  into  th*  bosom 
Of  him  gave  fire  to’t : yet,  I hope  his  hurt 
Is  not  so  dangerous  but  he  may  recover; 
When,  if  it  please  him  call  me  to  account 
For  th’loss  of  so  much  hlood,  I shall  be  ready 
To  do  him  noble  reason. 

Alb.  You  are  arm’d 
Mcthinks  with  w ondrous  confidence. 

Mast.  Oh,  with  the  best,  sir; 

For  I bring  penitence  and  satisfaction. 

Alb.  Satisfaction?  Why,  I heard  you  say 
but  now. 

You  were  not  sorrv  for  hi*  wounds. 

Merit.  Nor  am  £ ; 

The  satisfaction  which  I bring,  sir,  is  to  you. 
You  are  a gentleman  ne’er  injur’d  me; 

One  ever  lov’d  iny  father,  the  right  way, 

And  most  approv’d  of  noble  amity ; 


*°  Petar.]  A petard  or  petarrct  an  engine  (made  like  a bell  or  mortar)  wherewith  strong 
gates  are  burst  open.  Cot  graves  Dictionary . 1L 

• Yet 
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Act  2.] 

Vet  I have  run  iny  sword  quite  thro’  your 
heart,  [fear’d, 

And  slightly  hurt  your  son;  for’t  may  be 
A grief  ta’en  at  these  years,  for  your  son’s  loss. 
May  hazard  yours:  and  therefore  I am  sent 
By  him  that  has  most  interest  in  your  sorrow, 
V\  ho  having  chid  me  almost  to  the  ruiu 
Of  a disheritance11,  for  violating 
So  continued  and  so  sacred  a friendship 
Of  fifty  winters’  standing11;  such  a friend- 
ship 

That  ever  did  continue  like  the  spring, 

Ne’er  saw  the  fall  o’  th’  leaf;  by  him  I ain  sent 
To  say  the  wrong  I’ve  done,  sir,  is  to  you, 

A ud  that  I have  quite  lost  him  tor  a father, 
Until  I find  your  pardon.  Nay,  there  follows 
A weightier  deprivation  : his  estate 
1 could  with  a less  number  of  sighs  part  with; 
Fortune  might  attend  my  youth  aud  my  de- 
servings 

In  any  climate ; but  a father's  blessing, 

To  settle  and  confirm  that  fortune,  no  where, 
But  only  here.  Your  pardon  ! give  me  that ; 
And  when  you  have  done,  kill  me;  for  *iis 
that  [tion. 

Takes  from  me  the  effect  of  excommunica- 
A father’s  heavy  curse. 

Alb,  Nay,  may  that  curse  [nute, 

Light  on  himself,  for  sending  thee  in  this  mi- 
When  I am  grown  as  deaf  to  all  compassion, 
As  the  cruellest  sea-fight,  or  most  horrid  tem- 
pest ! [cats. 

That  I had  drown’d  i*  th’  sea  a thousand  du- 

Thou  badst  not  made  this  visit ! Rush  young  ; 
man, 

Thou  tak’st  me  in  an  ill  planet,  and  hast  cause 
To  curse  thy  father ; for  I do  protest. 

If  I had  met  thee  in  any  part  o’th*  world. 

But  under  my  own  root,' I would  have  kill'd 
thee.  [sent  for 

Within  there  ! — Look  you  ! Here's  a triumph 

Enter  Physician , Surgeon,  and  Servants. 

The  death  of  your  young  master. 

Serr.  Shall  we  kill  him  ? 

Alb.  No; 

I’ll  not  be  so  unhospitahle.  But,  sir, 

By  my  life,  I vow  to  take  assurance  from  you, 
That  right-hand  never  more  shall  strike  my 
son. 

Mcnt.  Tlrnt  w ill  be  easily  protested. 

Alb.  Not  easily,  [to’t. 

When  it  must  be  exacted,  and  a bloody  seal 


Bind  him,  and  cutoff'9  right-hand  presently: 
Fair  words  shall  never  satisfy  foul  deeds. 
Chop  his  hand  otf ! 

Mcnt,  You  cannot  be  so  unrighteous 
To  your  own  honour. 

I'hys.  Oil,  sir,  collect  yourself, 

And  recall  your  bloody  purpose  ! 

Alb.  My  intents 

Of  this  nature  do  ever  come  to  action. 

Surg.  Then  I 

Must  fetch  another  stickler.  [Exit. 

Alb.  Yet  I do  grieve  at  heart ; 

And  1 do  curse  thy  father  heartily, 

That's  the  cause  of  my  dishonour,  sending  thee 
In  such  an  hour,  when  I hid  apt  for  mischief. 
Apt  as  a Dutchman  alter  a sea-fight. 

When  his  enemy  kueels  afore  him.  Come, 
dispatch ! 

Phys.  Entreat  him,  noble  sir. 

Merit . You  shall  excuse  me; 

Whatsoever  he  dares  do,  that  I dare  suffer. 

Enter  Ccsario  und  Surgeon. 

Cts.  Oh,  sir,  for  honour’s  sake,  stay  your 
foul  purpose; 

For  if  you  do  proceed  thus  cruelly,  [him, 
There  is  no  question,  in  the  wound  you  give 
I shall  bleed  to  death  for't ! 

Alb.  Thou  art  not  of 

My  temper;  what  I purpose,  can’t  be  alter’d. 
Enter  a Servant . 

Serv.  Sir,  the  Duke  with  all  speed  expects 
you:  you  must  instantly 
Slap  all  your  followers,  uud  to  sea. 

Alb.  My  blessing 

Stay  with  thee  upon  this  condition, 

Take  away  his  use  of  lighting;  as  thou  hop’st 
To  be  accounted  for  my  son,  perform  it ! 

[Exit. 

Ces.  You  hear  what  I’m  enjoin’d  to. 

Merit.  Fray  thee,  take  A! 

Only  this  ring,  this  best-esteemed  jewel, 

I will  not  giv't  to  th’  hangman  chops  it  oft*; 

It  is  too  dear  a relic  : I’ll  remove  it 
Nearer  iny  heart. 

Os.  Ila!  that  ring’s  my  sister’s; 

The  ring  1 enjoin’d  her  never  part  withal 
Without  iny  knowledge. — Come,  sir,  we  are 
friends. 

Pardon  my  father’s  heat,  and  melancholy; 
Two  violent  fevers  which  he  caught  at  sea, 
And  cannot  yet  shake  oft’:  only  one  promise 


11  H’Ao  having  chid  me  almost  to  the  ruin 
Of  a disheritance .]  Seward  arbitrarily  reads, 

■ ■ to  my  ruin, 

To  a disheritance,  &c. 

ia  So  continued  and  so  sacred  a friendship  4 

Of 'fifty  winters  standing ; such  a friendship, 

! that  ever  did  continue,  &c.]  * Here,’  says  Seward/  seems  a reiterated  tautology  in  these 
4 lines,  very  unlike  and  unworthy  of  our  authors.'  For  continued , therefore,  he  substitutes 
constant,  * which,’  continues  he, 1 in  the  sense  of  firm  and  unshaken  by  accidents,  keeps  clear 
4 of  the  tautology  complained  of.’  But  changes  should  not  be  arbitrarily  made,  only  be- 
cause the  critic  supposes  them  for  the  better! 

VUL.  III.  Uu  I must 
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I must  enjoin  you  to,  and  seriously; 

Hereafter  you  shall  never  draw  a sword 
To  th’  prejudice  of  iny  life. 

Merit.  By  my  best  hopes, 

I slmll  not  f 

Ces.  I pray  deliver  ine  your  sword, 

On  that  condition*. 

Men^  I shall,  sir:  may  it  hereafter 
Ever  fight  on  your  part ! 

Ces.  Noble  sir,  I thank  you  : 

But,  for  performance  of  your  vow,  I entreat 
borne  gage  from  you. 

Merit.  Any,  sir. 

Ces.  Deliver  me  that  ring.  [binds  me, 

Mait.  Ha!  this  ring?  indeed  this  jewel 
If  you  knew  the  virtue  of  it,  never  more 
To  draw  ray  sword  against  you. 

Ces.  Therefore  l 
Will  have  it. 

Merit.  You. may  not. 

Ces.  Come,  you  must : 

I that  by  violence  could  take  your  hand, 

Can  cutorce  this  from  you.  This  is  a token, 
sir,  [you  well! 

That  we  may  prove  friends  herenttcr.  Fare 
Phys.  Why  did  you  seize  his  sword,  sir? 

Ces.  To  perforin  [sent 

What  my  father  bad  me  ; I have  for  the  pre- 
Ta’cn  away  his  use  of  lighting. 

Phys.  Better  so, 

Than  take  that  which  your  father  meant! 

[Exeunt. 

Manet  Mcntii'ole. 

Ment.  Was  ever  the  like  usage?  Ob,  that 
ri,,S» 

Dearer  than  life  ! whither  is  honour  fled  ? 

Cesario,  thou’rt  unmanly  in  each  part, 

To  seize  my  sword  first,  and  then  split  my 
heart. 

Enter  Host  and  Cloze n. 

Host.  Thy  muster 
That  lodges  here  in  my  Osteria, 

Is  a rare  man  of  art ; they  say  he’s  a witch. 

Clown.  A witch?  nay,  he’s  one  step  of  the 
ladder  to 

Preferment  higher;  he’s  n conjurer. 

Host.  Is  that  his  higher  title? 

Cloun.  Yes,  I assure  you;  [mandshim; 

For  a conjurer’s  th’  devil’s  master,  and  com- 
Whereas  a witch  is  the  devil’s  prentice, 

And  obeys  him. 

Host.  Bound  prentice  to  the  devil  I 
Cloun.  Bound  and  enroll’d,  I assure  you, 
he' can’t  start ; [tleman 

And  therefore  I would  never  wish  any  gen- 
To  turn  witch. 

Host.  Why,  man? 

,a  Adamants.]  i.  t.  Loadstones.  See  Skinner  on  the  word.  Seward. 

13  To  draw  in  spurs  and  r.ipiers.j  In  Ben  Jonson’s  Alchemist  is  the  same  idea;  Subtle 
says  to  Abel  Drugger, 

* Beneath  your  threshold  bury  me  a loadstone, 

* To  draw  in  gallants  that  wear  spurs.’ 

I led. 


Clown.  Oh,  he  loses  his  [help  liiro ; 
Gentility  by  it ; the  devil  in  this  case  cannot 
He  must  go  to  the  herald  for  new  arms,  be- 
lieve it.  [man  born, 

Host.  As  I'm  true  innkeeper,  yet  a gentle- 
PH  ne’er  turn  witch  for  that  trick!  And  thou 
Been  a great  traveller?  [bast 

Clou  n.  No,  indeed,  not  I,  sir. 

Host.  Come,  you  arc  modest. 

Clown.  No,  I am  not  modest; 

For  I told  you  a lie,  that  you  might  the  better 
Understand  l had  been  a traveller. 

Host.  So,  sir! 

They  say  your  master's  a great  physician  too? 
Clown.  He  was  no  fool  told  you  tliat,  I 
assure  you.  [But  they  sav, 

Host.  And  you  have  been  in  England? 
Ladies  in  England  take  a great  deal  of  physic, 
Clown.  Both  ways,  on  my  reputation. 
Host.  So  ’tis  to  be  understood : [fashion. 

But  they  say  ladies  there  take  physic  for 
Clown.  Yes,  sir,  and  many  times  die  to 
Host.  How  ! [keep  fasliioo. 

Die  to  keep  fashion? 

Clown.  Yes;  I have  known  a lady 
Sick  of  the  small-pox,  only  to  keep  her  face 
From  pit-holes,  take  cold,  strike  them  in 
Kick  up  the  heels,  and  vauislu  [again, 

Host.  There  was  kickiug  up 
The  heels  with  a witness! 

Clown.  No,  sir;  l confess  Hive  to 

A good  face  has  ninny  times  been  the  mo* 
The  kicking  up  of  the  heels  with  a witness; 
but  this  was  not. 

Enter  Hostess  and  Biancha. 

Host.  Here  come  uiy  wife  and  daughter. 
Clown.  You  have 

A pretty  commodity  of  this  nightworra. 
Host.  Why,  man  ? 

Clown.  She  is  u pretty  lure  to  draw 
Custom  to  your  ordinary.  [pose? 

Host.  Dost  thiuk  I keep  her  to  that  pur- 
Clown.  When  a dove-liouse  is  empty,  there 
is  cuinin-sced  [hours; 

Used  to  purloin  from  the  rest  of  the  neigh* 
In  England  you  have  several  adamants12, 
To  draw  in  spurs  and  rapiers13;  one  keeps 
silk-worms 

In  a gallery;  a milliner  has  choice 
O’  monkies  and  purakctocs ; another  shews 
Baw  dy  Kust-Indian  pictures,  worse  than  ever 
Were  A retine's;  n goldsmith  keeps  his  wife 
Wedg’d  into  his  shop  like  a mermaid,  nothing 
of  her 

To  be  seen  (that's  woman)  but  her  upper  part. 
Host.  Nothing  but  her  upper  part? 
Cloivn.  Nothing  but  her  upper  bodice, 
And  he  lives  at  the  more  heart’s  ease. 
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Act  2.] 

H»st.  What’s  the  reason  ? [no  temptation. 
Clown.  Because  her  nether  part  can  give 
By  your  leave,  sir,  I’ll  tend  iny  muster,  and 

instantly 

Be  with  you  for  a cup  of  chorally  this  hot 
weatljcr.  [Exit. 

Host.  A nimble-pated  rascal ! Comehither, 
When  wasCes&rio  here?  [daughter; 

Bian.  Sir,  not  this  fortnight. 

Host.  I do  not  like  his  visits;  commonly 
Heroines  by  owl  light;  both  the  time  and 
Suspicious ; I don’t  like  it.  [manner  is 
Bian.  Sir,  the  gentlcmau 
Is  e\ery  way  so  noble,  that  you  need  not 
Question  his  intent  of  coming:  tho’  you  did, 
Pray,  sir,  preserve  that  good  opinion  of  me. 
That  tho*  the  custom  of  the  place  I was 
born  in 

Makes  me  familiar  to  every  guest, 

I shall  in  all  things  keep  myself  a stranger 
To  th’  vices  they  bring  with  them ! 

Hostess.  Right,  my  daughter ! 

She  has  the  right  strain  of  her  mother. 

Host.  Of  her  mother  ? [took  it. 

Au  1 would  speak,  I know  from  whence  si.e 
VVbcu'I  was  us  young,  I wus  as  honest14 — 
Hostess.  Leave  your  prating, 

And  study  to  be  drunk,  and  abuse  your 
guests  over  and  over ! 

Enter  Forobosco  and  Clown. 

Host.  Peace,  wife ; my  honourable  guest ! 
For.  My  endear’d  landlord. 

And  the  rest  of  the  compliments  of  the  house ! 

Host.  Breakfast  is  ready,  sir;  it  waiteth 
The  tide  of  your  stomach.  [only 

Clown.  And  mine  gapes  for’t, 

Tike  a stale  oyster. 

Host.  Ere  you  go  to  bed,s, 

Fail  not  of  that,  I pray. 

( Exeunt  ull  but  For.  and  Clown. 
For.  \Wll  instantly  be  with  you. — 

Now  we’re  all  fellows:  nine  o’clock,  and  no 
clients  come  yet  ? 

Sure  thou  dost  not  set  up  bills  enough. 

Clou  n.  I've  set  up 
Bills  in  abundance. 

For.  What  bills? 

Clown.  Marry,  [goods, 

For  curing  of  all  diseases,  recovery  of  stui’u 
And  a thousand  such  impossibilities. 

For.  The  place  is  unlucky. 


Clown.  No,  certain  ’tis  scarcity  of  money; 
Do  not  you  hear  the  lawyers  complain  of  it? 
Men  have  as  much  malice  as  e’er  they  bad 
to  wrangle,  [money 

But  they’ve  no  money. — Whither  should  this 
Be  travell’d  ? 

For.  To  the  devil,  I think. 

Clown . 'Tis  with 

Ilis  cofferer  I'm  certain,  ihat’s  the  usurer. 

For.  Our  cheating  does  not  prosper  so 
Twas  wont  to  do.  [well  as 

Clown.  No,  sure.  Why,  in  England  we 
Could  cozen  ’em  as  familiarly,  as  if 
We’d  tmvell’d  with  a brief,  or  a lottery. 

For.  la  the  Low-Countries  we  did  pretty 
well. 

Clown.  So,  so,  as  long  as  we  kept  the  mop- 
headed 

Butter-boxes  sober;  marry,  when  they  were 
drunk, 

Then  they  grew  buzzards:  you  should  have 
them  reel 

Their  heads  together,  and  deliberate! 

Your  Dutchman,  indeed;  when  he’s  foxt,  is 
like  a fox ; [a  man’s  thinking, 

For  when  lie’s  sunk  in  drink,  (juitc  earth  to 
Tis  full  exchange-time  with  bun,  then  he’s 
subtlest- 

But  your  Switzer,  ’twas  nothing  to  cheat  him. 
For.  Nothing.  [it;  for  since 

Clown.  No,  nor  conscience  to  be  made  of 
Nature  aforehand  cozen'd  him  ot  his  wit, 
’Twas  the  less  siu  for  us  to  cozen  him  of  his 
money.  [pated; 

For.  But  these  Italians  arc  more  mmble- 
We  must  have  some  new  trick  for  them.  I 
protest, 

But  that  our  Hostess’  daughter's  a sweet  lass. 
And  draws  great  resort  to  th’  house,  we  were 
Draw  teeth  a-horscback.  [as  good 

Clown.  I told  ’em  in  the  market-place  you 
could  conjure, 

And  nobody  would  believe rne;  but  erelong 
I’ll  make  ’em  believe  you  can  conjurp  with 
such  a figuary ! 

For.  What  language  shall’*  conjure  in? 
High-Dutch 

I think,  that’#  full  in  the  mouth. 

Clown.  No,  no,  Spanish;  [dreadful. 
That  roareth  best,  and  will  appear  more 
For.  Prithee  tell  me  thy  couceit  thou  hast 
to  gull  them. 


14  When  I was  at  young,  I was  as  honest.]  This  ha#  been  hitherto  made  the  conclusion  of 
the  Host’s  speech,  by  which  it  seem*  to  have  lost  all  its  humour.  It  evidently  belongs  to 
the  Hostess,  who  stop#  her  husband  from  giving  further  hints  concerning  B nine ha ; and  this 
is  artfully  contriv’d  with  regard  to  the  audience,  whose  curiosities  are  heightened  by  a glim- 
mering of  die  plot,  but  not  too  soon  satisfied  by  a full  view  of  it.  To  do  this  judiciously,  is 
ooc  of  the  greatest  dilhculties  in  almost  every  species  of  writing.  Sewtfrd. 

We  think  .Seward  totally  mistaken  here,  and  that  the  Host  (instead  of  alluding  to  Biancha’s 
real  parentage)  whimsically  insinuates  that  her  virtuous  principles  arc  derived  from  him. 

15  Ere  you  go  to  bed,  fail  not  of  that,  I pray.]  These  words  have  hitherto  been  made  a 
continuation  of  the  Clown's  speech;  but  from  nim  they  seem  devoid  of  meaning.  If  spoken 
by  die  Host,  aside,  we  may  very  well  understand  by  them,  that  the  Clown  gapes  for  hit 
breakfast  even  before  he  goes  to  bed. 

U u 2 Clown. 
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Clown . No,  no,  I trill  not  stale  it'6;  but,  | 
my  Hear  jews-trump, 

For  thou  art  but  my  instrument,  I'm  the 

plotter, 

A ini  when  we  have  cozen'd  'cm  most  tightly, 

thou 

Shall  <tc  il  a • av  the  innkeeper's  daughter,  I’ll 
1'roviiie  myself  of  ^mother  moveable; 

And  we  will  most  purely  retire  ourselves 
To  Geneva, 

For.  Thou  art  the  compass  I sail  by. 

[ Exeunt . 

Enter  Baptist  a and  Mentivole. 

Bapt.  Was  ever  expectation  of  so  noble 
A requital  answered  with  such  contumely! 

A wild  Nutnidian,  that  had  suck’d  a tigress, 
Would  not  have  been  so  barbarous:  did  he 
To  cut  thy  hand  oil  i [threat 

Ment.  Yes,  sir;  and  his  slaves 
Were  ready  to  perform 't. 

Bapt.  What  hinder’d  it  ? 

Merit.  Only  his  son's  entreaty. 

Bapt.  Noble  youth! 

I wish  thou  wert  not  of  his  blood  ; thy  pity 
Gives  me  a hope  thou  art  not. 

Ment.  You  mistake,  sir ; 

The  injury  that  follow’d  from  the  son 
Was  worse  than  the  father’s:  hr  did  first 
disarm, 

And  took  from  me  a jewel,  which  I prize 
Above  my  hand  or  life. 

Bapt.  Fake  thy  sword  from  thee  ? 

He  stole  it  like  n thief  rather;  he  could  not 
I’  th’  field  deprive  thee  of  it. 

Ment.  He  took  it  from  me. 

And  sent  me  forth  so  thin,  aud  so  uumade-up, 
As  if  I’d  been  a footboy. 

Bapt.  Oh,  my  fury!  [rashness, 

I must  now  ask  thee  forgiveness,  that  my 
Jhed  out  of  too  much  friendship,  did  expose 
thee 

To  so  imminent  a danger;  which  I vow 
1 w ill  revenge  on  the  whole  family. 

All  the  calamities  of  my  whole  lite, 

My  banishment  from  Genoa,  inv  wife’s  loss. 
Compar'd  to  this  indignity,  is  nothing; 

Their  family  shall  repair  t ; it  shall  be  to 
them 

Like  a plague,  when  the  dog-star  reigns  most 
hot! 

An  Italian’s  revenge  tnay  pau*e,  buiV  ne’er 
forgot,  [ Exit. 

Ment.  I would  I had  conceal’d  this  from 
my  futher, 

For  my  interest  in  Clarissa!  My  care  now 
Must  be  to  untangle  this  division, 

That  our  most  equal  dames  may  be  united ; 


[Act  2. 

And  from  these  various  and  perturb*,  d 
streams, 

Rise,  like  a sweet  mom,  after  terrible 
dreams.  [Exit. 

Enter  Clarissa  and  Ccsario. 

C/ar.  Brother,  I'm  happy  in  your  recovery 
Ces.  And  I,  sister, 

Am  ever  best  pleas'd  in  your  happiness. 

But  I miss  a toy  should  be  on  your  linger. 
Clar.  My  ring! 

This  morning  when  I wash’d  I put  it  olT; 

Tis  in  my  window. 

Ces.  \V here’s  your  looking-glass  ? 

Clar.  Here,  sir. 

Ces.  *Tjs  a fair  one. 

Clar.  'Tis  pure  crystal.  [me  see; 

Ces.  Can  a diamond  cut  in  crystal?  Let 
I'll  grave  my  name  in't. 

Clar.  Oh,  you’ll  spoil  my  glass17. 

Ces.  Would  you  not  have  your  brother  i» 

/our  eye  ? 

thought  he  had  been  planted  in  your  heart. 
Look  you;  the  diainoud  cuts  quaintly;  yen 
are  cozen’d, 

Your  crystal  is  too  brittle. 

Clar.  'Tis  tlie  ring 

I gave  unto  Mentivole!  sure,  the  same! — 
You  put  me  to  amazement,  sir,  and  horror 
How  cauie  you  by  that  ring  ? 

Ces.  Docs  the  blood  rise  ? [do) 

C 'far.  Pray,  sir,  resolve  me,  (oh,  for  pity 
And  take  from  ine  a trembling  at  the  heart, 
That  else  will  kill  me!  for  I too  much  fear 
X othing  hut  death  could  ravish  it  from  his  band 
That  wore  it. 

Ces.  Was  it  given  to  Mentivole 
On  that  condition  ? 

Clar.  Tell  me  of  his  health  first. 

And  then  i'll  tell  you  any  thing. 

Ces.  'By  my  life,  he’s  well ; 

In  better  health  than  I am. 

Clar.  Then,  it  was,  sir.  [false  one! 

Ces.  Then  shall  I ever  hate  thee,  oh,  thou 
Hast  thou  a faith  to  give  unto  a friend, 

And  break  it  to  a brother?  l>id  I not, 

By  all  the  ties  of  blood,  importune  thee 
Never  to  part  with  it  without  my  knowledge? 
Thou  might’st  have  given  it  to  a inulctteer, 
Ami  made  a contract  with  him  in  a stable. 
At  as  cheap  a price  of  my  vengeance!  Ncwf 
more 

Shall  a woman’s  trust  beguile  me : you  are  all 
I.ike  relicks;  you  may  well  be  look’d  upon, 
But  coiuc  a man  to  tli'  handling  of  you  once, 
You  fall  in  pieces ! 

C/ar.  Dear  sir,  I've  no  way 
Look’d  cither  beucath  reason,  or  myself, 


16  No,  no,  I uill  not  srael  it.]  Corrected  in  1760. 

17  Clar.  Oh,  yaull  spoil  my  glass. 

Would  you  not  have  your  brother  in  your  eye  ? 

Ces.  I'd  thought.  or.]  This  second  line  evidently  belongs  to  Ces ario,  though  given  i»‘ 
the  former  editions  to  Clarissa.  Mr.  Sympsou  aud  Mr.  Theobald  concurred  in  tins,  cor- 
rection. Seward. 

. In 
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Act  3.] 

In  ray  election  : there’s  parity  in  our  blood, 
And  in  our  fortunes ; ancient  amity  [but 
Betwixt  our  parents. ; to  which  wants  nothing. 
The  fruit  of  blessed  marriage  between  us, 

To  add  to  their  posterities.  Nor  docs  now 
Any  impeachment  rise,  except  the  sad 
And  unexpected  quarrel,  which  divided 
So  noble  and  so  excellent  n friendship. 
Which,  as  I ne'er  had  inagick  to  foresee, 

So  I could  not  prevent. 

Ces.  Well,  you  must  give  me  leave 
To  have  a luuid  in  your  disposing ; I shall, 

In  th’  absence  of  my  father,  be  your  guardian; 
His  suit  must  pass  thro’  my  office.  Mcntivole  ? 
He  has  too  much  o’ my  Mood  already;  he  has, 
And  he  nets  no  more  oft. — Wherefore  weep 
you,  mother? 

Enter  yfuriuna  and  a Sailor. 

Mar.  T is  occasioned  by  a sorrow 
Wherein  you  have  a child  s part,  and  the 
Your  father’s  dead.  [maincst; 

Ces.  Detui  ? 

Mar.  There  is  one  can 
Relate  the  rest. 

Sailor.  I can,  sir ; your  father’s  drown’d, 
Most  unfortunately  drown’d. 

Ces.  IIow  ? in  a tempest  ? 

Sailor.  No,  sir,  in  a calm, 

Calm  as  this  evening:  thegunner,  being  drunk, 
Forgot  to  fasten  the  ordnance  to  their  ports, 
When  came  a sudden  gust,  which  tumbled 
them 

All  to  tlie  starboard  side,  o’erturn’d  the  ship, 
Aud  sunk  lier  in  a moment ; some  six  men 
That  were  upon  the  deck,  w ere  sav’d ; the  rest 
Perish’d  wi*  your  father. 
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Clar.  Oh,  my  dearest  father ! 

C«.  I pray  thee,  leave  us.  [ Exit  Suitor . 

Mar . I have  a sorrow  of  uuother  nature. 
Equal  to  th’  former. 

Os.  And  most  commonly 
They  come  together. 

Mar.  The  family  of  the  Baptist! 

Are  grown  to  faction,  and  upon  distaste 
Of  tli’ injury  late  offer'd  in  my  house, 

Have  vow’d  a most  severe  and  fell  revenge 
’Gainst  all  our  family,  but  especially 
’Gainst  you,  my  dear  Cesario. 

Ces.  Let  them  threat; 

I am  prepar’d  t’ oppose  them. 

Alarm  And  is  your  loss  then 
Of  so  easy  an  estimation  ? What  comfort 
Have  I but  in  your  life?  and  your  late  danger 
Presents  before  uie  what  I am  to  suffer, 
Should  you  miscarry  : therefore  I’ll  advise 
you, 

When  th*  funeral  is  over,  you  would  travel ; 
Roth  to  prevent  their  fury,  and  wear  out 
The  injury. 

Ces.  No,  mother,  I’ll  not  travel — 

So  in  my  absence  he  may  marry  iny  sister— 
I will  not  travel,  certain. 

Mar.  Oh,  my  Cesario, 

Whom  I respect  and  love  ’bore  my  own  life. 
Indeed  with  a kind  of  dotage!  he  shall 
never 

Go  forth  o’ doors,  but  the  contrary  faction 
Will  endanger  his  life;  aud  then  am  I most 
wretched ! 

I’m  thinking  of  a strange  prevention, 

Which  I shall  witness  with  a bleeding  eye; 
Fondness  sometimes  is  worse  tiian  cruelty. 

[Exeunt* 


ACT  III. 


Enter  Host , Hostess,  and  Biancha. 


Be  frighted  out  o’  my  wits,  and  set  up  a sign 
Only  t’  invite  carriers  aud  foot-posts,  scare- 
crows [rank. 

To  keep  off  th’  cavalry,  and  gentry  of  the  best 
I will  nail  up  iny  doors,  and  wall  up  my  girl. 
Wife,  like  an  anchoress;  or  she  will  be  ravish’d 
Before  our  faces  by  rascals  and  cacafugo's, 

W i fe,  caca  fugo’s ! ^ 

Hostess.  These  are  your  incomes! 
Remember  your  own  proverb,  The  savour 
Of  every  gam  smelt  sweet : thank  nobodv 
For  this  trouble  ! [but  yourself 

Host.  No  gulling,  dear  spouse,  no  galling! 
Every  day’s  new  vexation  abates  me 
Two  inches  iu  the  waist ; terrible  penance 
For  au  host!  Girl,  girl,  girl,  which  of  all  this 
Galliinaafry  of  man’s  flesh  appears  tolerable 


To  thy  choice  ? speak  shortly,  and  speak 
truly!  I [you  that? 

Must  and  will  know,  must  and  will ! hear 
Binn.  Sir,  be  not  jealous  of  iny  care  and 
duty ! 

I am  so  far  from  entertaining  thoughts 
Of  liberty,  that  much  more  excellent  objects 
Than  any  of  such  co  irse  contents  as  these  are. 
Could  not  betray  mine  eye  to  force  mine 
heart 

Conceive  a wish,  of  any  dearer  happiness 
Than  your  direction  warrants.  I am  yours, 

. sir.  [this  strange 

Hostess.  What  thinks  the  man  now?  Is  not 
At  thirteen  ? [’em. 

Host.  Very  good  words;  there’s  a tang  in 
And  u sweet  one;  ’tis music,  wife;  and  now 
I come  t’ye.  Let  us  a little  examine 
The  several  conditions  of  our 
Pnragraphisticol  suitors!  The  first 
A tiav’lmg  taylor,  who  by  the  mystery 

OPs 
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[Act  3. 


OFs  needle  and  thimble  hath  survey'd  the 
. fashions  fgerbread, 

Of  th*  French,  and  English;  this  signor  Gin- 
Stitch'd  up  in  tla?  shreds  of  a gaudy  outside, 
Sows  linings  with  his  cross-leg’d  compliment, 
Like  an  ape  doing  tricks  over  a staff, 
Cringes,  and  crouches,  and  kisses  his  fore- 
finger. 

Hostess.  Out  upon  him  ! 

Host.  A second,  a lavoltere,  a saltatory, 

A dancer  with  a kit  at’s  bum ; one  that, 

By  teaching  great  madonnas  to  foot  it,  has 
Miraculously  purchas’d  a ribanded  [fellow 
Waistcoat,  and  four  clean  pair  of  socks;  a 
That  skipueth  as  he  walketh,  and  instead 
Of  sensible  discourse,  venteth  the  curious 
Conceit  of  some  new  tune  stol’n  from  a 
masque, 

Or  a bawdy  ditty,  elevated  for 
The  pole  arctick  of  a lady’s  chamber; 

In  that  file  stands  another  of  your  inamora- 
toes.  [he  ne'er  fiddles 

Hostess.  Hang  him  and  his  fiddle  together! 
Any  child  of  ours. 

Host.  The  third,  a mongrel, 

Got  by  a Switzer  on  an  Italian;  this  puppy, 
Being  left  well  estated,  comes  to  Florence, 
That  the  world  may  take  notice,  how  impos- 
sible 

It  is  for  experience  to  alter  [deed, 

The  course  of  nature  ; a fool,  w ife  ! and,  in- 
A clown  turn'd  gallant  seldom  or  never  proves 
Other  than  a gallant  fool ; this  tov  prates 
To  little  purpose  other  than — What's  o'clock  ? 
Shull's  so  drink  Y D'ye  forsooth  Y and  Thank 
ye  heartily. 

I fear  no  art  in  him  to  catch  thee ; and 
Yet  we  must  be  tormented  with  this  buzzard 
Amongst  the  rest. 

Hostess.  Tis  your  own  folly ; forbid  him 
the  house.  [and  a harsh  knave; 

Host.  The  fourth,  a mule-driver,  a stubborn 
The  fifth,  a schoolmaster,  a very  amorous 
pedant. 


Run  almost  mad  with  study  of  sonnets' Sand 
Compliments  out  of  old  play-ends;  the  last, 
An  advocate’s  clerk,  that  speaks  pure  fustian 
in  law-terms'9 : 

Excellent  courtiers  all,  and  all  as  neat 
Asa  roagnifico’s  post  new  painted,  at 
Ilis  entrance  to  an  office!  Thou  shalt  havt 
None  of ’em.  Laugh  at  ’em,  do!  I say, 
Thou  shalt  have  none  of 'em. 

Hian.  Still  your  command  to  me  shall  stand 
a law.  [coursers 

Host.  Now  they  throng  like  so  many  horse* 
At  a fair,  in  clusters  'bout  the  man  of  urt, 
For  love-powders,  ingredients,  potions,  coun- 
sels, 

Postures,  compliments,  philters,  the  devil 

[Clown  cries  within. 
And  the — How  now?  tumults,  batteries, 
noise?  - 

For.  [nrilAin]  Ha,  get  from  my  sight’0! 

Enter  Forobotca , and  Clown  with  his  head 
bloody. 

Clown.  Murder  me,  do ! 

Pound  me  to  mummy,  do  ! sec  what  will  come 
on't.  [tongue  out! 

•For.  Dog,  leave  thv  snarling,  or  I’ll  cut  thy 
Thou  unlick’d  bear,  dar'st  tliou  yet  stand  my 
fury,  [damps 

My  generous  rage?  yet?  By  the  sulphureous 
That  feed  the  hungry  and  incessant  darkness, 
Which  curls  around  the 'grim  Alastor’s  back, 
Mutter  again,  and  with  one  powerful  word, 
I’ll  call  an  host  up  from  the  Stvgian  lakes, 
Shall  waft  thee  to  die  Acheron  tick  fens; 

W here  choak’d  with  mists  as  black  as  thy  ira* 
Thou  shalt  live  still  a-dying ! postures, 

Clown.  Conjure  me  to 
The  devil,  an  you  can ! I live  in  hell 
Upon  earth  already  : an  you  had  any  mercy, 
You  would  not  practise  upon  a kind  lieart 
thus.  » 

Host.  You  have  drawn  blood  from  him ; 
Signor,  is  his  offence  unpardonable? 


18  Run  almost  mad  with  study  of  sonnets .]  All  the  Host's  part  in  this  scene,  as  the  conju- 

rer's in  others,  has  been  hitherto  printed  as  pmse;  but  the  reader  will  sec  that  without  any 
strain  (for  I have  scarce  added  or  struck  out  u single  expletive)  it  runs  into  an  affected  hob- 
bling verse;  which  to  me  seems  to  add  great  humour  to  almost  every  sentiment,  giving  a 
comic  dignity  to  the  whole,  which  is  of  all  drollery  the  most  laudable.  In  this  l;ne  a mono- 
syllable seems  evidently  dropt,  for  the  epithet  new  not  only  fills  the  measure,  but  makes  a 
proper  antithesis  to  the  old  in  the  next  line,  which  is  a proof  of  its  having  been  original!)  » 
verse.  Seward. 

Though  this  note  is  just  in  the  main,  yet  there  arc  two  things  in  it  which  call  for  animad- 
version. In  the  first  place,  the  word  new  is  not  necessary  to  die  measure,  nor  have  we  a 
right  to  create  an  antithesis.  In  the  second,  though  Mr.  Seward  says  he  has  not  used  any 
strain , he  has  here  (as  in  all  other  parts  of  his  edition)  interpolated,  omitted , and  slaughtered 
words  (similar  instances  see  at  the  cod  of  Wit  Without  Money)  in  a manner  unprecedented 
and  unparalleled. 

19  An  advocate's  clerk , that  speaks  pure  fustian  in  law-terms]  The  particle  in,  here, 
equally  lmrts  the  sense  as  the  measure,  which  is  another  proof  of  the  measure’s  being  genuine. 

Seward. 

The  word  in  neither  hurts  the  sense,  nor  mars  such  licentious  measure. 

*°  Ha,  get  from  my  sight.]  This  has  been  made  the  conclusion  of  the  Host' s speech,  which 
evidently  belongs  to  Forobosco  as  he  enters.  Seward.  9 

Tor. 
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Act  3.] 

For.  A lump  of  ignorance,  (pray  speak  not 
for  him)  doms, 

A drowsy  grossness ! In  all  Christian  king- 
The  mention  of  my  art,  my  name,  ray  prac- 
tice, 

Merit  and  glory,  hath  begot  at  once 
Delight  and  wonder. — I’ll  not  be  entreated ; 
Spare  intercession  for  him! — Oh,  thou  scorn 
Of  learning,  shame  of  duty,  must  thy  sloth 
Draw  my  just  fame  in  question?  I discharge 
thee  „ 

From  my  service ; see  me  no  more  henceforth ! 

Clown.  Discharge  me  ? [svver’d. 

Is  that  ray  year's  wages  ? I will  not  be  so  an- 
For.  Not,  camel  ? sirrah,  I am  liberal  to 
Thou  hast  thy  life;  be  gone!  [tfiee 

Clown.  Vengeance,  sweet  vengeance  ! 

For.  D'ye  mumble  ? [denly,  and 

Cloun.  I’ll  be  reveng'd,  monstrously,  sud- 
Insatiably:  my  bulk  begins  to  swell. 

For.  Homotolenton , p ragmatophoros,  helio- 
sty  corax  ! [ W ell, 

Ck>wn.  Call  up  your  spirits!  I defy  'cm! 
I’ll  have  law  for  my  broken  pate,  (twelve 
ounces 

Of  pure  blood,  Troy-weight)  in  despite  of  thee 
My  master,  and  thy  master  the  grand  devil 
llimself:  Vindicta,rin((icta  f [Exit. 

Host.  Signor,  you  arc  exceeding  mov’d. 
Hostess.  Mercy  upon  us,  what  terrible 
words  thou  talk'st ! [frighted, 

For.  A slave,  a cur! — But  be  not  you  af- 
Young  virgin!  'twere  an  injury  to  sweetness, 
Should  any  rougher  sound  draw  from  your 
checks  [proud 

The  precious  tincture*1,  which  makes  Nature 
Of  her  ow  n workmanship. 

Host.  Wife,  mark;  mark  that,  wife! 

Bum.  Shake  then  your  anger  off,  sir. 

For.  You  command  it,  [leaves, 

Fair  one.  Mine  Host  and  Hostess,  with  your 
I have  a motion  jointly  to  you  all. 

Hostess.  A n honest  one,  I hope. 

Host.  Well  put  in,  wife! 

For.  A very  necessary  one : the  mess 
And  half  of  suitors,  that  attend  to  usher 
Their  love’s  sir-rcverence  to  your  daughter, 
wait  [eye 

With  one  consent,  which  can  best  please  her 
In  offering  at  a dance:  I have  provided 
Music ; and  'twill  be  something,  I dare  pro- 
mise, [inittance  ? 

Worthy  your  laughter,  ohall  they  have  ari- 


Host.  By  any  means;  for  I’m  persuaded 
the  manner 

Will  be  so  ridiculous,  that  it  will  coufirm 
The  assurance  of  their  miserable  fooleries: 
but 

No  longer  trouble  with  'cm  here,  than  they 
Are  in  these  may-games  ! 

For.  So  I am  resolv’d. 

Hostess.  Nor  any  wise  word  of  senseless 
love ! [you  see 

For.  Not  any;  I have  charm'd  them.  Did 
How  they  prepar'd  themselves,  how  they 
stroke  up  [ing-elass. 

Their  loretops,  how  they  justle  for  the  look* 
To  set  their  faces  by  it  (see,  they  muster !) 
You  would  look  for  some  most  impossible 
antic. 

Enter  Taylor,  Dancer,  Mulctteer , School - 
master , Cleikxx,  Coxcomb ; all  with  sevc- 
rerat  Fapers , and  present  them  to  Furo- ' 
bosco. 

Host.  So,  so,  so,  so!  here  flutter  the  nest 
of  honic-ts,  [now ! 

The  hotch-potch  of  rascality:  now,  now,  now. 
The  dunghill  of  corruption  hath  yawn'd  forth 
The  burden  of  abomination.  I am 
Vex’d,  vexed  to  the  soul ; will  rid  my  house 
Of  this  unchristen'd  fry,  and  never  open 
My  doors  again. 

For.  Some  other  time ; I’ll  give  no  answer 
now,  [cunning. 

But  have  preferr’d  your  suits;  hereslicw  your 
First,  every  one  in  order  do  his  honour 
To  the  fair  mark  you  shoot  at;  courtly,  courtly. 
Convey  your  several  loves  in  lively  measure: 
Come,  let  us  take  our  :>eats.  Some  sprightly 
music ! 

Host.  Dance  all  and  part:  ’tis  a very  neces- 
sary fare  .veil. 

They  all  make  ridiculous  congees  to  Biancha , 
rank  themselves,  and  dunce  in  several  pos- 
tures ; during  the  dance , enter  Cesario, 
and  stands  of)’. 

Host.  Well  done,  iny  lusty  bloods,  preci- 
ously well  done ! [all  sides  ! 

One  lusty  rouse  of  wine,  and  take  leave  on 
Ccs.  1 hanks  for  your  revels,  gentlemen  l 
accept 

This  gold,  and  drink  as  freely  as  you  danc’d. 
Host.  My  noble  lord  Cesario?  Clear  the 
rooms,  sirs ! 


**  Should  any  rough  sound  draw  from  your  checks 

The  precious  tincture , &c.l  Mr.  Sympson  concurs  with  me  in  rcadiug,  any  rougher  sound. 
*Tis  necessury  to  the  verse,  ana  every  man  of  the  least  taste  knows  how  much  more  elegant 
the  comparative  degree  renders  the  expression.  The  compliment  here  is  so  extremely 
beautiful,  that  I could  have  wished  it  had  been  put  in  the  mouth  of  a Cesario  or  Alcntivole. 

**  Schoolmaster , Clerk.]  I Irnvc  added  the  Coxcomb  to  the  number,  Mr.  Syrapson  having 
justly  observ'd  that  the  mess  and  half  of  suitors  were  evidently  six,  and  as  the  Coxcomb  is  one 
of  them  in  the  next  scene  in  which  they  appear,  and  is  the  second  in  Forobosco*s  list,  he  ought 
evidently  to  have  a place  here.  The  reader  will  see  how  much  more  humorous  my  Host's 
next  speech  is  whfl}  priuted  in  its  true  order,  as  verse,  than  it  was  when  the  metre  was 
disregarded.  Seward. 

For. 
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For.  Away;  attend  your  answers. 

[Exeunt  Forobosco  and  Suitors. 
Cet.  With  your  favour, 

Rolando,  I would  change  a word  or  two 
With  your  fair  daughter. 

Host.  At  your  lordship’s  pleasure. 

Come,  wife,  no  muttering!  Have  a care, 
girl!  My  love. 

Service,  and  duty  to  your  good  lordship  ! 

[Exeunt  Host  and  Hostess. 
Ccs.  My  often  visits,  sweet  Hiunchn,  cannot 
But  constantly  inform  thy  judgment  wherein 
Thy  happiness  consists:  for  to  steal  minutes 
From  great  employments,  to  converse  with 
beauty, 

Lodg'd  in  so  mean  a fortune;  to  lay  by 
Consideration  of  the  unequal  distance 
Between  my  blood  and  thine : to  shun  occa- 
sions 

.Of  courtship  with  the  ladies  of  the  time, 
Noble  and  fair,  only  for  love  to  thee; 

Must  of  necessity  invite  a tenderness, 

As  low  us  N ature  could  have  stamp'd  a bond* 
woman’s, 

To  entertain  quick  motions  of  rare  gratitude 
For  my  uncommon  favours. 

Bian.  ’Deed,  ray  lord. 

As  far  as  my  simplicity  can  lead  me, 

I freely  thank  your  courtesies. 

Cet'  To  thank  them 
Is  to  reward  them,  pretty  one. 

Bian.  Then  teach  me 
How  l mny  give  them  back  again  : in  truth 
I never  yet  receiv’d  a pair  of  gloves, 

A trifling  ring,  from  any  that  expected 
An  equal  satisfaction,  but  as  willingly 
I parted  with  the  gift  unto  the  owner. 

As  he  bestow'd  it. 

Ces.  But  I pour  before  thee 
Such  plentie-,  ns  it  lies  not  in  the  ability 
Ofthv  whole  kindred  to  return  proportionable 
One  for  a thousand. 

Bum.  You,  my  lord,  conclude 
For  my  instruction : to  engage  a debt 
Beyond  a possibility  of  payment, 

I ever  thought  a sin;  and  therefore  justly  # 
Without  conceit  of  scorn,  or  curious  rudeucss, 
I must  refuse  your  bounty. 

Ces.  Canst  thou  love?  [language 

Bian.  Love?  is  there  such  a word  in  any 
That  carries  honest  sense  ? 

Ccr.  Never  dwelt  ignorance  [cha. 

In  so  sweet-shnp’d  a building! — Love,  Bian* 
Is  that  firm  knot  which  ties  two  hearts  in  one: 
Shall  ours  lie  tied  so  ? 

Bian.  Use  a plainer  word, 

My  lord;  instead  of  tics,  say  marries  hearts; 
Then  I may  understand. 

(V*.  Their  hearts  are  married,  [braces, 
Whose  iutercliange  of  pleasures  and  cm- 
Soft  kisses,  and  the  privacies  of  sweets, 


[Act  3. 

Keeps  constant  league  together;  when  temp- 
tation [tempt, 

Of  great  men’s  oaths  and  gifts  shall  urge  cun- 
Rather  than  batter  resolution : novelty 
Of  sights,  or  taste  of  new  delights  in  wanton- 
ness, 

Breeds  surfeit  more  than  appetite  in  any 
Reserv'd  to  noble  vows:  my  excellent  maid, 
Live  thou  but  true  to  me,  and  my  contents, 
Mine  only,  that  no' partner  may  partake 
The  treasure  of  those  sweets  thy  youth  jet 
glories  in. 

And  I will  raise  thy  lowness  to  abundance 
Of  idl  varieties;  and  more  triumph 
In  such  a mistress,  than  great  pnuces  doting 
On  truth-betraying  wives. 

Bian.  Thus  to  yield  tip  then 
The  cottage  of  my  virtue,  to  be  swallow’d 
By  some  hard-neighbouring  landlord,  such 
as  you  are, 

Is  in  effect  to  love?  A lord  so  vicious? 

Oh,  where  shall  innocence  find  some  poor 
dwelling, 

Free  from  temptation's  tyranny? 

Cet.  Nay,  prithee!  [oflust, 

Bian.  Gay  cloaths,  high  feeding,  easy  beds 
Change  of  unseemly  sights,  with  base  dis- 
course, 

Draw  curses  on  your  palaces:  for  ray  part, 
This  I will  be  confirm'd  in  ; I will  eat 
The  bread  of  labour,  know  no  other  rest 
Than  w hat  is  earn’d  from  holiest  pains,  ere 
once  more  [you  were 

Lend  ear  to  your  vile  toils13!  Sir,  'would 
As  noble  in  desires,  as  I could  be 
In  knowing  virtue!  Pray  do  not  afflict 
A poor  soul  thus. 

Enter  a Gentleman . 

Cet.  I swear — tome?  [Biancha  steals  of. 
Gent.  The  Duke,  my  lord,  commands  your 
speedy  presence, 

For  answeri ug  nggrievnnces  late  urg’d 
Against  you  by  your  mother. 

Cet.  By  my  mother  ? 

Gent.  Ti.e  court  is  near  on  sitting. 

Ces.  I wait  on  it,  sir.  [Exeunt. 

Duke , Magistrates,  Secretary , and  Baptiste, 
discovered  sitting  ; Mcnticolc  standing  by, 
with  Attendants. 

Duke.  What  waste  of  blood,  what  tumults, 
what  divisions, 

What  outrages,  what  uproars  in  a state, 
Factions,  tho’  issuing  from  mean  spriugs  at 
first,  [ample 

Have  (not  restrain’d)  flow’d  to,  the  sad  ex- 
At  Rome,  between  theUrsinsand  Colonuas, 
Nay,  here  at  home,  in  Florence,  ’twill  tb« 
Neri 

And  the  Bianchi,  can  too  mainly  witness. 


n To  i/our  vi/e  toils.]  Mr.  Sympson  would  read  tales  for  toils,  which  I cannot  assent  to; 
for  a m nil  inconsistencies  in  metaphor  are  too  common  with  all  nervom  writers,  to  be  sup- 
posed corruptions  of  the  press.  Seward.  . . . 
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Act  3.] 

I sit  not  at  the  helm,  my  lords,  of  sovereignty, 
Deputed  pilot  for  the  commonwealth,  [cies 
To  sleep  while  others  steer,  as  their  wild  fan- 
Shall  counsel,  by  the  compass  of  disorders. 
Baptista,  this  short  preface  is  directed 
Chiefly  to  vou : the  petty  brawls  and  quarrels 
Late  urg’d  betwixt  th’  Alberti  and  your  family, 
Must  (yes,  and  shall;  like  tender  unknit  joints, 
Fasten  again  together  of  themselves ; 

Or,  like  an  angry  surgeon,  we  will  use 
The  roughness  of  our  justice,  to  cut  off 
The  stubborn  rancour  of  the  limbs  offending ! 
Bapt.  Most  gracious  Florence — 

Duke.  Our  command  was  signified, 

Th^t  neither  of  the  followers  of  each  party 
Should  appear  here  with  weapons. 

Bupt.  Tis  obey’d,  sir, 

On  my  side. 

Duke.  We  must  leave  the  general  cause 
Of  state  employments,  to  give  ear  to  brawls 
Of  some  particular  grudges;  politic  govern* 
ment 

For  tutor’d  princes!  But  no  more!  henceforth 

Enter  Muriann  and  Clarissa  at  one  Door , 
Cesar io  at  the  other. 

Our  frown  shall  check  presumption,  not  our 
clemency.  [princes 

Mar.  AH  blessings  due  unto  impartial 
Crown  Florence  with  eternity  of  happiness  ! 
Cet.  If  double  prayers  can  double  blessings, 
great  sir,  . [ther's. 

M me  join  for  your  prosperity  with  my  ino- 
Duke.  Rise  both!  Now  briefly,  lady,  with- 
out circumstance, 

Deliver  those  aggrievance?,  which  lately 
Your  importunity  possess’d  our  counsel 
Were  fit  for  audience,  wherein  you  petition’d 
You  might  be  heard  without  an  advocate, 
Which  boon  you  find  is  granted. 

Mar.  Tho*  divided  [desty’4; 

1 stand  between  the  laws  of  truth  and  rno- 
Yet  let  my  griefs  have  vent!  yet  the  clearness 
Of  strange  necessity  requires  obedience 
To  Nature  and  your  mercy!  In  my  weeds 
Of  mournings  emblems  of  too-dear  misfor- 
tunes, 

Badges  of  griefs,  and  widowhood,  the  burden 
Of  my  charg’d  soul  must  be  laid  down  before 
you; 

Wherein,  if  strict  opinion  cancel  shame. 

My  frailty  is  my  plea.  Stand  forth,  young 
man, 

•Aud  hear  a story  that  will  strike  all  reason 
Into  amazement ! 

Cct.  I attend. 

Mar.  Alberto, 

(Peace  dwell  upon  his  ashes!  still  the  husband 
Of  my  remembrance  and  unchanging  vows) 
Has,  by  his  death,  left  to  bis  heir  i*ossession 


Of  fair  revenue,  which  this  young  man  claims 
As  liis  inheritance.  I urg’d  him  gently, 
Friendly,  and  privately,  to  grunt  a partage 
Of  this  estate  to  her  who  owns  it  all. 

This  his  supposed  sister. 

Bapt.  How ! supposed  ? 

Ces.  Fray,  madam,  recollect  yourself. 
Afar.  The  relish 

Of  a strange  truth  begins  to  work  like  physic 
Already:  1 have  bitterness  to  mingle 
With  these  preparatives,  so  deadly  ioathsomc 
It  will  quite  clioak  digestion;  si^rtiy  hear  it: 
Cesario  (for  I dare  not  rob  unjqsri^'.^ 

The  poor  soul  of  his  name),  tliisj  this  Cesarioj 
Neither  for  father  had  Albert  fir,  me 
For  mother,  nor  Clarissa  for  his  sister. 

C/ar.  Mother,  oh,  mother! 

Ment.  I am  in  a dream  sure ! 

Duke.  No  interruptions ! Lady,  on. 

Mar.  Mistake  not, 

Great  duke  of  Tuscany,  or  the  beginning 
Or  process  of  this  fKuieky:  iny  husband, 

The  now  deceas’d  Alberto,  from  his  youth 
Inur’d  to  an  impaticncy  and  roughness 
Of  disposition,  when  not  many  months 
After  our  marriage  were  worn  out,  repin’d 
At  the  unfruitful  barrenness  of  youth, 

Which,  as  he  pleas’d  to  term  it,  cut  our 
hopes  off 

From  hlessings  of  some  issue  : to  prevent  it, 
I grew  ambitious  of  no  fairer  honour 
Than  to  preserve  his  love;  and  us  occasions 
Still  call’d  him  from  me,  studied  in  his  ab- 
sence [comfort. 

How  I might  frame  his  welcome  home  with 
At  last  I feign'd  inyself  witlt-ch'dti : the  raes- 
sage 

Of  freedom,  or  relief,  to  one  half  starv’d 
In  prison,  is  not  utter’d  with  such  greediness 
Of  expectation  and  delight,  us  this  was  to 
My  mucli-affected  lord  : his  care,  his  good- 
ness, 

(Pardon  me,  that  I use  the  word)  exceeded 
All  fonner  fears.  The  hour  of  my  deliverance* 
As  I pretended,  drawing  near,  I fashion’d 
My  birth-rites* 5 at  a country  garden  house, 
W here  then  my  falconer’s  wife  was  brought 
a-bed 

Of  this  Cesario:  him  I own’d  for  mine, 
Presented  him  unto  a joyful  father — 

Duke.  Can  you  prove  this  true  ? 

Afar.  Proofs  I have  most  evident. 

But  oh,  the  curse  of  my  impatience  ! shortly* 
Ere  three  new  moons  had  spent  their  bor- 
row’d lights* 

I grew  with-child  indeed;  so  just  is  Heov’nl 
The  issue  of  which  burden  was  this  daughter* 
Judge  now,  most  gracious  prince,  my  lords, 
and  you,  [dur’d, 

What  combats  then,  and  since,  I have  en- 


14  Mar.  Though  divided,  &c.]  Mariana's  disowning  Cesario  for  her  son,  and  the  Duke's 
injunction  to  marry  him,  is  related  by  Causin  in  his  Holy  Coart,  and  is  transcribed  by  Wtm- 
ley  in  his  History  of  Man,  fol.  book  lii.  chap.  ‘JG.  Seward. 

15  Mu  birth-nzUtsT  The  spelling  .rectified  by  Seward. 
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Between  a mother’s  piety,  and  weakness 
Of  a soul-trembling  wife  l To  have  reveal’d 
This  secret  to  Alberto,  had  been  danger 
Of  ruin  to  my  fame,  besides  the  conflict 
Of  his  distractions;  now  to  have  suppress'd  it, 
Were  to  defeat  my  child,  my  only  child, 

Ol  her  most  lawful  honours,  and  inheritance. 
C’csario,  thou'rt  a man  still;  education 
Hath  moulded  thee  a gentleman;  continue  so! 
Ja?t  not  this  full  from  greatness  sink  thee  lower 
Than  worthy  thoughts  may  warrant!  yet 
disclaim 

All  interest  in  Alberto’s  blood ; thou  hast  not 
One  drop  of  his  or  mine. 

Duke.  Produre  your  witness! 

Alar . The  falconer’s  wife  his  mother, 

And  such  women  as  waited  then  upon  me, 
Sworn  to  the  privacy  of  this  great  secret. 
Duke.  Give  them  all  their  oaths.  [sir! 
C«.  Oh,  let  me  crave  forbearance,  gracious 
Vouchsafe  me  hearing! 

Duke.  Speak,  Cesario. 

Ces.  Thus  long 

I have  stood  silent,  and  with  no  unwillingness 
Attended  the  relation  of  my  fall 
From  a fair  expectation : what  1 fear’d 
(Since  the  first  syllable  this  lady  utter’d 
Of  my  not  being  hers)  benevolent  fates 
Have  eas’d  me  of:  for  to  be  basely  born, 

If  not  base-born,  detracts  not  from  the 
bounty 

Of  nature’s  freedom,  or  an  honest  birth. 
Nobility  claimed  by  the  right  of  blood, 

Shews  chiefly,  that  our  ancestors  deserv’d76 
VY  hat  we  inherit;  but  that  man  whose  actions 
Purchase  a real  merit  to  himself, 

And  ranks  him  in  the  file  of  praise  and  honour. 
Creates  his  own  advancement:  let  me  wuut 
The  fuel  which  best  feeds  the  tires  of  great- 
ness, « [tude, 

Lordly  possessions!  yet  shall  still  my  grati- 
By  some  attempts,  of  mention  not  unworthy. 
Endeavour  to  return  a fit  acquittance 
To  that  large  debt  I owe  your  favours, 
madam, 

And  great  Alberto’s  memory  and  goodness. 
Ob,  that  I could  as  gently  shake  off  passion 
For  tl»*  loss  of  that  great  brave  man17,  as  I 
can  shake  off 

Remembrance  of  what  once  I was  reputed ! 

I have  not  much  to  say ; tliis  princely 
presence 

Needs  not  too  strictly  to  examine  further 
The  truth  of  this  acknowledgment:  a iriuther 
Dares  never  disavow  her  only  son; 

And  any  woman  must  come  short  of  piety, 
That  can  or  disinherit  her  own  issue, 

Ur  fears  the  voice  of  rumour  for  a stranger. 
Madam,  you  have  confess’d  my  father  was 
servant  to  your  lord  and  you : by  interest 
being  his  son,  I cannot  but  claim  justly 

26  That  our  ancestors  desir’d.]  Amended  in 

47  what  great  brave 

»—  - of  that  once  1 ] Corrected 


[Act  3. 

The  honour  of  continuing  still  my  service 
To  you  aud  yours;  which  granted,  1 beg 

leave 

I may  for  this  time  be  dismiss’d. 

Duke.  Bold  spirit! 

Hapt.  1 love  thee  now  with  pity. 

Duke.  Go  not  yet  !— 

A sudden  tempest  that  might  shake  a rock, 
Yet  he  stands  firm  against  it ; much  it  moves 
me!— 

He  not  Alberto’s  son,  and  she  a widow? 

And  she  a widow  ? Lords,  your  ear! 

Omncs.  Y’our  pleasure  ? [ Whisper. 

Duke.  So,  lady ; what  you  have  avouch'd 
is  truth  ? 

Alar.  Truth  only,  gracious  sir. 

Duke.  Hear  then  our  sentence  : 

Since  from  his  cradle  you  have  fed  and 
foster’d 

Cesario  as  your  son,  and  train’d  him  up 
To  hopes  of  greatness,  which  now  in  a 
moment 

\rou  utterly  again  have  ruin'd,  this  way 
We  with  our  counsel  are  resolv’d ; you 
being 

A widow,  shall  accept  him  for  a husband. 
Alar.  Husband  to  me,  sir? 

Duke.  ’Vis  in  us  to  raise  him 
To  honours;  and  his  virtues  will  <h»serve  ’em. 
Alar.  But,  sir,  ’tis  in  no  prince,  nor  his 
prerogative. 

To  force  a woman's  choice  against  her  lieart. 
Duke.  True ; if  then  you  appeal  to  higher 
justice, 

Our  doom  includes  this  clause  upon  refusal: 
Out  of  your  lord’s  revenues  shall  Cesario 
Assure  to  any,  whom  he  takes  for  wife, 

Tli’ inheiitauce  of  three  parts;  the  less  re- 
mainder 

Is  dowry  large  enough  to  marry  a daughter; 
And  we,  by  our  prerogative,  which  you 
question, 

Will  publicly  adopt  him  into  tli*  name 
Of  your  deceas'd  Alberto,  that  the  memory 
Of  so  approv’d  n peer  may  live  in  him 
That  can  preserve  his  memory  - ’less  you 
find  out 

Some  other  means,  which  may  as  amply  satisfy 
1 1 is  wrong,  our  sentence  stands  irrevocable. 
What  think  you,  lords? 

Omncs.  The  duke  is  just  and  honourable. 
Hapt.  Let  me  embrace  Cesario ! henceforth 
ever 

I vow  a constant  friendship. 

Afcnt.  I remit 
All  former  difference. 

Ccs.  I am  too  poor  [ways 

lu  words  to  thank  this  justice  — Madam, ai- 
My  studies  shall  be  love  to  you,  and  duty. 
Duke.  Replies  we  admit  none.  Cesuno, 
wait  on  us!  [Exeunt, 

1750. 
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Manent  Merit  hole,  Baptist  a,  Mariana,  and 
Clarissa. 

Bapt.  Mentivole ! 

' A lent.  My  lord. 

Bapt.  Look  on  Clarissa ; 

She’s  noble,  rich,  young,  fair. 

Ment.  My  lord,  and  virtuous. 

Bapt.  Mentivole, and  virtuous. — Madam! 
Mar.  Tyranny 

Of  justice!  I shall  live  report’s  derision, 
That  am  compell* d exchange  a graceful 
widowhood 

For  a continual  martyrdom  in  marriage, 
With  one  so  much  beneath  me. 

Bapt.  I’ll  plead  for  ye 
Boldly  and  constantly,  let  vour  daughter  only 
Admit  my  son  her  servant : sit  next  visit, 
Madam,  I’ll  be  a messenger  of  comfort! 
Mentivole,  be  confident  and  earnest ! [ Exit. 
Mar.  Married  again  ? to  him  too?  better 
it  had  been  [honours 

The  young  man  should  have  still  retain'd  the 
Of  old  Alberto’s  son,  than  I the  shame 
Of  making  him  successor  of  his  bed: 

I was  to  blame. 

Matt.  Indeed,  without  offence, 

Madam,  I think  you  were. 

Ctar i You  urge  it  fairly, 

And  like  a worthy  friend. 

Mar.  Can  you  say  any  thing 
In  commendation  of  a mushroom,  wither’d 
As  soon  as  started  up  ? 


Mcnt.  You  scorn  an  innocent 
Of  noble  growth;  for  whiles  vour  husband 
liv’d 

I’ve  l»eard  you  boast,  Cc«ario  in  all  actions 
Gave  matter  of  report,  of  imitation. 

Wonder,  and  envy  ; let  not  discontinuance 
Of  some  few  days  estrange  a sweet  opinion 
Of  virtue,  chiefly  when  iu  such  extremity! 
Your  pity,  not  contempt,  will  argue  goodness. 
Mar.  Oli,  sir ! 

Ctar.  If  you  would  use  a thriving  courtship. 
You  cannot  utter  a more  powerful  language’. 
That  I shall  listen  to  with  greater  greediness. 
Than  tif  argument  you  prosecute:  this  speaks 
A man  complete  ami  excellent.  [you 

Meat.  I speak  not ; 

They  are  his  own  deserts. 

Mar.  Good  sir,  forbear! 

I am  now  fully  sensible  of  running 
Into  a violent  lethargy,  whose  deadlines* 
Locks  up  all  reason:  1 shall  ne\er  henceforth 
Remember  my  past  happiness! 

Ment.  These  clouds 
May  be  dispers’d. 

Mar.  I fear  continual  night 
Will  overshroud  me!  Yet,  poor  youth,  his 
trespass  • 

Lies  in  iris  fortune,  not  the  cruelty 
Of  the  duke’s  sentence. 

Ctar.  I dare  think  it  does. 

Mar.  If  all  fail,  I will  learn  then  to  conquer 
Adversity  with  sufferance. 

Ment.  You  resolve  nobly.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Cesorio  and  a Servant. 

Cet.  T ET  any  friend  have  entrance. 

Serv.  Sir,  a*  shall. 

Ces.  Any  ; I except  none. 

Sere.  We  know  your  mind,  sir.  [E.rif. 
Cet.  Pleasures  admit  no  bounds.  I’m 
pitch’d  so  high, 

To  such  a growth  of  full  prosperities, 

That  to  conceal  my  fortunes  were  an  injury 
To  gratefulness,  and  those  more  liberal  fa- 
vours 

By  $ hum  my  glories  prosper.  He  that  flows 
In  gracious  and  swoln  tides  of  blest  abun- 
dance **, 

Yet  will  be  ignorant  of  his  own  fortunes, 
Deserves  to  live  contemu’d  ,and  die  forgotten : 
Tlie  harvest  of  my  hopes  is  now  already 
Ripen’d  and  gather’d ; I can  fatten  youth 
With  choice  of  plenty,  and  supplies  of  com- 
forts ; 


My  fate  springs  in  my  own  hand,  and  I' 
use  it. 

Enter  taro  Servants  and  Biancha . 

1 Serv.  Tis  my  place. 

‘2  Serv.  Yours?  Here,  fair  one ; I’ll  acquain 
My  lord. 

1 Serv.  He’s  here ; go  to  him  boldly. 
l2  Serv.  Please  you 
To  let  him  understand  how  readily 
I waited  on  your  errand  ! 

. 1 Serv.  Saucy  fellow ! 

You  must  excuse  his  breeding. 

Cet.  What’s  the  matter? 

Biancha?  my  Biancha? — To  your  offices! — 
[Exeunt  Serv • 

This  visit,  9wect,  from  thee,  my  pretty  dear. 
By  how  much  more  ’twas  unexpected,  comes 
So  much  the  more  timely:  witness  this  free 
welcome, 

Wliate’er  occasion  led  thee ! 


*8  Tides  of  best  .abundance.]  Former  editions.  Mr.  Sytnpson  concurred  with  me  in 
the  correction.  Sacurd. 
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Bian.  You  may  guess,  sir; 
y^t  indeed  ’tis  a rare  one. 

Ox.  Prithee  speak  it, 

My  honest  virtuous  maid. 

Bian.  Sir,  I have  heard 
Ot‘ your  mi&fortuncs;  and  I cannot  tell  you 
Whether  I have  more  cause  of  joy  or  sadness, 
To  know  they  are  a truth. 

Ox.  What  truth,  Biancha? 

Misfortunes?  how?  wherein? 

Bian.  You  arc  disclaim’d 
For  being  the  lord  Alberto's  son,  and  publicly 
Acknowledg’d  of  as  mean  a birth  as  myu*  is: 
It  cannot  chuse  hut  grieve  you. 

Ox.  Grieve  me  ? 11a,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Is  this  all  ? 

Bum.  This  all  ? 

Ox.  Thou  art  sorry  for’t, 

I warrant  thee : alas,  good  sbul,  Biancha  ! 
That  which  thou  cali’st  misfortune,  is  my 
Mv  happiness,  Biancha!  [happiness; 

Bum.  If  you  love  me, 

It  may  prove  mine  too. 

Ox.  May  it?  I will  love  thee,  [happy, 
My  good,  good  maid,  if  that  cun  make  thee 
Better  and  better  love  thee. 

Bian.  Without  breach  then 
Of  modesty,  I come  to  claim  the  interest 
Your  protestations,  both  by  vows  and  letters. 
Have  made  me  owner  of:  train  the  first  hour 
I saw  you,  I confess  I wish’d  I had  been 
Or  not  so  much  below*  your  rank  and  great- 
ness, 

Or  not  so  much  above  those  humble  flames 
That  should  have  warm’d  my  bosom  with  a 
temperate 

Equality  of  desires  in  equal  fortunes. 

Still  as  you  utter’d  language  of  affection, 

I courted  time  to  pass  more  slowly  on, 

That  I might  turn  more  fool  to  lend  attention 
To  what  I durst  not  credit,  nor  yet  hope  for; 
Yet  still  as  more  I heard,  I wish’d  to  hear 
more. 

Ox.  Didst  thou  in  troth,  wench? 

Bian.  Willingly  betray’d 
Myself  to  hopeles;.  bondage. 

*Ox.  A good  girl ! [answer  was. 

I thought  I should  not  miss,  whate’er  thy 
Bum.  But  us  I am  a nmid,  sir,  (and 
i’  faith 

You  may  believe  me,  for  I am  a maid) 

So  dearly  I respected  both  your  fume 
Anti  quality,  that  I would  first  have  perish’d 
In  my  sick  thoughts,  than  e’er  have  given 
consent 

To  have  undone  your  fortunes,  by  inviting 
A marriage  with  so  mean  a one  as  I am  : 

I should  have  died  sure,  aiid  no  creature 
Tiie  sickness  that  had  kill’d  me.  [known 
Cm.  Pretty  heart! 

Good  soul,  alas,  alas! 


Bum.  Now  since  I know 
There  is  no  difference  ’twist  your  birth  aud 
mine, 

Not  much  ’tw  ist  our  estates  (if  any  be, 

The  advantage  is  on  my  side)  I coine 
lingly 

To  tender  you  the  first-fruits  of  my  heart, 
And  am  content  t’  accept  you  for  my  husband, 
Now  when  you  are  at  lowest. 

Ox.  For  a husband  ? 

Speak  sadly*9;  dost  thou  mean  so  ? 

Bian.  In  good  deed,  sir, 

’Tis  pure  love  makes  this  proffer. 

Cm.  I believe  thee. 

What  counsel  urg’d  thee  on?  tell  me;  thy 
father?  [wench? 

My  worshipful  smug  Host?  Was’t  not  he, 
Or  mother  Hostess?  ha? 

Bian.  D'you  mock  my  parentage  ? [thy 
I do  not  scorn  yours:  mean  folks  are  as  wor- 
To  be  well  spoken  of,  if  they  deserve  well, 
As  some  whose  only  fame  lies  in  their  blood. 
Oh,  you’re  a proud  poor  man!  all  your  oaths 
falshood,  (wicked! 

Your  vows  deceit,  your  letters  forg’d  and 
Ccs.  Thoud’st  be  my  wife,  I dare  swear. 
Bian.  Had  your  heurt,  [puted 

Your  hand  and  tongue  been  twins,  you  had  re- 
This  courtesy  a benefit. 

Ccs.  Simplicity, 

How  prettily  thou  mov’st me!  Why, Biancha, 
Report  has  cozen’d  thee;  1 am  not  fallen 
From  my  expected  honours  or  possessions, 
Tho*  from  the  hope  of  birth-right. 

Bian.  Are  you  not? 

Then  1 am  lost  again ! I have  a suit  too; 

Y ou'll  grant  it,  if  you  be  a good  man. 

Ccs.  Any  tiling.  [said  t’ye, 

Bian.  Pray  do  not  talk  of  aught  wliat  1 have 
Ccs.  As  1 wish  health,  1 will  not ! 

Bian.  Pity  me; 

But  never  love  me  more ! 

Ccs.  Nay,  now  you’re  cruel: 

Why  all  these  tears  ? — Thou  shalt  not  go. 

Bian.  I’ll  pray  lor  you, 

That  you  may  have  a virtuous  wife,  a fair  one; 
And  when  I’m  dead — 

Ccs.  Fy,  fy ! 

Bian.  Think  on  me  sometimes, 

With  mercy  for  this  trespass ! 

Ccs.  Let  us  kiss 
At  parting,  as  at  coming! 

Bian.  This  I have 
Asa  free  dower  to  a virgin’s  grave. 

All  goodness  dwell  with  you  ! [Exit. 

Ccs.  Harmless  Biancha ! [play  with ! 
UnskiU’d ! what  handsome  toys  are  maids  td* 

Enter  Mariana  and  Clarissa. 

IIow  innocent ! — But  I have  other  thoughts 
Of  nobler  meditation. — My  felicity, 


39  Speak  sadly.]  i.  c.  Seriously.  So  in  Much  Ado  about  Nothing,  net  ii.  scene  3,  * This  can 
* be  no  trick:  the  conference  was  sadly  borne.’  Again,  in  Promos  and  Cns-andra,  1518, 
•juoted  by  Mr  Stecvens, 1 The  king  feigueth  to  talk  sadly  with  some  of  his  counsel.’  R- 
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Thou  com’st  as  I could  wish : lend  me  a lip 
As  soft,  as  melting,  as  when  old  Alberto, 
After  his  first  night’s  trial,  taking  farewell 
Of  thy  youth’s  conquest,  tasted  ! 

Mar'.  You’re  uncivil! 

Ces.  I will  be  lord  of  my  own  pleasures, 
madam ; [pering,  henceforth ! 

You're  mine,  mine  freely : come,  no  whicn- 
New  con  the  lessons  of  love’s  best  experience, 
That  our  delights  may  meet  in  equal  measure 
Of  resolutions  and  desires  ! this  sullenness 
Is  scurvy  ; I like  it  not. 

Mar.  Be  modest ; 

And  do  not  learn,  Cesario,  how  to  prostitute 
The  riot  of  thy  hopes  to  common  tolly. 

Take  a sad  woman’s  word ! howe’er  thou 
dot’st 

Upon  the  present  graces  of  thy  greatness, 

Yet  I’m  not  fallen  so  below  my  constancy 
To  virtue,  nor  the  care  which  I once  render'd 
For  thy  behoof,  that  I prefer  a sentence 
Of  cruelty  before  my  houour. 

Ces.  Honour?  [the  comfort 

Mar.  Hear  me:  thou  seest  this  girl,  now 
Of  my  last  days!  she  is  the  only  pledge 
Of  a bed  truly  noble : she  Itnd  a father 
(I  need  not  speak  him  more  than  thou  remem- 
berst) 

Whom  to  dishonour  by  a meaner  choice 
Were  injury  and  infamy. 

Clar.  To  goodness. 

To  time,  and  virtuous  mention. 

Mar . i have  vow’d, 

(Observe  me  now,  Cesario !)  that  howe’er 
I may  be  forc’d  to  marry,  yet  no  tyranny, 
Persuasions,  flattery,  gifts,  entreats,  or  tor- 
Shall  draw  me  to  a second  bed.  [tures, 

Clar . 'Tis  just  too. 

Mar.  Yes,  and  'tis  just,  Clarissa.  I allow 
The  duke’s  late  sentence,  am  resolv’d,  young 
man, 

To  be  thy  wife  ; but  when  the  ceremony 
Of  marriage  is  perform’d,  in  life  I will  be, 
Tho’  not  in  name,  a widow. 

Ces.  Pray  a word  t’  you ! 
iiiiaJl  I in  earnest  never  be  your  bedfellow  ? 
Mar.  Never,  oh,  never ! and  ’tis  for  your 
Ces.  Prove  that.  [good  too. 

Mar.  Alas,  too  many  years  are  numlwr’d 
In  my  account,  to  entertain  the  benefit 
Which  youth  in  thee,  Cesario,  and  ability 
Might  liope  for  and  require  : it  were  injustice 
To  rob  a gentleman  deserving  memory. 

Of  issue  to  preserve  it. 

Ces.  No  more  ! Herein 
You  are  an  excellent  pattern  of  true  piety. 
Let  me  now  turn  your  advocate.  Pray  look 
into 

Tlie  order  of  the  duke  enjoin’d;  admit 
I satisfy  the  sentence,  without  marriage 
With  you!  how  tlien  ? 

Mar.  Cesario! 

Ces.  If  I know 

How  to  acquit  your  fears,  yet  keep  th*  injunc- 
tion 


Mt 

In  every  clause  whole  and  entire,  your  eh** 
rity 

Will  call  me  still  your  servant? 

Mar.  Still  my  son.  [your  son: 

Ces.  ltight,  madam,  now  you  have  it,  still 
The  genius  of  your  blessings  hath  iustructfed 
Your  tongue  oraculously:  we’ll  forget 
How  once  l and  Clarissa  interchang’d 
The  ties  of  brother  and  of  sister;  henceforth 
New  stile  us  man  and  wife. 

Clar.  By  what  authority  ? 

Ces.  Heav’n’s  great  appointment.  Yet  in 
all  my  dotage 

On  thy  perfections,  when  I thought,  Clarissa, 
We  had  been  pledges  of  one  womb,  no  loose, 
No  wanton  heat  of  youth  desir’d  to  claim 
Priority  in  thy  affections,  other  [tender’d 
Than  Nature  might  commend;  chastely  I 
Thy  welfare  as  a brother  ought:  but  since 
Our  bloods  are  strangers,  let  our  beans  con- 
tract 

Along  life-lasting  unity  ! for  this  way 
The  sentence  is  to  be  observ’d,  or  no  way. 
Mar.  T hen  no  way ! 

Ces.  I expected  other  answer, 

Madam,  from  you. 

Alar.  No;  every  age  shall  curse  me, 

The  monster  and  the  prodigy  of  nature  ! 
Horrors  beyond  extremity— 

Clar.  Pray,  mother, 

Confine  the  violence  of  grief! 

Ces.  Yes,  mother. 

Pray  do ! fnour 

Alar.  Thus  some  catch  at  a matrons  ho- 
By  flying  lust,  to  plot  incestuous  witchcrafts. 
More  terrible  than  whoredoms : cruel  mercy ! 
When  to  preserve  the  body  from  a death 
The  soul  is  strangled  ! 

Ces.  This  is  more  than  passion; 

It  conies  near  to  distructiou. 

Alar.  I am  quieted. 

Cesario,  thou  mayst  tell  the  duke  securely, 
Alberto’s  titles,  honours,  and  revenues, 

The  duke  may  give  away ; enjoy  them  thou ! 
Clarissa’s  birth-right,  Mariana’s  dower, 

Thou  shalt  be  lord  of;  turn  us  to  the  world 
Unpitied  and  unfriended;  yet  my  bed 
Thou  never  sleep’st  in.  As  for  her,  (she 
hears  me) 

If  she  as  much  as  in  a thought  consent, 

'Flint  thou  mayst  call  her  wife,  a mother’s 
Shall  never  leave  her.  [curse 

Clar.  As  a brother  once 
I lov’d  you,  as  a noble  friend  yet  honour  you; 
But  for  a husband,  sir,  I dare  not  own  you: 
My  faith  is  giv’n  already. 

Os.  To  a villain ; 

I’ll  cut  his  throat. 

Alar.  ‘ Why  this  is  more  than  paa$ion ; 

* It  comes  near  a distraction.' 

Clar.  Call  to  mind,  sir. 

How  much  you  have  abated  of  that  goodness 
Which  once  reign’d  in  you,  which  appear’d 
so  lovely. 

That  such  as  friendship  led  to  observation. 

Enter 
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Enter  Baptist  a and  Mcntivole. . 

Courted  the  great  example  ! 

Ces.  Left,  and  flatter’d 
Into  a broad  derision  ? 

Mar.  Why  d’ye  think  so? 

My  lord  Baptistu,  is  your  son  grown  cold 
In  hasting  on  the  marriage,  which  his  vows 
Have  seal’d  to  my  wrong’d  daughter? 

Bupt.  We  cotnc,  lady, 

To  consummate  the  contract. 

Ccs.  With  Mcntivole? 

Is  lie  the  man  ? 

Merit.  Clarissa’s  troth  and  mine, 

Ccsurio,  are  recorded  in  a character 
So  plain  anti  certain,  that  except  the  hand 
Of  Heav'n,  which  writ  it  tirst,  would  blot  it 
out  again, 

No  human  power  can  raze  it, 
k Ces.  But  say  you 
So  too,  young  lady? 

Clur.  I should  else  betray  [jury. 

My  heart  to  falshood,  and  ray  tongue  to  per- 
Ces.  Madam,  you  know  the  sentence. 
liapt.  From  the  duke 
I have  particular  comforts,  which  require 
A private  ear. 

Mar.  I shall  approve  it  gladly. 

We  are  resolv’d,  Cesario. 

Bupt.  Be  not  insolent 
Upon  a prince’s  favour ! 

Ctar.  Lose  no  glory, 

Your  younger  years  have  purchas'd! 

Meat.  And  deserv’d  too; 

You’ve  many  worthy  friends. 

Bapt.  Preserve  and  use  them  ! 

[Exeunt.  Manet  Ces. 
Ces.  Good,  very  good!  why  here’s  a cum* 
pliment 

Ot  mirth  in  desperation  ! I could  curse 
My  fate:  oh,  with  what  speed  men  tumble 
down 

From  hopes  tliat  soar  too  high ! Biaucha  now 
May  scorn  me  justly  too;  Clarissa  married, 
Alberto’s  widow  resolute,  Biancha 
Refus’d.and  1 forsaken.  Let  me  study! 

I can  but  die  a batchelor,  that’s  the  worst 
,on’t.  [Exit. 

Enter  Host , Tar/lorf  Mulct teer , Dancer,  Pe- 
dant, Coxcomb. 

Host.  Come,  gentlemen; 

This  is  the  day  that  our  great  artist  hath 
Promis’d  to  give  ail  your  several  suits  sntis- 
Dancer.  Is  he  stirring?  [faction. 


(Act  4. 

Host.  He  hath  been  at  his  book 
These  two  hours.  * 

Pedant.  He’s  a rare  physician. 

Host.  Why,  I’ll  tell  you  ; were  Paracelsus 
the  German  now 

Living,  he  would  take  up  his  single  rapier 
Against  his  terrible  long  sword  : he  makes  it 
A matter  o’  nothing  to  cure  the  gout ; sore 
eyes 

He  takes  out  as  familiarly,  washes  them, 
And  puts  them  in  agaiu,  as  you’d  blanch  al- 
monds. 

Taylor.  They  say  he  can  make  gold. 
Host.  Ay,  ay,  he  learnt  it 
OfKelly  in  Germany50.  There’s  not  a chemist 
In  Christendom  can  go  beyond  him 
For  multiplying. 

Pedant.  Take  heed  then  be  get  not 
Up  your  daughter’s  belly,  my  host! 

Host.  You  are 

A merry  gentleman,  and  the  man  of  art 
Will  love  you  the  better. 

Dancer.  Does  he  love  mirth  and  crotchets? 
Host.  Oh,  lie’s  the  most  courteous  phy- 
sician ! you  [better 

May  drink  or  drab  in’s  company  freely;  the 
He  knows  bow  your  disease  grows,  the  better 
Knows  how  to  cure  it.  [1* 

Dancer.  But  I w’onder,  my  host, 
lie  has  no  more  resort  of  ladies  to  him. 
Ho»t.  Why,  sir? 

Dancer.  Oh,  divers  of  ’em  have  great  belief 
Tn  conjurers : lechery  is  a great  help 
To  th*  quality. 

Host.  He’s  scarce  known  to  be 
In  town  yet ! ere  long  we  shall  have  ’em  come 
Hurrying  hither  in  feather-beds. 

Dancer.  IIow  ! bedridden  ? [upon 

Host.  No,  sir;  in  feather-beds  that  move 
Four  wheels,  in  Spanish  carochcs. 

Pedant.  Pray  acquaint  him 
We  give  attendance. 

Hast.  I shall,  gentlemen. — 

I’d  fain  be  rid  o’ these  rascals,  but  that  they 
Raise  profit  to  my  w ine-ee!!ar.  W hen  I have 
Made  use  of  them  sufliciently.  I’ll  entreat 
The  conjurer  to  tie  crackers  to  their  tails. 
And  send  them  packing. 

Enter  Forobosco  as  in  his  study . 

For.  Come  hither, mine  host! 

Look  here. 

Host.  What’s  that? 

For.  A challenge  from  my  man. 

Host.  For  breaking's  pate  ? 


50  Kelly.]  Eduard  Kelly , otherw  ise  Talbot , an  intimate  friend  of  the  famous  Dr.  John 
Dee,  and  concerned  with  him  iu  his  chemical  processes  and  experiments.  It  is  said  they 
were  in  possession  of  the  elixir,  and  actually  made  projection  upon  several  metals,  oud  con- 
verted them  into  gold.  His  History  may  be  met  with  iu  Wood’s  Athena*  Oxon.  vul.  i. 
i*.  279,  and  in  Weaver’s  Funeral  Monuments,  p.  45,  where  are  some  incredibly  stories  about 
lain.  He  is  mentioned  by  Ben  Jenson,  in  the  Alchemist,  act  iv.  sc.  1. 

* . A man  the  emp’ror 

* Has  courted  above  Kelly;  sent  his  medals 

* And  chains  l* invite  him/  Ji. 

F-jr. 
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For . He  writes  here,  if  I meet  him  not 
i’th*  field 

Within  this  half-hour,  I shall  hear  more  from 
him. 

Host.  Oli,  sir,  mind  your  profit ; [men. 
Ne’er  think  of  the  rascal : liere  are  thegentle- 
For.  'Morrow,  my  worthy  clients! 

What,  are  you  all  prepared  of  your  questions, 
That  I may  give  my  resolution  upon  them? 
O. mies.  We  are,  sir. 

Pedant.  And  have  brought  our  money. 
For.  Each  then 

In  order ! and  differ  not  for  precedency. 
Dancer.  I’m  buying  of  au  office,  sir,  and 
to  that  purpose 

I would  fain  learn  to  dissemble  cunningly. 
For.  Do  you  come  to  me  for  that  ? you 
should  rather  have  gone 
To  a cunning  woman. 

Dancer.  Ay,  sir,  but  their  instructions 
Are  but  like  women;  pretty  well,  but  not 
Toth’ depth,  as  I would  have  it:  you're  a 
conjurer. 

The  devil’s  master,  and  I would  learn  it  from 
You  so  exactly — 

For.  That  the  devil  himself 
Might  not  go  beyond  you.? 

Dancer.  You  are  i'th’  right,  sir. 

For.  And  so  your  money  for  your  pur- 
chase might 

Come  in  again  within  a twelvemonth  ? 
Dancer.  I 

Would  be  a graduate,  sir,  no  fresh-man. 

For.  Here’s  my  hand,  sir: 

I’ll  make  you  dissemble  sa  methodically, 

As  if  the  devil  should  be  sent  from  the 
Great  Turk,  i'th’  shape  of  an  ambassador, 

To  set  all  the  Christian  princes  at  variance. 

Dancer.  I can’t  w'ith  any  modesty  desire 
Ihcre’s  your  money,  sir!  [any  more. 

For.  For  the  art  of  dissembling. 

Coze.  My  suit,  sir,  will  be  news  to  you 
For.  Pray,  on!  [when  I tell  it. 

Core.  I would  setup  a press  here  in  Italy, 
To  write  all  the  coran  to’s  for  Christendom. 

For.  That’s  news  iudred  ; 

And  how  would  you  employ  rae  in  it? 

Core.  Marry,  sir,  from  you  I would  gain 
my  intelligence. 

For.  I conceive  you  : you  would  have  me 
Furnish  you  with  a spirit  to  inform  you. 

Core.  But  as  quiet  a devil  as  the  woman 
The  first  day  and  a half  after  she’s  married; 
I can  by  no  means  endure  a terrible  one. 


3d* 

For.  No,  no,  I'll  qualify  him ; he  sha’n't 
fright  you  : [a  spirit 

It  shall  be  the  ghost  of  some  lying  stationer. 
Shall  look  as  if  butter  would  not  melt  in’s 
mouth ; 

A new  Mercurius  Gallo-Belgicus  * 1 / 

Coze.  Oh,  there  w-as  a captain  was  rare  at  it. 
For.  Ne’er  think  of  him. 

Tho*  that  captain  writ  a full  hand-gailop,  and 
Wasted  indeed  more  harmless  paper  than 
Ever  did  laxative  physic,  yet  will  I [what 
Make  you  t’out-scribble  him ; and  set  down 
You  please,  the  world  shall  better  believe  you. 
Core.  Worthy  sir,  I thank  you;  therein 
money ! [coranto’s. 

For.  A new  office  for  writing  praginuticni 
Pedant.  I am  a schoolmaster,  sir,  and 
would  fain. 

Confer  with  you  about  erecting  four 
New  sects  of  religion  at  Amsterdam3*. 

For.  What  the  devil  should  new  sects  of 
Do  there  ? * [religion 

Pedant.  I assure  you  I’d  get  a great  deal 
Of  money  by  it. 

For.  And  what  arc  tl»e  four 
New  sects  o’  religion  you  would  plant  there  t 
Pedant.  Why,  that’s  it  I come  about,  sir; 
rtis  a devil 

Of  your  raising  must  invent  ’em;  I confess 
I am  too  weak  to  compass  it. 

For.  So,  sir! 

Then  you  make  it  a matter  of  uo  difficulty 
To  have  them  tolerated  ? 

Pedant.  Trouble  not 

Yourself  for  that;  let  but  your  devil  set  them 
Afoot  once,  I have  w eavers,  and  gingerbread- 
makers, 

And  mighty  aqunviuc-men,  shall  set  them 
A-going. 

For.  This  is  somewhat  difficult ; 

And  will  ask  some  conference  with  the  devil. 

Pedant.  Take  [siness  too. 

Your  own  leisure,  sir.  I have  another  bn- 
Bccause  I mean  to  leave  Italy,  and  bury 
myself  in 

Those  nether  parts  the  Low-Countries11. 
For.  What’s  that,  sir?  [to  th’ week* 
Pedant.  Marry,  I w ould  fain  make  nine  days 
For  the  more  ample  benefit  of  the  captain. 
For.  You  have  a shrewd  pate,  sir! 

Pedant.  But  how  this  might 
Be  compass’d — 

For.  Compass’d  easily;  it  is  but  making 
A new  almanack,  and  dividing  the  compass 


51  Mercurius  Gallo  Belgicus.]  This  was  one  of  the  first  newspapers  which  appeared  in 
England.  It  is  frequently  mentioned  by  contemporary  writers;  among  others,  by  1 homos 
May,  m act  i.  sc.  1,  of  his  comedy  of  the  Heir,  1633: 

*  Ti»  believ’d, 

* And  told  for  news,  with  as  much  confidence 

* As  if ’t  we  re  writ  in  Gallo  Belgian*  H. 

11  Amsterdam.]  At  the  time  our  authors  wrote,  Amsterdam  appears  to  have  been  the 
place  of  refuge  ^r  sectaries  of  all  denominations.  Sec  Ben  Junsou's  Alchemist.  H. 

33  Those  nether  parts  of  the  JAm-Connhies.]  Former  editions.  The  poets  meant,  to  call 
the  Low-Countries  the  nether  parts. of  the  world.  Heuard. 

Of 
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Of  the  year  into  larger  penny-worths, 

As  a chandler  with  his  compass  makes 
A geometric  proportion  of  the  Holland  cheese 
lie  retails  by  stivers.  But  for  getting  of  it 
licens’d  ? 

Pedant.  Trouble  not  yourself  with  that,  sir; 
there’s  your  money. 

For.  For  four  new  sects  of  religions, 

And  nine  days  to  the  week. 

Pedant . To  be  brought  in 
At  general  pay-davs,  write,  I beseech  you. 

' For.  At  general  pay-days. 

Taylor.  1 am  by  profession 
A ray  lor;  you  l»ave  heard  of  me. 

For.  Yes,  sir, 

And  will  not  steal  from  you  the  least  part  of 
That  commendation  Fve  heard  utter’d. 
Taylor.  1 

Take  measure  of  your  worth,  sir;  and  because 
I will  not  afflict  you  with  any  large  hill 
Of  circumstances,  I'll  snip  oft’  particulars  : 

I’d  thin  invent  some  strange  and  exquisite 
New  fashions. 

For.  Are  you  not  travell'd,  sir  ? 

Taylor.  Yes,  sir, 

But  have  observ'd  all  we  can  see,  or  invent, 
Are  but  old  ones  with  new  names  to  'em ; now 
1 would  some  way  or  other  grow  more  curious. 
For.  Let  me  see ; to  devise  new  fashions ! 
— Were  you 
Ne'er  in  the  moon  ? 

Taylor.  In  the  Moon-tavern?  Yes,  sir, 
Often. 

For.  No,  I do  mean  in  the  new  world, 

In  th' world  that's  in  the  moon  yonder. 

Taylor.  How  ! 

A new  world  i’  th'  moon  ? 

For.  Yes,  I assure  you. 

Toy  lor.  And  peopled? 

For.  Oh,  most  fantastically  peopled. 
Taylor.  Nay,  certain  then  there’s  work  for 
For.  That  [taylors? 

There  is,  I assure  you. 

Taylor.  Yet  l have  talked 
With  a Scotch  taylor  that  never  discover’d 
So  much  to  me,  tW  he  has  travell’d  far, 

And  was  a pedlar  in  Poltiud. 

For.  That 

W'as  out  of  his  way;  this  lies  beyond  China. 
You’d  study  new  fashions,  you  say  ? Take 


[Act  4. 

My  counsel,  make  a voyage,  and 
Discover  that  new  world. 

Taylor.  Shall  I he  a moon-man  ? [world, 
For.  I’m  of  opinion,  the  people  of  dial 
If  they  be  like  the  nature  of  that  climate 
They  live  in,  do  vary  the  fashion  of  their 
cl  oaths 

Oft’ner  than  any  quick-silver’d  nation 
In  Europe.  [lhatbr 

Taylor.  Not  unlikely;  but  what  should 
We  call  the  man  i’th'  moon  then? 

For.  Why,  it  is 

Nothing  but  an  Englishman  that  stands  there 
Stnrk-unked,  with  a pair  of  slteers  in  on« 
hand. 

And  n great  bundle  of  broad-cloth  in  t'other, 
(Which  resembles  the  bush  of  thorns) cutting 
New  fashions14.  ’ [out  of 

Taylor.  I have  heard  somew  hat  like 
This:  hut  how  shall  1 get  thither? 

For.  I will 

Make  a new  compass  shall  direct  you. 
Taylor.  Certain? 

For.  Count  me  else  for  no  man  of  direction. 
Taylor.  There’s  twenty  ducats  in  band; 
I’ll  give  you  a hundred.  [at  my  return 

For.  A new  voyage  to  discover 
New  fashions. 

Mulct . I’ve  been  a traveller  too,  sir; 
That  have  shew’d  strange  beasts  inChristfc- 
dom, 

And  got  money  by  them ; but  I find  the  trade 
to  decay : 

Your  c&mclion,  or  Enst-Indian  hedgehog. 
Gets  very  little  money;  and  yrour  elephant 
Devours  so  much  bread,  brings  in  so  little 
profit, 

His  keeper  were  hotter  every  morning 
( ram  fifteen  taylors  with  whitfe  manchet  - 
I would  have  some  new  spectacle,  and  onr 
That  might  be  more  attractive. 

For.  Let  me  see ! 

Were  you  ever  in  Spain  ? 

Mulet.  Not  yet,  sir. 

For.  I would  have  you  [val, 

Go  to  Madrid;  and  against  some  great  hsU- 
Whcn  the  court  lieth  there,  provide  a great 
And  spacious  English  ox,  nnd  roast  him  whole, 
W’i’a  pudding  iu's  belly;  that  would  be  tlir 
eighth 


34  An  Enclixhman  that  stondeth  there  stark-naked,  with,  &c.]  Andrew  Borde,  a physician, 
in  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII.  published  a book  intilled,  * The  Introduction  of  Knowledge,  the 
4 whiche  doth  teache  a Man  to  Speake  Part  of  all  Mailer  of  Languages,  and  to  know  the 
4 Usage  and  Fashion  of  all  Manor  of  Countries.  Dedi  cated  to  the  Right  Honourable  and 
4 Gracious  I^tdy  Mary,  Daughter  of  King  Henry  the  Eyght.'  B.L.  printed  by  W.  Copland?. 
No  date.  Before  the  first  chap  er,  in  which  he  has  characterized  a,»  Englishman,  is  a wooden 
print  of  a naked  man,  with  a piece  of  cloth  lumping  on  his  right  arm,  and  a pair  of  sheers  in 
his  left  liand  : under  the  priut  is  an  inscription  in  verse,  of  which  the  following  arc  the  first 
four  lines : 

4 I am  an  Englishman,  and  naked  T stand  here, 

4 Musying  in  my  tnvnde  what  raymVnt  I shall  were; 

4 For  now  l were  thvs,  and  now  I will  were  that, 

4 And  now  I will  were  I cannot  tell  what,  Nc.' 

This  it  evidently  the  print  alluded  to  by  our  author.  R. 
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Wonder  of  the  world  in  those  parts,  I assure 
you. 

Mulct.  A rare  project  without  question! 
For.  Go  beyond  all  their  garlick  olla  pod - 
ridus, 

Tho’  you  sod  one  in  Garguantua’s  cauldron55! 
Bring  in  more  money  than  ail  die  monsters 
of  Atrick ; [o'  my  acquaintance, 

Host.  Good  sir,  do  your  host  for  him;  he’s 
And  one,  if  you  knew  bun— 
for . What  is  he? 

Host.  He  was  once 
A man  of  infinite  letters. 

For.  A scholar? 

Host.  No,  sir, 

A packet-carrier,  which  is  always  a man 
Of  many  letters,  you  know ; then  he  was 
A mule-driver ; now  he’s  a gentleman, 

And  feeds  monsters. 

For.  A most  ungrateful  calling! 

Mulct.  There’s  money  for  your  direction  ! 
The  prioe  of  the  ox,  sir  ? [must  be 

For.  A hundred  French  crowns,  for  it 
A Lincolnshire  ox,  and  a prime  one.  For 
A rare  and  monstrous  spectacle,  to  be  seen 
At  Madrid. 

Enter  Clown  f Hostess , and  Biancha. 

Hostess.  Pray  forbear,  sir!  We  shall  have 
a- new  quarrel. 

Clown.  You  durst  not 
Meet  me  in  the  held ! I atn  therefore  come 
To  spoil  your  market. 

For.  What's  the  news  with  you,  sir? 
Clotcn.  Gentlemen,  you  that  come  hither 
to  be 

Most  abominably  cheated,  listen,  and  be  as 
wise  * [money, 

As  your  planet  will  suffer  you:  keep  your 
Be  not  gull'd,*bc  not  laugh’d  at! 

Pedant.  What  means  this  ? 

Would  l had  my  money  again  in  my  pocket ! 
Host.  The  fellow’s  full  of  malice;  do  not 
mind  him. 

Clown.  This  profess’d  cheating  rogue  was 
my  master,  and  1 confess  myself 
A more  pretemotoiious  rogue  than  himself, 
In  so  long  keeping  his  villainous  counsel. 
For.  Come,  come,  I’ll  not  hear  you. 

Clou  n.  No,  coz’ner,  thou’st  not  hear  me; 
1 do  hut 

Hare  thee  to  suffer  me  to  speak,  and  then  thou 
And  all  thy  devils  spit  fire,  and  spout  aqua* 
fortis ! 

For.  Speak  on ; I freely  permit  thee. 
Clown.  Why  then, 
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Know,  all  you  simple  animals,  you  whose 
purses 

Are  ready  to  cast  the  calf,  if  they  have  not 
Cast  it  already,  if  you  give  any  credit 
To  this  juggling  rascal,  you  are  w orse 
Than  simple  w idgeons,  and  will  be  drawn  into 
The  net  by  this  decoy-duck,  this  tame  cheater. 
For.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Pray  mark  him!  [ing; 
Clown.  He  does  profess  physic  and  conjur* 
For  bis  physic,  he  Ims  but  two  medicines 
For  all  imiuner  of  diseases:  when  he  was 
In  the  Low-Countries,  he  us’d  nothing 
But  butter'd  beer,  colour’d  with  allegant. 
For  all  kind  of  maladies,  and  that  he  call’d 
His  Catholic  raed’eine : sure  the  Dutch  smelt 
out  v [have 

Twas  butter’d  beer56,  else  they  would  never 
Endur’d  it  for  the  name’s  sake!  Then  does 
he  minister  [times 

A grated  dog’s  turd  'stead  of  rhubarb,  many 
Of  unicorn’s  born,  which  working  strongly 
with  [them  bescummer 

The  conceit  of  the  patient,  would  make 
To  th’  height  of  a mighty  purgation. 

For.  The  rogue  has  studied  this  invective. 
Clown.  Now 

For  his  conjuring,  the  witches  of  Lapland  are 
The  devil’s  chairwomen  to  him,  for  they  , 
Will  sell  a man  a wind  to  some  purpose;  he 
Sells  wind,  aud  tells  you  forty  lies  over 
And  over.  [him. 

Hostess.  I thought  what  we  sjiould  find  of 
Host.  Hold  your  prating;  be  not  you  an 
heretick ! [names  he  calls  upon  are 

Clown.  Conjure?  i'll  tell  you;  all  th’  devils’ 
But  fustian  names,  gather’d  out  of  Welsh 
heraldry ; ' 

In  brief,  he  is  a rogue  of  six  reprieves, 

Four  pardons  o’  course,  thrice  pilloried,  twice 
sung  Lncryme 

To  th’ virginals  of  a cart’s  tail,  h’  has  five  times 
Been  ip  the  gallies,  and  will  never  truly 
Run  himself  out  of  breath,  till  he  comes  to 
tiif gallows.  [what  this 

For.  You  have  hearcK  worthy  gentlemen. 
Lying,  detracting  rascal  has  vomited. 

Taylor.  Ye%  certain;  but  we've  a better 
trust  in  you; 

For  you  hnve  ta’en  our  money. 

For.  I have  so.  [chastisement 

Truth  is,  he  was  rav  servant,  and  for  some 
I gave  him,  he  does  practise  thus  upon  me. 
Speak  truly,  sirrah,  are  you  certain  I can’t 
conjure? 

Clotcn.  Conjure?  Ha,  ha, ha! 

For.  Nay,  nay,  but  be  very  sure  of  it. 


35  In  Garguantua's  cauldron .]  See  Rabelais. 

36  r — melt  out  / 

’la a*  butter'd  far.]  Mr.  Sympson  seems  to  have  mistaken  the  drollery  of  this  passage.. 
He  says,  that  the  reason  given  requires  us  to  read — smelt  not- out.  But  the  true  intent  of 
the  passage  seems  plainly  this.  The  Dutch  would  net  er  have  endur’d  a medicine  called 
Cathotick , for  the  antipathy  they  bore  to  tl»e  most  Catftolick  King , as  vVell  as  the  religion 
falsely  so  call’d,  had  not  they  by  some  instinct  smelt  our  the  butter'd  beer  which  they  are 
food  of.  Seward. 
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[Act  4. 


Clorcn.  Sure  of  it?  why,  I’ll  make  a bar- 
gain with  thee, 

Before  all  these  gentlemen,  use  all  thy  art 
All  tliv  roguery,  and  make  me  do  any  thing 
Before  till  this  company  I’ve  not  a mind  to, 
I’ll  first  give  thee  leave  to  claim  me  for  thy 
bond-slave. 

And  when  thou  hast  done,  hang  me! 

F>r.  T'is  a match; 

Sirrah,  I’ll  make  you  caper  i’  th*  air  presently. 
Cf men.  I have  too  solid  a body;  and  my 
belief  [fed 

Is  like  a Puritan’s  on  Good-Friday,  toolngb- 
YVith  capon. 

For.  I will  first  send  thee  to  Greenland 
For  a haunch  of  venison,  just  of  the  thickness 
Of  thine  own  tallow.  [thee! 

Clorcn.  list,  ha,  ha!  I’ll  not  stir  an  inch  for 
For.  Thence  to  Amboyna  i’  th'  East-Indies, 
To  bake  it.  [for  pepper 

Clorcn . To  Amboyna  ? so  I might 
Be  pepper’d17. 

For.  Then  will  I convey  thee  stark 
Naked  to  Dev’ling,  to  beg  a pair  of  brogs, 

To  hide  thy  mountainous  buttocks. 

Clown.  And  no  doublet 
To  'em  ? 

For.  No,  sir;  I intend  to  send  you  of 
A sleeveless  errand  : but  before  you  vanish, 
In  regard  you  say  I cannot  conjure,  and  are 
So  stupid  and  opinionated  u slave, 

That  neither  I nor  my  art  can  compel  you  to 
Do  any  thing  that  is  beyond  your  own  plea- 
sure, [cannot 

The  gentlemen  shall  have  some  sport : you 
Endure  a cat,  sirrah58! 

Clown*  What’s  that  to  thee, 

Juguler? 

For.  Nor  vou’ll  do  nothing  at  my  entreaty? 
Clou 'ffJfcnl  be  bang’d  first. 

For.  Sit,  gentlemen; 

And  whatsoe’er  you  sec,  he  not  frighted. 
Hostess.  Alas,  l can  endure  no  conjuring. 
Host.  Stir  not,  wife  ! 

Bunt.  Pray  let  me  go,  sir ; 

I’m  not  fit  for  these  fooleries. 

Host.  Move  not,  daughter! 

For.  I will  make  you  dance  a new  dance 
call’d  leap-frog. 


Clorcn.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

For.  And  as  naked  as  a frog. 

Clorcn.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! I defy  thee ! 

[Forvboscu  looks  in  a book,  strikes  with 
his  wund , music k pluys. 

Enter  Jour  Boys,  shaped  like  Frogs , and 
dance. 

Pedant.  Spirits  of  the  water  in  the  likeness 
of  frogs ! ^ 

Taylor.  He  has  fish’d  fair,  believe  me. 

A Inlet.  See,  see!  he  sweats  and  trembles. 
For.  Are  you  come  to  your  quavers? 
Clou  n.  Oh,  ho,  ho  ! 

For.  I’ll  make  you  run  division  on  thoseO’s, 
Ere  I leave  you3’ ! Look  you,  liere  are  die 
play-fellows  [uncase, 

That  are  so  endear’d  to  you:  come,  sir;  first 
And  then  dance;  nay,  I’ll  make  him  dance 
stark  naked.  [his  mogul’s 

Host.  Oh,  let  him  have  his  shirt  on,  and 
Breeches ; here  are  women  i’  th*  house. 

For.  Well,  for  their  sokes  he  shall. 
[Clorcn  lean  off  his  doublet,  tnakisg 
strange  faces  as  if  compelled  to  it,  fain 
into  the  dance. 

Taylor.  He  dances!  what  a lying  rogue 
was  this, 

To  say  the  gentleman  could  not  conjure! 
For.  He  docs 

Prettily  well ; hut  it  is  voluntary,  I assure  von, 
I’ve  no  hand  in’t. 

Clown.  As  you  are  a conjurer, 

A nd  a rare  artist,  free  me  from  these  couplet?! 
Of  nil  creatures  1 cannot  endure  a frog. 

For . But  your  dancing’s  voluntary;  lean 
To  nothing.  [compel  yon 

Hostess.  Oh, me,  daughter,  let’s  take  heed  of 
This  fellow ! he'll  make  us  dance  naked,  an 
we  vex  him.  [Exeunt  Hostess  and  Bits. 
For.  Now  cut  capers,  sirrali;  I’ll  plague 
that  mine  of  yours. 

Clown.  I lo,  ho,  ho ! my  kidnies  are  rousted  L 
I drop  away  like  a pound  of  butter  roasted  ! 
Taylor.  He’ll  dance  himself  to  death. 

For . No  matter; 

I'll  sell  his  fat  to  the  apothecaries, 

And  repair iny  injury  that  way. 

Host.  Enough  in  conscience ! 


37  To  Amboyna?  so  1 might  be  pepper  d.]  Alluding  to  the  massacre  of  the  English  in  the 
settlement  of  Amboyna  in  the  East  Indies,  in  the  year  1622,  by  the  Dutch.  See  4 A True 
4 Relation  of  the  unjust,  cruel,  and  barbarous  Proceedings  against  the  English  at  Amboyna 
* in  the  East-Indies,  by  the  Netherlandish  Governor  there;’  4to.  Mr.  Drydcn  has  written 
a play  upon  this  event.*  ^R. 

18  — cannot 

. Endure  a cat,  sirrah  ?]  One  would  think  from  the  sequel,  that  cat  here  should  have 
been  frog : I have  known  several  changes  as  great  as  this.  Seward. 

. ,9  Til  make  you  run  division  on  that  or  e'er  / leave  you.]  The  neglect  of  measure  here  has 
made  the  editors  drop  a monosyllable  equally  necessary  to  the  sense.  What  is — run  diiaio* 
on  that  or  rVr— -It  is  an  answer  to  the  Clown  s roar,  Oh,  ho,  ho,  one  of  which  should  be  in- 
serted, which  just  completes  the  verse. 

I’ll  make  you  run  division  on  that  oh, 

Or  e’er  I leave  you. Seward. 

First  folio  exhibits,  that  o’s  ere  I leave  you;  we  have  therefore  altered  that  to  those. 

4 F<r 


For.  Well,  at  your  entreaty — Vanish ! 
Anti  now  I’ll  only  [Kretint  Hoys. 

Make  him  break  ins  neck  in  doing  a somer- 
sault, [ him. 

And  that’s  all  the  revenge  I menu  to  take  of 
Clown . Oh,  gentlemen,  [master 

What  a rogue  was  I to  belie  so  an  approv’d 
In  thf  noble  dark  science ! You  can  witness, 

T his  I did  only  to  spoil  his  practice,  and 
Deprive  vou  of  the  happiness  of  enjoying 
His  worthy  labours : rogue  that  1 was  to  do  it ! 
Fray,  sir,  forgive  me! 

For.  With  what  face  canst  thou 
Ask  it? 

Clown.  With  such  a face  as  I deserve, 
With  a hanging  look,  as  all  here  can  testify. 
For.  Well,  gentlemen,  that  you  may  per- 
ceive 

The  goodness  of  my  temper,  I will  entertain 
This  rogue  again,  in  hope  of  amendment; 

For  should  I turn  him  off,  he  would  be  bang’d. 
Clown.  You  may  read  that  in  this  foul  copy. 
For.  Only  with  this  promise; 

You  shall  ne’er  cozen  any  of  my  patients. 
Clown.  Never. 

For.  And  remember  henceforward, 

That  tbo*  I cannot  conjure,  lean  make  you 
Dance,  sirrah.  Go,  get  yourself  into 
The  cottage  again. 

' Enter  Ccsario. ' 

Clown.  I will  ne'er  more  dance  leap-frog. 
— Now 

I have  got  you  into  credit,  hold  it  up, 

And  cozen  them  in  abundance. 

For.  Oh,  rare  rascal!  [Exit  Clown. 

Ces.  How  now?  a Frank  ford  mart  herew? 
a mountebank 

And  his  worshipful  auditory  ? 

East.  They  art*  iny  guests,  sir. 
ft*.  A pox  upon  them ! shew  your  itig- 
gliug  tricks  in 
Some  other  room. 

Host.  And  why  not  here,  sir? 

Ces.  Hence, 

Or,  sirrah,  I shall  spoil  your  figure-flinging, 
And  all  their  radical  questions ! 

Unmcs.  Sir,  we  vanish.  [Exeunt. 

Manait  Host  ami  Cesar io. 

Host.  Signor  Cesario,  you  make  bold  with 
me, 

-^nd  somewhat  I must  tell  you  to  a degree  of 
111-manners:  they’re  my  guests,  and  men  I 
live  by, 

And  I would  know'  by  what  authority  you 
Command  thus  far? 

Cet.  By  my  interest  in 

lour  dmiiditr'r 


Host.  Interest,  do  you  call’t?  As  Iremein- 
I never  put  her  out  to  usury  [her. 

On  that  condition. 

Ccs.  Pray  thee  he  not  angry; 

Enter  Biancha  and  Hostess. 

I’m  come  to  make  thee  happy,  and  her  happy. 
.She’s  here : alas,  my  pretty  soul ! I’in  come 
To  give  assurance  that’s  beyond  thy  hope, 

Or  tliy  belief;  1 bring  repentance  'bout  me, 
And  satisfaction:  I will  marry  thee. 

Bian..  ila ! [tain’t 

Ces.  As  I live,  I will ; hut  do  not  enter- 
With  too  quick  an  apprehension  of  joy, 

For  that  may  hurt  thee ; I have  heard  some 
die  oPt. 

Bian.  Don’t  fear  me. 

Ces.  Then  thou  thiuk’st  I feign 
This  protestation?  1 will  instantly 
Before  these  testify  my  new  alliance, 
Contract  myself  unto  thee;  then  I hope 
We  may  he  more  private. 

Host.  Iiut  thou  shall  not,  sir; 

For  so  has  many  a maidenhead  been  lost, 

And  maoy  a bastard  gotten. 

Ccs,  Then  to  give  you 
The  best  of  any  assurance  in  the  w orld, 
Kntreat  thy  father  to  go  fetch  a priest. 

We  wiil*instantly  to  bed,  and  there  he  mar- 
ried. 

Bian.  Pride  hath  not  yet  forsaken  you,  I sec, 
Tho*  prosperity  has. 

Host.  Sir,  you’re  too  confident 
To  fashion  to  yourself  a dream  of  purchase, 
When  you’re  a beggar. 

Cet,  You  are  hold  with  me!  [down 

Hostess.  Do  we-  not  know  your  value  iscricd 
Fourscore  i’th*  hundred  r 

Biun.  Oh,  sir,  l did  love  you 
With  such  a fix’d. heart,  that  in  that  minute 
Wherein  you  slighted,  or  contemn’d  me  ra- 
ther, 

I took  a*  vow  to  obey  your  last  decree. 

And  never  more  look  up  at  any  hope 
Should  bring  me  comfort  that  way ; and  i ho* 
since 

Your  foster-mother,  and  the  fair  Clarissa, 
Have  in  the  way  of  marriage  despis’d  you. 
That  hath  not  any  way  bred  my  revenge, 

But  compassion  rather.  1 have  found  so  much 
Sorrow  in  the  way  to  a chaste  wedlock, 

That  here  I will  sit  down  and  never  wish 
To  come  to  th’ journey’s  end:  your  suit  to 
Henceforth  be  ever  silenc’d ! [»ue* 

Ces,  My  Biancha! 

Haste**.  Henceforward  pray  forbear  her 
and  my  house ! 

She’s  a poor  virtuous  wench;  yet  her  estate 
May  weigh  w ith  yours  in  a gold  balance. 


^ Frank  ford  mart .]  At  Frank  ford,  in  Germany,  two  famous  marts  or  fairs  were  held 
tery  year,  which  used  to  lx*  resorted  to, by  trading  people  and  others,  from  every  part  of 
urope:  one  was  kept  in  the  month  of  March,  the  other  in  September,  :uid  they  each  con- 
U JU*^  . rtecn  D happened  that  the  fatuous  Thomas  Coriat  was  thereat  the  autuiu- 

a,r» ,u  lbOU,  and  he  has  very  particularly  described  it  in  his  Crudities,  p.  561. 

YyS  Host 
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[Act  5. 


Host.  Yes,  and  her  birth  in  any  herald's 
In  Christendom.  folhce 

Hostess.  It  may  prove  so;  when  you’ll  say, 
You’ve  leap’d  a whiting.  [ Exeunt . 

Manet  Cesario.  Enter  Baptista  and  Men- 
tittle. 

Ces  How  far  am  I 
Grown  behind-hand  with  fortune! 

Bapt.  Here’s  Cesario. 

My  son,  sir,  is  to  morrow  to  be  married 
Unto  the  fair  Clarissa. 

Ces.  So! 

Mcnt.  We  hope 
You’ll  be  a guest  there. 

Ces.  No;  I will  not  grace 
Your  triumph  so  much. 

Bapt.  I’ll  not  tax  your  breeding, 

But  it  alters  not  your  birth,  sir;  fare  you  well! 

Ment.  Oh,  sir,  do  not  grieve  him; 

He  lias  too  much  affliction  already. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  a Sailor. 

Ces.  “Every  way  scorn’d  and  lost ! Shame 
follow  you ! 

For  I am  grown  most  miserable. 


Sailor.  Sir,  do  you  know 
A lady’s  son  in  town  here  they  call  Cesario? 
Ces.  There’s  none  such,  I assure  tliee. 
Sailor.  I was  told 
You  were  the  man. 

Ces.  What’s  that  to  thee? 

Sailor.  A pox  on’t ! 

You’re  melancholy;  will  you  drink,  sir? 

Ces.  With  whom? 

Sailor.  With  me,  sir;  despise  not  this 
pitch'd  canvas ! [Spanish 

The  time  was,  we  have  know  them  had  with 
Ducats.  I’ve  news  for  you. 

Ces.  For  me? 

Sailor.  Not  unless 

You’ll  drink:  we  are  like  our  sen  provision, 
Once  out  of  pickle,  we  require  abundance 
Of  drink.  I’ve  news  to  tell  you,  that  were 
you  prince, 

W ould  make  you  send  your  mandate 
To  lrnve  a thousand  bonfires  made  i’th’city, 
And  piss’d  out  again  with  nothing  but  Greek 
wine. 

Ces.  Come,  T will  drink  w ith  thee  howsoever. 
Sailor.  And  upon  these  terms  ! will  utter 
my  mind  to  you. 

[Erfurt. 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Albertos,  Prospero,  Juliana , and 
Sailors. 

Sailor.  Q HALL  we  bring  your  necessaries 
ashore,  my  lord  ? 

Alb.  Do  what  you  please ; I’m  land-sick 
worse  by  far 
Than  e’er  I was  at  sea. 

Pros.  Collect  yourself.  [friend, 

Alb.  Oh,  my  most  worthy  Prospcro,  my  best 
The  noble  favour  I receiv’d  from  thee, 

In  freeing  me  from  the  Turks,  I now  account 
Worse  than  my  death ; for  I shall  never  live 
To  make  requital. — What  do  you  attend  for? 
Sailor.  To  understand  your  pleasure. 

Alb.  They  do  mock  roc! — _ 

I do  protest  I have  no  kind  of  pleasure 
In  any  thing  i’lli*  world,  but  in  thy  friendship; 
I must  ever  except  that.  . 

Pros.  Pray  leave  him,  leave  him  ! 

[Exeunt  Sailors. 
Alb.  The  news  I beard  related  since  my 
landing, 

Of  the  division  of  my  family, 

How  is  it  possible  for  any  man 
To  bcar’t  with  a set  patience? 

Pros.  You  have  suffer’d,  [rows. 

Since  your  imprisonment,  more  weighty  sor- 
Alb.  Ay,  then  I was  a man  of  flesh  and 
blood; 

& 


Now  I’m  made  up  of  fire,  to  the  full  height 
Of  n deadly  calenture ! oh,  these  vile  women, 
That  are  so  ill  preservers  of  men’s  honours, 
They  cannot  govern  their  own  honesties ! 
That  I should  thirty  and  odd  winters  feed 
My  expectation  of  a noble  heir. 

And  by  a woman’ 3 falshood  find  him  now 
A fiction,  n mere  dream  of  what  he  was! 
And  yet  I love  him  still. 

Pros.  In  my  opinion 

The  sentence  on  this  trial,  from  the  duke 
Was  noble,  to  repair  Cesario**  loss 
With  th’  marriage  of  your  wife,  had  you  been 
dead. 

Alb.  By  your  favour,  but  it  was  not ! I con- 
ceive ’twas 

Disparagement  to  my  name,  to  have  toy 
widow  [liev’t. 

Match  with  a falconer’s  son : and  yet,  be- 
I love  the  youth  still,  and  much  pity  him. 

I do  remember,  at  my  going  to  sea. 

Upon  a quarrel,  and  a hurt  receiv’d 
From  young  Mentivole,  my  rage  so  far 
O’er-topt  my  nobler  temper,  1 gave  charge 
To  have  hi*  hand  cut  ofT;  which  since  I heard, 
And  to  my  comfort,  brave  Cesario 
Worthily  prevented. 

Pros.  And  ’twas  nobly  done. 

Alb.  Yet  the  revenge  for  this mtentofmine 
Hath  bred  much  slaughter  in  our  families; 

* And 
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Act  5.] 

And  yet  my  wife  (which  infinitely  moans 
me41) 

Intends  to  marry  my  sole  heir,  Clarissa, 

To  the  bead  branch  of  the  other  faction. 
Pros.  It  is  the  mean  to  work  reconcilement. 
Alb.  ’Tween  whom? 

Pros.  Yourself  und  the  worthy  Baptista. 
Alb.  Never.  [markable  friendship; 

Pros.  Oh,  you  have  been  of  n noble  and  re- 
And  J>y  this  match  'tis  generally  in  Florence 
Hop'd,  will  fully  lie  reconcil’d;  to  me 
T would  be  absolute  conteuL 
Jul.  And  to  myself; 

I have  main  interest  in  it. 

Alb.  Noble  sir, 

You  may  command  my  heart  to  break  for  yon, 
But  never  to  bend  that  way.  Poor  Cesario, 
When  thou  put’st  oil  thy  mournful  willow 
garland. 

Thy  enemy  shall  be  suited,  I do  vow, 

In  the  same  livery  ! My  Cesario, 

J.ov*d  as  my  foster-child,  tho’  not  my  son, 
Which  in  some  countries  formerly  not  bar- 
barous41, [art  lost, 

Was  the  name  held  most  affectionate ; thou 
Unfortunate  young  man  ! not  only  slighted 
Where  thou  receiv’dst  thy  breeding,  but 
since  scorn’d 

Pth*  way  of  marriage,  by  the  poor  Biancha, 
The  innkeeper’s  daughter. 

Pros.  I have  heard  of  tlmt  too; 

But  let  not  that  afflict  you  ! for  this  lady 
May  happily  deliver  at  more  leisure 
A circumstance  inay  draw  a fair  event, 
Better  than  you  can  hope  for.  For  this  pre- 
sent. 

We  must  leave  you,  and  shall  visit  you  again 
Within  these  two  hours. 

Enter  Cesario. 

Alb.  Ever  to  me  most  welcome! — 

Oh,  my  Cesario ! 

Ccx.  I tun  none  of  yours,  sir, 

So  ’tis  protested  ; and  I humbly  beg, 

Since  'tis  not  in  your  power  to  preserve  me 
Any  longer  in  a noble  course  or  life, 

Give  me  a worthy  death ! 

Alb.  The  youth  is  mad. 

Ces.  Nay,  sir,  I will  instruct  you  in  a way 
To  kill  ine  honourably. 

Alb.  That  were  most  strange.  [ploy’d 
Ces.  Pm  turning  pirate;  you  may  be  em- 
By  th*  duke  to  fetch  me  in,  and  in  a sea-fight 
Give  me  a noble  grave. 

* Alb.  Questionless  he's  mad ! 
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I would  give  any  doctor  a thousand  crown* 
To  free  him  from  this  sorrow. 

Ces.  Here’s  the  physician.  [S/tcaso  poniard. 
Alb.  Hold,  sir;  I did  say 
To  free  you  from  the  sorrow,  not  from  life. 
Ces.  Why,  life  and  sorrow  are  nnsepamble. 
Alb.  Be  comforted,  Cesario!  Mentivole 
Marry  Clarissa.  [shall  not 

Ces.  No,  sir;  ere  he  shall, 

I’ll  kill  him. 

Alb.  But  vou  forfeit  your  own  life  then. 
Ces.  Tliat’s  worth  nothing. 

Alb.  Cesario,  be  thyself ; be  mine,  Cesario ! 
Make  not  thyself  unctipable  of  that  portion 
I have  full  purpose  to  confer  upon  thee, 

By  falling  into  madness;  bear  thy  wrongs 
With  noble  patience,  the  afflicted's  friend. 
Which  ever  in  ail  actions  crowns  the  end ! 
Ces.  You've  well  uivak’d  me,  nay,  re- 
cover'd me 

Both  to  sense  and  full  life.  Oh,  moat  noble 
sir, 

Tho’  I have  lost  my  fortune,  and  lost  you 
For  n worthy  father;  yet  I will  not  lose 
My  former  virtue ; my  integrity 
Shall  not  yet  forsake  me : but  us  the  wild  ivr 
Spreads  and  thrives  better  in  some  piteui  > 
ruin 

Of  tower,  or  defac’d  temple,  than  it  does 
Planted  by  a new  building,  so  shall  I 
Make  my  adversity  my  instrument 
To  wind  me  up  into  a full  content. 

Alb.  Tis  worthily  resolv’d ! Our  first  ad- 
venture's 

To  stop  the  marriage : for  thy  other  losses, 
Practis’d  by  a woman's  malice,  but  accuuut 
them 

Like  conjurers’ winds,  rais'd  ton  fearful  blast. 
And  do  some  mischief,  but  do  never  last! 

[Kreunt* 

Enter  Foroboseo  and  Clown. 

Clown.  Now,  sir,  won’t  you  acknowledge 
that  I have 

Mightily  advanc’d  your  practice? 

For.  Tis  confess’d ; 

And  I will  make  thee  a great  man  for  it. 

C town.  I take  a course  to  do  that  myself,  for 
I drink  sack  in  abundance. 

For.  Oh,  my  rare  rascal ! 

We  must  remove. 

Clown.  Whither? 

For.  Any  whither; 

Europe’s  too  little  to  be  cozen’d  by  us: 

I am  ambitious  to  go  to  tlie  East-Indies, 


41  (Which  infinitely  moans  me).]  Moans  here  is  used  actively,  cause*  me  to  moan,  as 
ptevety  a word  of  the  like  import,  often  is;  but  perhaps  this  is  a single  instance  of  using 
moons  in  this  manner  ; for  which  reason  Mr.  Sympson  proposes  to  read,  moves  me.  Sewurd. 

41  Which  in  some  countries  formerly  were  barbarous , 

Was  a name  held  most  ajfectionatc.]  It  would  be  a poor  reason  for  Alberto* s love  of 
Cesario  as  a foster  child , because  barbarous  natious  held  adopted  children  in  the  most 
affectionate  esteem.  Neither  is  the  fact  true.  The  adoption  of  children  was  a thing  ex- 
tremely usual  in  ancient  Rome,  but  I don’t  at  least  remember  any  instance  of  it  recorded 
amongst  barbarians  Seward. 

Thou 


Digitized  by  Google 


350 


T1IE  FAIR  MAID  OF  THE  INN. 


Thou  and  I to  ride  upon  our  brace  of  ele- 
phant*. [England  again; 

Cloton.  And  for  my  part  I long  to  be  in 
You’ll  ne’er  get  so  much  as  in  England ; we 
Have  shifted  many  countries,  and  many 
names, 

Hut  trace  the  world  o’er,  you  shall  never  purse 
Up  so  much  gold  as  when  you  were  in  Eng- 
land; 

And  call’d  yourself  doctor  Lambstones. 

For.  It  was  [then 

An  attractive  name,  I confess;  women  were 
My  only  admirers. 

Clown.  And  all  their  visits  [injuries. 
W ere  cither  to  further  their  lust,  or  revenge 
For.  You  should  have  forty  iu  a morning 
belenguer  [first : 

My  closet,  and  strive  who  should  be  cozen’d 
TVIongst  fourscore  love-sick  waiting-women 
that  have  come  [should 

To  me  in  a morning,  to  learn  what  fortune 
Betide 'em  in  their  first  marriage,  I have  found 
’Bove  ninety-four  to've  lost  their  maiden- 
heads. 

Clown.  By  their  own  confession  ; 

But  I was  fain  to  be  your  male-midwife, 

And  work  it  out  of  them  by  circumstance. 
For.  I hou  wast ; and  yet  for  all  this  fre- 
quent resort 

Of  women,  and  thy  handling  of  their  urinals 
And  their  cases,  thou’rt  not  given  to  lechery; 
Wlmt  should  he  th’  reason  of  it?  Th* hast 
wholesome  flesh 

Enough  about  thee;  and  methinks  the  devil 
Should  tempt  thee  to  it. 

Clown.  What  need  lie  do  that  ? [others. 
When  he  makes  me  his  instrument  to  tempt 
For.  Thou  ennst  not  chuse  hut  utter  thy 
rare  good  parts  ? 

Thou  wast  an  excellent  bawd,  I acknowledge. 
Clown.  Well, 

And  w hat  I have  done  that  way — I’ll  spare  to 
speak 

Of  all  you  and  I have  done,  sir ; and  tho*  we 
should — 

For.  We  will  for  England,  that’s  for  certain. 
Clown.  We 

Shall  never  want  there. 

For.  Want?  their  court  of  wards 
Shall  want  money  first;  for  f profess  myself 
Lord  paramount  o’er  fools  and  mad  folks. 
Clown.  Do 

But  store  yourself  with  lies  enougli  against 
You  come  thither. 

For.  Why,  that  is  all 
The  familiarity  I ever  had  with  the  devil, 

My  gift  of  lying;  they  say  he’s  t!»e  father  of 
lies; 

And  tho’  I cannot  conjure,  yet  I profess 
Myself  to  be  one  of  his  poor  gossips.  I w ill 
Now  reveal  to  thee  a rare  piece  of  service. 


[Act  5. 

Clown.  What  is  it,  my  *nost  worshipful 
doctor  Lambstones  ? [sea, 

For.  There  is  a captain  come  lately  trora 
They  call  Prosper;  I saw  him  this  rooming, 
Thro’  a chink  of  wainscot  that  divides  my 
lodging  [and  hostess, 

And  the  host  of  the  house,  withdraw  my  host 
The  fair  Biauclia,  mid  an  ancient  gentlewoman, 
Into  their  bedchamber : 

I could  not  over-bear  their  conference, 

But  l saw  such  a mass  of  gold  and  jewels! 
And  when  lie  had  done  he  lock'd  it  up  into 
a c;isket.  [they’re  cone 

Great  joy  there  w as  amongst  them,  and  forth 
Into  the  city,  and  my  host  told  me  [turn 
At’sgoing  forth,  lie  thought  he  should  not  re- 
Till  after  supper:  now,  sir,  in  their  absence 
Will  we  fall  to  our  picklocks,  enter  the 
chamber,  [rence, 

Seize  the  jewels,  make  an  escape  from  Flo- 
And  we  are  made  tor  ever! 

Clown.  But  if  they 

•Should  go  to  a true  conjurdr,  and  fetch  us 
Back  in  a whirlwind  ? 

For.  Don’t  believe  there  is 
Any  such  fetch  in  astrology ! And  this  may  be 
A means  to  make  us  live  honest  hereafter. 
Cloun.  Tis 

But  an  ill  road  to’t,  that  lies  thro* 

The  highway  of  thieving. 

For.  For  indeed  I’m  weary  of  [give 
This  trade  of  fortune-telling,  and  mean  to 
All  over,  w hen  I come  into  England  ; for 
It  is  a very  ticklish  quality.  [thread. 

Clou  n.  And  in  the  end  will  hang  by  a twine 
For.  Besides,  the  island  has  too  many  of 
the  profession ; 

They  hinder  one  another's  market. 

Clown.  No,  no, 

The  pillory  hinders  their  market. 

For.  You  know  there 
The  juggling  captain. 

Cloun.  Ay ; there’s  a sure  cos’d ! 

For.  Only 

The  foreman  of  their  jury’s  dead  ; but  he 
Died  like  a Roman. 

Clown.  Else  ’tis  thought  he  liad 
Made  work  for  the  hangman. 

Fur.  And  the  very  Ball41 
Of  your  false  prophets,  he’s  quash'd  too. 

Clown.  He  did  [non* 

Measure  the  stars  with  a false  yard,  and  may 
Travel  to  Rome,  with  a mortar  on’s  head, 
to  see 

If  he  can  recover  his  money  that  way. 

For.  Come,  come, 

Let’s  fish  for  this  casket,  and  to  sea  presently ! 
Clown.  We  shall  never  reach  London,  1 
fear;  ray  mind 

Runs  so  much  of  hanging,  landing  nf  Wap- 
ping.  [Eieunt. 


4X  Ball.]  i.  e.  Baal.  The  juggling  captain  so  much  spoke  of  in  this  play,  as  a news- 
writer  and  conjurer,  Mr.  Sympson  takes  to  be  one  Banks,  whom  Ben  Jonson  ludicrously 
calls  the  English  Pythagoras.  Seward . 
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Enter  Hfvriiintt. 

Mar.  This  well  may  be  a day  of  joy  long- 
wish’d-for 

To  my  Clarissa;  she  is  innocent, 

Nor  can  her  vouth  but  witUau  open  bo>om 
Meet  Hymen's  pleasing  bounties:  but  to  me, 
That  am  environ’d  with  black  guilt  and  horror, 
It  does  appear  a funeral41:  tho*  promising 
much 

In  the  conception  were  bard  to  manage, 

Hut  sad  hi  the  event.  It  was  not  hate, 

But  fond  indulgence  in  me,  to  preserve 
Cesario’s  threaten’d  life,  in  open  court 
That  forc’d  me  to  disclaim  him,  chusing 
rather 

To  rob  him  of  his  birth-right,  and  honour, 
Than  sutler  him  to  run  the  hazard  of 
Enrag’d  Baptista’s  fury  : while  he  lives, 

I know  I have  a son  ; and  the  duke’s  sentence 
Awhile  deluded,  and  this  tempest  over. 
When  he  assures  himself  despair  hath  seiz’d 
him,  [A'/iocA:  within. 

Enter  Baptista . 

I can  reliev'e  and  raise  him. — Speak,  who  is  it 
That  presses  on  my  privacies? — Sir,  your 
pardon ! 

You  cannot  coine  unwelcome,  tho’  it  were 
To  read  my  secret  thoughts. 

Bapt.  Lady,  to  you 
Mine  shall  he  ever  open  : Indy,  said  I ? 

That  name  keeps  too  much  distance!  sister 
mther  [claim  it, 

I should  have  stil’d  you ; and  I now  may 
Since  our  divided  families  Rre  made  one 
By  this  bless’d  marriage ; to  who:»e  honour 
comes 

The  duke  in  person,  waited  on  Ly  nil 
The  braveries  of  bis  court,  to  witness  it, 

And  then  to  be  our  guests.  Is  the  bride  ready 
To  meet  and  entertain  him  ? 

Mur.  She  attends 
The  coming  of  your  son. 

Bapt.  Pray  you  bring  her  forth. 

The  duke’s  at  hand : music,  in  her  loud  voice, 
Speaks  his  arrival. 

Mar.  She’s  prepar’d  to  meet  it.  [ Exit . 

Enter  Mariana , Clarissa  led  by  tico  Maids  ; 
at  the  other  Door , Baptista  meets  with 
Mentivole  led  by  tuo  Courtiers ; the  Duke, 
Bishop  y and  divers  Attendants.  A Sungy 
whilst  they  salute. 


Duke.  It  were  impertinent  to  wish  you  joy. 
Since  all  joys  dwell  about  you;  Hyracn’i 
torch 

Was  never  lighted  with  a luckier  omen, 

Nor  burnt  with  so  much  splendor.  To  defer 
With  fruitless compliment  the  means  to  make 
Your  certain  pleasures  lawful  to  the  world, 
(Since  in  the  union  of  your  hearts  they  are 
Continu'd  already)  would  but  argue  us 
A boaster  of  our  favours : to  the  temple ! 
And  there  the  sacred  knot  once  tied,  all  tri- 
umphs [nuptials. 

Our  dukcdoin  can  afford  shall  grace  your 

Enter  Albertus  and  Cesario. 

Bapt.  On  there! 

Meat.  I hope  it  is  not  in  the  power 
Of  any  to  cross  us  now. 

Alb.  But,  in  the  breath 
Of  a wrong’d  father,  I forbid  the  banna ! 

Ces . What,  do  you  stand  at  gaze? 

Bapt.  H is’n  from  the  dead  ? 

Mur.  Altlio’  the  sea  had  vomited  up  the 
figure 

In  which  thy  better  part  liv’d  long  imprison’d. 
True  love  despising  tear,  runs  thus  to  meet  it. 
Clar.  In  duty  I kneel  to  it. 

Alb.  Hence,  vile  wretches! 

To  you  I am  a substance  incorporeal, 

Anu  not  to  he  profan’d  with  your  vile  touch, 
That  could  so  soon  forgetine;  butsucUthings 
Are  neither  worth  my  anger,  nor  reproof. 

To  you,  great  sir,  I turn  myself,  and  these 
Immediate  ministers  of  your  government; 
And  if  in  my  rude  language  I transgress. 
Ascribe  it  to  the  cold  remembrance  of 
My  services,  and  not  my  rugged  temper ! 
Duke.  Speak  freely;  be  thy  language  ne’er 
so  bitter, 

To  see  thee  safe,  Alberto,  signs  thy  pardon. 
Alb.  My  pardon?  lean  need  none,  if  it 
be  not 

Receiv’d  fo.-  an  offence;  I tamely  bear 
Wrongs,  w hich  a slave-born  Muscovite  would 
check  at. 

Why,  if  for  treason  I had  been  deliver’d 
Up  to  the  hangman’s  axe,  and  this  dead  truuk, 
Unworthy  of  a Christia'u  sepulchre, 

Expos'd  a prey  to  feed  the  ravenous  vulture, 
The  memory  of  the  m uch  I oft  did  for  you, 
(Had  you  but  any  touch  of  gratitude. 

Or  thought  of  my  deservings)  would  have 
stopp'd  you 

From  these  unjust  proceedings. 


45  Jt  does  appear  a funeral  i though  promising  much 
In  the  conception  were  hard  to  manage 

But  sad  in  the  crcn/.j  A whole  line  seems  to  have  been  lost  here  ; the  intention  of  the 
passage  may  he  easily  gathered.  ‘ Her  scheme,  which  promis’d  much  in  the  conception, 
* proved  bard  to  manage,  and  sad  in  the  event.*  1 shall  not  venture  tny  conjecture  iuto  the 
text,  but  propose  it  as  the  best  that  yet  occurs : 

It  does  appear  a funeral,  illy  design , 

Tho’ prom  sing  much  in  t!»c  conception, 

Was  fur  too  hard  to  manage,  and  doth  prove 

But  sad  in  the  event : it  was  not  hate,  &c.  Sexcard. 

Duke. 
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Duke.  Hear  the  motives, 

That  did  induce  us. 

Alb.  I have  heard  them  all;  [abus’d. 
Your  highness*  sentence,  the  whole  court 
By  th*  perjuries  and  practice  of  this  woman ; 
(W rapes t thou44, crocodile?) my  hopeful  son, 
Whom  I dare  swear  mine  own,  degraded  of 
The  honours  that  descend  to  him  Iron*  me ; 
And  from  that,  in  his  love  scorn’d  by  a crea- 
ture [beauty, 

Whose  base  birth,  tho’  made  eminent  by  her 
Might  well  liave  mark’d  her  out  Cesurio’s 
servant ! 

All  this  I could  have  pardon’d  and  forgot: 
But  that  my  daughter,  with  my  whole  estate 
(So  hardly  purchas’d),  is  assign’d  a dower, 
To  oue  whose  father  and  whose  family 
I so  detest,  that  I would  lose  my  essence, 
And  be  transformed  to  a basilisk 
ToTook  them  dead,  to  me’s  an  injury 
Admits  no  satisfaction ! 

Bapt.  There’s  none  offer’d. 

Alb.  Nor  would  it  be  accepted,  tho*  upon 
Thy  knees  ’twere  tender’d. 

Mar.  Now  the  storm  grows  high. 

Bapt.  But  that  I thought  thee  dead,  and 
in  thy  death 

The  briny  ocean  had  entomb’d  thy  name, 

I would  have  sought  a wife  in  a bordello 
For  n»y  Mcntivoie,  and  gladly  bugg’d 
Her  spurious  issue  as  my  lawful  nephews, 
Before  his  blood  slwuid  e’er  have  mix’d  with 
So  much  I scorn  it.  [thine; 

Alb.  I’ll  not  baudy  words ; 

But  thus  dissolve  the  contract. 

Bapt.  There  I meet  thee ; 

And  seize  on  what’s  mine  own. 

Alb.  For  all  my  service,  [wretch, 

Great  sir,  grant  me  the  coinbnt  with  tiiis 
That  I may  scourge  his  insolence  ! 

Bapt.  I kneel  for  it. 

Ces.  And  to  approve  myself  Alberto’s  son, 
HI  be  his  second  upon  any  odds, 

’Gainst  him  tlmtdare  most  of  Buptista’s  race. 

Merit.  Already  upon  honourable  terms. 

In  me  th’  hast  met  thy  better;  for  her  sake 
I'll  add  no  more. 

Alb.  Sir,  let  our  swords  decide  it! 

Mar.  Oh,  stay,  sir;  aud  as  you  w ould  hold 
the  title 

Of  a just  prince,  ere  yuu  grant  licence  to 
These  mailmen's  fury,  lend  your  private  ear 
To  the  most  distress’d  of  women  ! 

Duke.  Speak  ; 'tis  granted. 

[He  takes  Mar.  aside. 
Clar.  In  tl>e  mean  time,  let  not  Clarissa  be 
A patient  looker-on!  Tho'  as  yet  doubtful 


[Act  i. 

To  whom  to  bend  her  knee  first,  yet  to  all 
I stoop  thus  low  in  duty,  and  would  wash 
The  dust  of  fury,  with  my  virgin  tears, 

From  his  blcss’d  feet45,  and  make  them  beau- 
tiful, 

That  would  move  to  conditions  of  peace, 
Tho’  with  a snail-like  puce;  they  all  ore 
wing’d 

To  bear  you  to  destruction  ! Reverend  sirs, 
Think  on  your  ancient  friendship,  cemented 
With  so  much  blood,  but  shed  iu  noble  action, 
Divided  now  in  passion  for  a brawl 
The  makers  blush  to  own!  Much-lov’d  Ce- 
sario, 

Brotlier,  or  friend,  (each  title  may  prevail) 
Remember  with  what  tenderness  from  our 
childhood 

We*  lov’d  together,  you  preferring  me 
Before  yourself,' and  I so  food  of  you. 

That  it  begot  suspicion  in  ill  minds. 

That  our  affection  was  incestuous  : 

Think  of  that  happy  time,  in  which  I know 
That  w ith  your  dearest  blood  you  bad  pre- 
vented 

This  shower  of  tears  from  me  ! Mentivolc, 
My  husband,  register'd  in  that  bright  star- 
chamber, 

Tho’  now  on  earth  made  strangers,  be  the 
example ! 

And  offer  in  one  hand  the  peaceful  olive 
Of  concord;  or,  if  that  can  be  denied, 

By  powerful  intercession,  in  the  other 
Carry  the  Hennioii  rod,  and  force  atonement! 
Now  wc  will  not  be  all  marble;  death’s  die 
worst  then. 

And  he  shall  be  my  bridegroom. 

[Offers  to  kilt  herself. 
A lent.  Hold,  Clarissa  ! 

This  loving  violence  I needs  must  offer : 

In  spite  of  honour46 — 

[He  snatches  array  her  knife , and  sets  it 
to  his  own  breast  ; she  stays  his  hated. 
Duke.  Was  it  to  that  end  then? 

On  your  religion? 

Mar.  And  my  hope  in  Heaven,  sir! 
Duke.  We  then  will  leave  entreaties,  and 
make  use 

Of  our  authority.  Must  I cry  aim47 
To  this  unheard-ofiusolencc?  in  my  presence 
To  draw  your  swords,  aud,  as  all  reverence 
That's  due  to  majesty  were  forfeited, 
Cherish  this  wilduess?  Sheath  them  instantly^ 
Aud  shew  an  alteration  in  your  looks; 

Or,  by  my  power — 

Alb.  Cut  off  my  head! 

Bapt.  And  mine! 

Rather  than  hear  of  peace  with  this  bad  man, 


44  Weepest  Mom.]  Corrected  by  Seward. 

45  From  his  bles*d feet,  and  make  them  beautiful,  Ac*]  The  image  in  this  line  seems  built 
on  a passage  in  scripture:  4 How  beautiful  are  the  feel  of  him  tlmt  bringtth  glad  tidings!’ 
The  similarity  o\'  expression,  as  well  as  sentiment,  strongly  denotes  imitation. 

46  Mem.  Hold , Clarissa,  his  laving  violence  needs  must 

Offer  in.  spite  of  honour Former  editions.  Seward. 

47  Must  i cry  aim.]  See  note  71  on  the  False  One. 
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Act  5.] 

I’ll  not  alone  give  up  ray  throat,  but  suffer 
Your  R»ge  to  reach  my  family. 

Enter  Vrosptro , Juliana , and  Biancha. 
Alb,  And  my  name 
To  be  no  more  remember’d. 

Duke.  What  are  these? 
lies.  Biancha?  ’tis  Iimnchn,  still  Biancha! 
But  strangely  alter’d. 

Bapt.  If’  that  thirteen  years 
Of  absence  could  raze  from  my  memory 
The  figure  of  my  friend,  I might  forget  thee; 
But  if  thy  image  he  graven  on  my  heart, 
Tbou  art  my  Prospero. 

Pros.  Thou  my  Baptists. 

Duke.  A sudden  chance  ! 

Bant.  I dare  not  ask,  dear  friend, 

If  Juliana  live;  for  that’s  a blessing 
I am  unworthy  of!  but  yet  deny  not  [happy, 
To  let  me  know  the  place  she  hath  made 
By  having  there  her  sepulchre. 

Pros.  If  your  highness 
Please  to  vouchsafe  a patient  ear,  we  shall 
Make  a true  relation  of  a story 
That  shall  call  on  your  wonder. 

Duke.  S|K.»ah  ; we  hear  you.  [court, 
Pros.  Biiptisla's  fortune  in  the  Genoa 
His  banishment,  with  his  fair  wife's  restraint. 
You  are  a« quoin  ted  with  ; what  since  hath 
follow’d 

I faithfully  will  deliver.  Ere  eight  moons 
After  Baptista’s  absence  were  complete, 

Fair  Juliana  found  tlie  pleasures  that 
They  had  enjoy’d  together,  were  not  barren. 
And,  blushing  at  the  burden  of  her  womb, 
No  father  near  to  own  it,  it  drew  on 
A violent  sickness,  which  call’d  down  com- 
passion [health, 

From  the  angry  duke;  then,  careful  of  her 
Physicians  were  enquir’d  of,  and  their  judg- 
ment 

Prescrib’d  the  baths  of  Lucca  as  a moons 
For  her  recovery : to  my  charge  it  pleas’d  her 
To  be  committed ; hut  ”8  on  the  way 
We  journied,  those  tnroes,  only  known  to 
women, 

Came  thick  o*on  her:  in  a private  village- 
Bapt.  She  died  ? .[world 

Pros.  Have  patience!  She  brought  to  the 
A hopeful  daughter:  for  her  body’s  sickness. 
It  soon  decay’d;  but  the  grief  of  her  mind 
Hourly  cucreas’H,  and  life  grew  tedious  to  her; 
And,  desperate  e’er  to  see  you,  she  enjoin'd  me 
To  place  her  in  u Greek ish  monastery, 

Ami  to  my  care  gave  up  her  pretty  daughter. 


Bapt.  What  monastery?  as  a pilgrim  bare- 
I’ll  search  it  out.  [loot 

Pros.  Fray  you,  interrupt  roe  not. 

Now  to  my  fortunes ! The  girl  well  dispos’d  of 
With  a faithful  friend  of  mine,  my  cruel  fate 
Made  me  a prisoner  to  the  Turkish  . ies, 
Where  for  twelve  years  tliese  bauds  tugg'd 
at  the  oar; 

But  fortune  tir’d  at  length  with  my  afflictions. 
Some  ships  of  Malta  met  the  Ottoman  fleet. 
Charg'd  them,  and  boarded  them,  and  gave 
me  freedom. 

With  my  deliverers  I serv’d,  and  got 
Such  reputation  with  the  Great-Master, 

That  he  gave  me  command  over  a tall 
And  lusty  ship,  where  my  first  happy  service 
Was  to  redeem  Alberto,  rumour’d  dead. 

But  was,  like  me,  surpriz’d  by  Coriugogly. 
Alb.  1 would  1 had  died  there! 

Prut.  And  from  him  learning  * 

Baptista  liv’d,  and  their  dissolved  friendship, 
l hois’d  up  sails  for  Greece,  found  Juliana 
A votary  at  her  beads : having  made  known 
Both  that  you  liv’d,  and  where  you  were,  she 
borrow’d 

So  much  from  her  devotion,  as  to  wish  me 
To  bring  her  to  you.  I f the  object  please  you, 
With  joy  receive  her! 

Bapt.  Rage,  and  fury,  leave  me  ! 

[ Throas  array  his  sword. 
I am  so  full  of  happiness,  there’s  no  room  left 
To  entertain  you.  Oh,  my  long-lost  jewel, 
Light  of  mine  eyes,  my  soul’s  strength  I 
Jul.  My  best  lord!  [fright  me. 

Having  embrac’d  you  thus,  death  canuot 
Bapt.  Live  long  to  do  so,  tho’  1 should  hi 
here! — 

Pardon  me48,  Prospero,  tho’  I enquire 
My  daughter’s  fortune! 

Pros.  That  your  luippiness 
Mat  he  at  all  parts  perfect,  here  she  is! 
trs.  Biancha  daughter  to  a princess  ? 
Pros.  "True. 

W i*  my  faithful  Host  I left  her,  and  with  him 
'Till  now  she  lath  resided,  ignorant 
Bolh  of  her  birth  and  greatness. 

Bapt.  Oh,  my  blest  one! 

Joy  upon  joy  o’erw helms  me ! 

Duke.  Above  wonder!  [story 

Alb.  I do  begin  to  melt  too;  this  strange 
Works  much  upon  me. 

Duke.  Since  it  hath  pleas’d  Ilenv’n 
To  grace  us  with  this  miracle,  I that  am 
lieav’n’s  instrument  here,  determine  lims: 
Alberto, 


4S  Pardon  me , Prospero , tho  J enquire  ] I see  no  reason  for  asking  Prospero's  pardon  for 
enquiring  after  his  daughter;  he  might  think  Juliana  might  expect  to  engross  his  whole 
thoughts,  and  would  therefore  naturally  ask  her  pardon  for  taking  them  from  her;  especially 
as  he  had  just  before  said,  that  he  could  even  hx  himself  for  ever  to  ilie  spot  where  she  stood. 
I therefore  put  into  the  text  what  seems  a more  natural  reading.  Betcard. 

Seward  reads, 

But  pardon  me.  tho’  of  Prospero  I enquire; 

hut  surely  there  is  no  impropriety  in  civilly  desiring  pardon  for  the  request  of  (increasing  so 
long  a story. 
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Be  not  unthankful  for  the  blessings  shewn 
you, 

Nor  you,  Baptista!  Discord  was  yet  never 
A welcome  sacrifice;  therefore,  rage  laid  by, 
Embrace  as  friends,  and  let  pass’d  difference 
Be  as  a dream  forgotten ! 

Bapt.  Tis  to  me. 

Alb.  And  me;  I thus  confirm  it. 

Duke.  And  to  tie  it 

In  bonds  not  to  be  broken,  with  the  marriage 
Of  young  Mentivole  and  fair  Clarissa, 

So  you  consent,  great  lady,  your  Biancha 
Shall  call  Cesario  husband. 

Jul.  *Tis  a motion 
I gladly  yield  to. 

Ces.  One  in  which  you  make 
A sad  man  happy.  [0/fcri  *°  kneel. 

Bum.  Kneel  not!  nil  forgiven. 

Duke.  Wi’  th’  duke  your  uncle  I will  make 
And  will  have  no  denial.  [atonement, 

Enter  Host , Forobosco,  Clown,  and  Officers. 

Mar.  Let  this  day 
Be  still  held  sacred  ! 

Host.  Now  if  you  can  conjure. 

Let  the  devil  unbind  you. 

For.  We  are  both  undone  ! 

Clou  n.  Already  we  feel  it. 

Most.  Justice,  sir! 

Duke.  W’  hat  are  they  ? [the  gallies 

Pros.  I can  resolve  vou ; slaves  freed  from 
By,  the  viceroy  of  Sicilia. 

Duke.  What’s  their  offence?  [jewels; 
Host.  The  robbing  me  of  all  my  plate  and 
3 mean,  the  attempting  of  it. 

Clou  n.  Flease  your  grace, 

111  now  discover  this  varlet  in  earnest; 

This  honest  pestilent  rogue  profess’d  the  art 
Of  conjuring;  but  all  the  skill  that  e’er 


He  had  in  the  black  art,  was  in  making 
A sea-coal  fire;  only  with  wearing 
Strange  shapes,  he  begot  admiration 
’Mongst  fools  and  women. 

For.  Wilt  thou  peach,  thou  varlet  ? 

Duke.  Why  docs  be  goggle  with  his  eyes, 
and  stalk  so  ? 

Clown.  This  is  one  of  his  magical  raptures. 
For.  I do  vilify49 

Your  censure ! You  demand,  if  I am  guilty; 
Whir— says  ray  cloak,  by  a trick  of  legerde- 
main ! 

Now  I’m  not  guilty;  I am  guarded  with 
Innocence,. pure  silver  lace,  I assure  you. 
Clown.  Thus  have  1 read  to  you  your  vir- 
tues, which  [of. 

Notwitlistandingl  would  not  have  you  proud 
For.  Out,  thou  concealment  of  tallow,  and 
counterfeit  mummy! 

Duke.  To  th’  gallies  with  them  both ! 
Clown.  The  only  sea-physic 
For  a knave,  is  to  be  basted  in  a galley. 

With  the  oil  of  a bull’s  pizzle. 

For.  And  will  not  you  [I  hope 

Make  a sour  face  at  the  same  sauce,  sirran? 
To  find  thee  so  lean  in  one  fortnight,  thou 
Mayst  be  drawn  by  the  ears  thro’  the  hoop 
of  a firkin.  [to  the  gallies ! 

Duka.  Divide  them,  and  away  with  them 
Clown.  This  will  take  down  your  pride, 
Duke.  This  day,  [juggk*'- 

That  hath  giv’n  birth  to  blessings  beyond  hope, 
"Admits  no  criminal  sentence.  To  the  temple. 
And  there  with  humbleness,  praise  Heaven’s 
bounties!  [when 

For  blessings  ne’er  descend  from  thence,  but 
A sacrifice  in  thanks  ascends  from  men. 

[Exeunt  armies. 


49  Vilify i.  c.  Hold  cheap . 
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This  Play  seems  to  be  the  acknowledged  production  of  both  Writers.  It  was  first  printed 
in  quarto,  1625;  but  has  not  been  altered,  that  we  can  discover,  or  acted,  many  years. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Men! 

Chub. 

Leontius,  the  old  Duke  of  Lycia. 
Leucippus,  Son  to  the  Duke. 

Ismenus,  Nephew  to  the  Duke. 

Telamon,  « Lycian  Lord. 

Dorialus,'! 

Agenor,  > Courtiers. 

Nisbs,  j 

Timaxtus,  a villainous  Sycophant. 

'/oil is,  Leucippus’s  Dwarf. 

Niio,  sent  in  commission  to  pull  down  Cupid* s 
Images. 


Priest  to  Cupid. 

Four  voting  Men  and  Maids. 
Four  Citizens. 

Women. 

Hidaspes,  Daughter  to  the  Duke . 

Cleopbila,  | Aer  Attendants. 
Hero,  J 
Bacha,  o Strumpet. 

Urania,  her  Daughter. 

Bacha’s  Maid. 

Urania's  Maid. 

Servants  and  Attendants. 


ACT  I. 


Enter  Doriulus , Agenor , and  Nisus* 
Agenor.  THRUST  me,  my  lord  Dorialus,  I 
had  miss’d  of  this,  if  you  had 
not  call’d  me  ; I thought  the  princess’s  birtb- 
day  had  been  to-morrow. 

Nisus.  Why,  did  your  lordship  sleep  out 
the  day  ? 

Dor.  1 marvel  what  the  duke  meant  to 
make  such  an  idle  vow? 

Nisus.  Idle?  why? 

Dor.  Is’t  not  idle,  to  swear  to  grant  his 
daughter  any  thing  she  shall  ask  on  her 
birth-day  ? she  may  ask  an  impossible  thing  ; 
and  I pray  Heav’n  slie  do  not  ask  an  unfit 
thing,  at  one  titne  or  other:  ’tis  dangerous 
trusting  a man’s  vow  upon  the  discretion  of 
his  daughter. 

Age.  I wonder  most  at  the  marquis  her 
brother,  who  is  always  vehemently  forward 
to  have  her  desires  granted. 


Dor.  lie’s  acquainted  with  ’em  before. 
Age.  She’s  doubtless  very  chaste  and  vir* 
tuous. 

Dor.  So  is  Leucippus  her  brother^. 

Nisus.  She’s  twenty  years  old ; I wonder 
She  ask  not  a husband.  [refus’d 

Dor.  That  were  a folly  in  her,  having 
All  the  ercat  princes  in  one  part  of  the  world ; 
She'll  die  a maid. 

Age.  She  may  ask  but  once,  may  she  ? 
Nisus.  A hundred  times  this  day,  ll  she  will; 
And,  indeed,  every  day  is  9uch  a day;  for  tho’ 
The  duke  has  vow’d  it  only  on  this  day. 

He  keeps  it  every  day ; he  can  deny 
Her  nothing. 

Cornets.  Enter  Hidaspes , Isucippus,  Leon- 
tius, Tiwuntus,  and  Telamon. 

Ison.  Come,  fair  Hidaspes!  thou  art 
duchess  to-day.  ^ [oath 

Art  thou  prepar'd  to  ask  ? thou  know’st  my 
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Will  force  performance.  Anri,  Leucippus,  if 
She  now  ask  aught  that  shall  or  would  have 
performance 

After  my  death,  when  by  the  help  of  Heav’n 
This  land  is  thine,  accursed  be  thy  race, 

IV!  ay  every  one  forget  thou  art  my  son, 

Ami  so  their  own  obedience — 

Leuc.  Mighty  sir, 

I  do  not  wish  to  know  that  fatal  boor, 

That  is  to  make  me  king  : but  if  I do, 

J shall  most  heartily,  (ami  like  a son) 
Perform  your  grants  to  all,  chiefly  to  her. — 
Remember  that  you  ask  what  we  agreed 
ttpou. 

Ison.  Are  you  prepar’d  ? tlfcn  speak. 

Hid.  Most  rovjil  sir, 

J am  prepar’d,  nor  shall  my  will  exceed 
A virgin’s  bounds;  what  I request  shall  both 
At  once  bring  me  a full  content1. 

Ison.  So't  ev  er  does. 

Thou  only  comfort  of  my  feeble  ace. 

Make  known  thy  good  desire ! for  1 dare  swear 
Thou  lov'st  me. 

Hid.  This  is  it  I beg. 

And  on  my  knees:  the  people  of  your  land, 
The  Lychnis,  are,  thro’  all  the  nations 
That  know  their  name,  noted  to  have  in  use 
A vain  and  fruitless  superstition  ; 

So  much  more  hateful,  that  it  hears  the  show 
Of  true  religion,  and  is  nothing  else 
But  a self-pleasing  hold  lasciviousness. 

Jjeon.  V\  hat  is  it  ? 

Hid . Many  ages  before  this. 

When  every  man  got  to  himself  a trade. 

Ami  was  laborious  in  that  chosen  course, 
Hating  an  idle  life  far  worse  than  death, 
.Some  one  that  gave  himself  to  wine  ami  sloth, 
Y\  hich  breed  lascivious  thoughts,  and  found 
himself 

Contemn’d  for  that  by  every  painful  man2, 
To  take  liis  stain  away,  fram’d  to  himself 
A god,  w hom  he  pretended  to  obey. 

In  being  thus  dishonest;  for  a name 
lie  cull’d  him  Cupid.  This  created  god 


(Man’s  nature  being  ever  credulous 
Of  any  vice  that  takes  part  with  his  blood) 
Had  ready  followers  enow  ; and  since 
In  every  age  they  grew,  especially 
Amongst  your  subjects,  who  do  yet  remaia 
Adorers  of  that  drow  sy  deity. 

Which  drink  inventea  ; arid  the  winged  hoy 
(For  so  they  call  him)  has  his  sacrifices1, 
And  these  loose  naked  statues  thro’  the  land, 
In  every  village;  nay  the  palace’ self 
Is  not  free  from  ’em.  This  is  my  request, 
That  these  erected  obscene  images  [man 
May  be  pluck’d  dow  n and  burnt,  and  every 
That  others  to  ’em  any  sacrifice 
May  lose  his  life. 

Leon.  Hut  be  advis’d, 

My  fairest  daughter!  it* he  be  a god, 

He  will  express  it  upon  thee,  my  child; 
Which  Heaven  avert! 

Leuc . There  is  no  such  power ; 

Hut  the  opinion  of  him  tills  the  land 
With  lustful  sins:  every  young  man  and  maid, 
That  feel  the  least  desire  to  one  anotlier, 
Dare  not  suppress  it,  for  they  think  it  is 
Hlind  Cupid’s  motion;  and  he  is  a god l 
Leon.  This  makes  our  youth  unchaste : I 
am  resolv’d. 

Nephew  Isinenus,  break  the  statues  down 
Here  in  the  palace,  and  command  the  city 
To  do  the  like : let  proclamations 
He  drawn,  and  hastily  sent  thro'  the  land, 
To  the  same  purpose  ! 

lam.  .Sir,  I’ll  break  down  none 
Myself,  hut  I’ll  deliver  your  command: 
Hand  I'll  have  none  iu’t,  for  l like  it  not. 
Json.  Go,  and  command  it. — L’ieaswe  of 
my  life,  [sand  suits , 

Would  St  thou  audit  else?  Make  many  Uwu- 
The  v must  and  shall  be  granted. 

Hid.  Nothing  else.  ' [E.ri{  Ismems. 
J eon.  Hut  go  and  meditate  ou  other  suits 
I Some  six  days  hence  I'll  give  thee  audience 
again, 

I And,  by  a new  oath,  bind  myself  to  keep  it* 


* What  1 request  shall  h*)th 

At  once  bring;  me  a full  content. j.  From  the  answer  of  Leontius , k is  plain  some  worth 
arc  dropt  here,  signifying  that  her  request  shall  content  her  father  as  well  ns  herself. 

2 And  found  himself  conjoin’d 

j For  that  by  even/  puiuful  man.]  I know  no  meaning  of  the  word  conjoin'd  that  will  suit 
the  context,  condemn  d is  the  natural  word.  Our  poets’  scheme  in  tins  play  (which  ha* 
many  excellent  things  in  it)  seems  to  me  quite  amazing.  That  this  just  speech  should  be 
esteemed  such  an  net  of  real  impiety,  ns  to  receive  the  most  shocking  punishment  ending  iu 
the  murder  and  utter  extirpation  of  the  whole  family,  is  surely  a strange  outrage  on  poetical 
justice,  as  well  as  on  all  the  circle  of  moral  virtues.  I find  Mr.  Theobald  has  prevented  me 
in  the  correction  above,  and  i\lr.  Sy  nip  son  has  since  sent  me  ids  reading,  contemn'd.  £ kttartL 

The  next  line  rather  warrants  contemn'd  than  condemn’d. 

3 and  the  winged  boy, 

( For  so  they  call  him)  has  his  sacrifices. 

These  loose  nuked  statues  through  the  land, 

And  in  ercry  village , nay  the  palace. 

Is  not  J fee from  ’em. — ] Here  are  certainly  deficiencies  both  in  measure  and  sense:  die 
change  of  points,  the  removal  ot  the  and  from  the  beginning  of  one  line  to  the  line  above  it, 
and  the  addition  of  a particle  that  adds  strength  to  the  sentiment,  seems  the  most  probable 
method  of  restoring  the  original.  tku  urd. 

Ask 
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Ask  largely  for  thyself : dearer  than  life, 

In  whom  1 may  be  bold  to  call  myself 
More  fortunate  than  any  in  my  age, 

I will  deny  thee  nothing ! 

Leuc.  Twas  well  done,  sister. 

[ Exeunt  alt  but  the  three  Lords. 
Nisus.  How  like  you  this  request,  luv  lord? 
Dor.  I know  not  yet,  I am  so  full  of  won- 
We  shall  be  gods  ourselves  shortly,  [der ! 
An  we  pull  ’em  outofHeav’n  o’  this  fashion.  ! 
Age.  We  shall  have  wenches  now  when  we 
cau  catch  ’em, 

An  we  transgress  thus. 

Nisus.  An  we  abuse  the  gods  once, 

'Tis  a justice  we  should  be  held  at  hard  meat. 
For  my  part, 

I'll  e’en  make  ready  for  mine  own  affection ; 

I know  the  god  incens’d  must  send  a hardness 
Thro’  all  good  women’s  hearts,  and  tlien  we 
have  [market: 

Brought  our  eggs  and  muscadine  to  a fair 
’Would  I had  given  an  hundred  pound  for  a 
toleration,  [own  house! 

That  I might  hut  use  my  conscience  in  mine 
Dor.  The  duke,  he’s  old  and  past  it;  he 
would  never  [else;  Tis  worse 

Have  brought  such  a plague  upon  the  land 
Than  sword  and  famine!  Yet,  to  say  truth. 
We  have  deserv'd  it,  we  have  liv’d  so  wick- 
edly, 

Every  man  at  his  livery;  and  ’would  that 
Would  have  suthced  us  ! we  murmur’d  at 
This  blessing,  that  was  nothing;  and  cried 
out  [and 

To  th'  god  for  endless  pleasures:  he  heard  us, 
Supplied  us,  and  our  women  were  new  still, 
As  we  needed  ’em ; yet  we,  like  beasts, 

Still  cried,  ‘ Poor  men  can  number  their 
whores4;  give  us 

* Abundance !’  we  had  it,  and  this  curse 
withal.  [Lent  on’t ; 

Age.  By'f  lady,  we  are  like  to  have  a long 
Flesh  shall  be  flesh  now ! Gentlemen,  I had 
rather ' [gunner. 

Have  anger’d  all  the  gods  tlmn  that  blind 
I remember,  once  the  people  did  but  slight 
him. 

Inn  sacrifice,  and  what  follow’d  ? women  kept 
Their  houses,  aud  grew  good  huswives,  ho- 
nest forsooth ! [nay. 

Was  not  that  flue?  wore  their  own  faces*, 


They  let  us  wear  gay  cloaths  without  survey- 
ing: and,  [husbands. 

Which  was  most  lamentable,  they  lov’d  their 
Nisus.  I do  remember  it  to  my  grief,  young 
maids 

Were  as  cold- as  cucumbers-,  and  much  of  that 
Complexion;  bawds  were  abolish’d;  and  (to 
which  [cuckolds. 

Misery  it  must  come  again)  there  were  no 
Well,  we’d  need  pray  to  keep  these  devils 
from  us;  [Lord  I 

The  times  grow  mischievous. — There  he  goes  I 

Enter  one  with  an  Image. 

This  is  a sacrilege  I have  not  heard  of! 
’Would  I were  gelt,  that  I might  not  feel  what 
follows!  [few  years. 

Age.  And  I toe.  You  shall  see  within  thesu 
A tine  confusion  i’  th’  country  ; mark  it! 

Nay,  an  we  grow  for  to  depose  the  powers. 
And  set  up  Chastity  again. — Well,  I have 
done ! 

A fine  new  goddess  certainly,  whose  blessings 
Are  hunger  and  hard  beds! 

Nisus.  This  comes  of  fullness, 

A sin  too  frequent  with  us;  I believe  now 
We  shall  find  shorter  commons. 

Dor.  ’Would  I were  married ! somewhat 
has  some  favour; 

The  race  of  gentry  will  quite  run  out  now, 
Tis  duly  left  to  husbands;  if  younger  sisters 
Take  not  the  greater  charity,  Tis  lawful. 

Age.  Well,  let  come  what  will  come,  I am 
but  one. 

And  as  the  plague  hills,  I will  shape  myself: 
If  women  will  be  honest,  I’ll  be  sound. 

If  the  god  be  not  too  unmerciful. 

I’ll  take  a little  still,  where  I can  get  it, 

Ami  thank  him,  and  say  nothing. 

Nisus.  This  ill  wind  yet  may  blow  the  city 
good,  [dren. 

And  let  them  (if  they  can)  get  their  own  cliil- 
They  have  hung  long  enough  in  doubt : but, 
howsoever,  [’em. 

The  old  way  was  the  surer;  then  they  had 
Dor.  Farewell,  my  lords!  I’ll  e’en  take  up 
what  rent 

I can  before  the  day;  I fear  the  year 
Will  fall  out  ill. 

Age.  VVe’ll  with  you,  sir.  And,  Love,  so 
favour  us,  x 


5 Poor  men  can  number  their  woers]  Wooers  for  mistresses  is  uncommon,  but  a word  very 
near  it  is  quite  suitaLle  to  the  character  of  the  speaker,  whores.  After  I had  inserted  this 
in  ti»e  text,  I found  in  Mr.  Theobald’s  margin  another  conjecture,  weathers  for  woers,  with  a 
Latin  quotation,  Pauperis  est  numerare  pec  us , as  a proof  of  it.  But  ray  conjecture  is  much 
nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters,  us  well  :is  a more  natural  expression ; tor  weathers  being  of 
the  masculine  gender,  will  never  suit  this  place,  though  pccus  might.  .'ieuard. 

i Wore  their  own  faces, 

■ Tho ’ they  wear  gay  cloaths  without  surveying , 

And  which  was  most  lumtu  table. 

They  lovd  their  husbands .]  The  reader  will  find  the  metre  here  easily  restored,  but  the 
sense,  which  seems  quite  lost  in  the  second  line,  is  not  so  readily  recovered.  The  only  con- 
jecture that  seems  tolerable  is  what  I venture  into  the  text  with  great  diffidence,  but  the 
reader  had  better  have  even  a false  reading  with  sense,  than  one  without  it.  Seward. 
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As  we  arc  still  thy  servants!  Come,  my  lords; 
Let's  to  the  duke,  and  tell  him  to  what  Lolly 
His  doting  now  has  brought  him.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Priest  of  Cupid , with  four  young  Men 
and  Maids. 

Priest.  Come,  my  children,  let  your  feet 
In  an  even  measure  meet ! 

And  your  ehearful  voices  rise, 

To  present  this  sacrifice 
To  great  Cupid!  in  whose  name, 

I his  priest  begin  the  same. 

Young  men,  take  your  loves  and  kiss; 
Thu*  our  Cupid  honour'd  is. 

Kiss  again,  and  in  your  kissing 
Let  no  promises  he  missing! 

Nor  let  any  maiden  here 
Dare  to  turn  away  her  ear. 

Unto  the  whisper  of  her  love; 

But  give  bracelet,  ring,  or  glove, 

As  a token  to  her  sweeting, 

Of  an  after  secret  meeting! 

Now,  boy,  sing,  to  stick  our  hearts 
Fuller  of  great  Cupid’s  darts! 

SONG. 

T.overs  rejoice ! your  pains  shall  he  rewarded, 
The  god  of  love  himself  grieves  at  your  crying: 
No  more  shall  frozen  honour  be  regarded, 
Nor  the  coy  faces  of  a maid  denying6. 

No  more  shall  virgins  sigh,  and  say  * We  dare 
not,  [care  not.* 

* For  men  are  fhlse,  and  what  they  do  they 
All  shall  be  well  again;  then  do  not  grieve; 
Men  shall  be  true,  and  women  shnll  believe. 
Lovers,  rejoice!  what  you  shall  say  hence- 
forth, [your  arms. 

When  you  have  caught  your  sweethearts  in 
It  shall  be  accounted  oracle, and  worth: 

No  more  faint-hearted  girls  shall  dream  of 
harms,  [said, 

And  erv  * They  are  too  young:’  the  god  hath 
Fifteen  shall  make  a mother  of  a maid: 
Then,  w ise  men,  pull  your  roses  yet  unblown ! 
Love  hates  the  too-ripe  fruit  that  falls  alone. 

Afttr  a Measure,  enter  Kilo  and  others. 

Kilo.  No  more  of  this!  here  break  your 
rites  for  ever;  [stare ! 

The  duke  commands  it  so.  Fricst,  do  not 
J must  deface  your  temple,  tho*  unwilling, 
And  your  god  Cupid  here  must  make  a scare- 
crow. 


tActi 

For  any  thing  I know,  or,  at  the  best, 

Adorn  a chimney-piece. 

Priest  Oh,  sacrilege  unheard-of! 

Nito.  I bis  will  not  help  it.  Take  down 
their  images, 

And  away  with  ’em  ! [service  now 

Priest,  change  your  coat,  you  had  best;  all 
Is  given  to  mm  ; prayers  above  their  hearing 
Will  prove  but  babblings;  learn  to  lie  and 
thrive,  [gods, 

’Twill  prove  your  best  profession  : for  tl* 
lie  that  lives  by  ’em  now  must  be  a beggar. 
There’s  belter  holiness  on  earth,  they  say; 
Pray  God  it  ask  not  greater  sacrifice!  Go 
home ; 

And  if  your  god  be  not  deaf  as  well  as  blind, 
He  will  make  some  smoke  for  it. 

Gent.  Sir — 

Kilo.  Gentlemen,  [speedily: 

There  is  no  talking ; this  must  be  done  and 
1 have  commission  that  I must  not  break. 
Gent.  We’re  gone,  to  wonder  what  shall 
Nilo.  On  [follow. 

To  the  next  temple ! [Kreunt. 

Cornets.  Cupid  descends. 

Cupid.  Am  I then  scorn’d  ? is  ray  all-doing 
will  [none, 

And  power  that  knows  no  limit,  nor  admits 
Now  look’d  into  by  less  than  gods,  and  weak* 
en’d? 

Ami,  whose  bow  struck  terror  thro’  the  earth 
No  less  than  thunder,  and  in  this  exceeding 
Even  gods  themselves,  whose  knees  before 
my  altars, 

Now  shook  off7?  and  contemn’d  by  such, 
whose  lives 

Are  but  my  recreation?  Anger,  rise  ! 

My  sufferance  and  myself  arc  made  the  sub- 
ject 

Of  sins  against  us.  Go  thou  out,  displeasure! 
Displeasure  of  a great  gods,  fly  thyself 
Thro'  all  this  kingdom  : sow  whatever  evils 
Proud  flesh  is  taking  of,  amongst  these  rebels; 
And  on  the  first  hearts  that  despise  my  great- 
ness 

Lay  a strange  misery,  that  all  may  know 
Cupid’s  Revenge  is  mighty  ! With  this  arrow, 
Hotter  than  plagues  or  mine  own  anger,  will  I 
Now  nobly  right  myself;  nor  shall  the  prayers, 
Nor  sweet  smokes  on  my  altars,  hold  my 
hand, 

Till  I have  left  this  a most  wretched  land. 

[Ascends. 


6 Nor  the  coy  faces  of  a maids  denying.]  Mr.  Sympson  has  improved  tliis  line  by  striking 
off  the  s from  maids.  Seward.  « 

7  z those  knees  before  my  altars 

Now  shook  of.]  There  is,  as  Seward  observes,  * a great  deficiency  here  both  in  grammar 
* and  sense,  ana  reason  to  suspect  a whole  line  to  have  been  lost;’  which  lie  supposes  might 
have  been  like  the  following: 

whose  knees  before  my  altars 

In  zealous  supplication  oft  have  bent. 

* Displeasure  of  a great  god,  fly  thyself.]  So  quarto;  other  copies,  fying;  and  Seward, 
from  Theobald's  conjecture,  reads  Jisng. 
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ilct  1.] 

Enter  Hidaspes  and  Ctcophila. 

Hid.  Cleophila,  wlmt  was  he  that  went 
CUo.  What  [hence? 

Means  your  grace  now  ? 

Hid.  I mean  that  handsome  man,  [door. 
That  something  more  that*  man,  I met  at 
Cleo.  Here  was  no  handsome  man. 

Hid.  Come,  he’s  some  one 
You  would  preserve  in  private;  hut  you  want 
Cunning  to  do  it,  and  my  eyes  arc  sharper 
Than  yours,  and  can  with  one  neglecting 
glance 

See  all  the  graces  of  a man.  Who  was  it  ? 
Cleo.  Tliat  went  hence  now  ? 

Hid.  That  went  hence  now  ? av,  he  ! 

Cleo.  Faith,  here  was  no  such  one  as  your 
grace  thinks:  [now. 

Zoilus,  your  brotlier’s  dwarf,  went  out  but 
Hid.  I think  *twas  he:  how  bravely  he 
pass’d  by! 

Is  he  not  grown  a goodly  gentleman  ? 

Cleo.  A goodly  geutleman,  madam? 

He’s  the  most  deform’d  fellow  in  the  land. 
Hid.  Oh,  blasphemy ! he  may  perhaps  to 
thee 

Appear  deform’d,  for  he  is  indeed 
Unlike  a man:  his  shape  and  colours  are 
Beyond  the  art  of  painting;  he  is  like 
Nothing  that  we  have  seen,  yet  doth  resemble 
Apollo,  as  I oft  have  fancied  him, 

When  rising  from  his  bed  he  stirs  himself, 
And  shakes  day  from  his  hair9. 

Cleo.  He  re*.embles  Apollo’s  recorder. 
Hid.  Cleophila,  go  send  a page  for  him, 
Aud  thou  shalt  see  thy  error,  and  repent. 

[Exit  Cleophila. 

Alas,  what  do  I feel?  My  blood  rebels, 

And  I am  one  of  those  I us’d  to  scorn  ? 

My  maiden-thoughts  are  fled10;  against  my- 
self 

I harbour  tra^ors ; my  virginity, 

That  from  my  childhood  kept  me  company, 
Is  heavier  tiian  I cun  endure  to  bear. 
Forgive  me,  Cupid  ! for  thou  art  a god, 

And  I a wretched  creature:  I have  sinu’d; 
But  be  thou  merciful,  and  grant  tliat  yet 
I may  enjoy  what  thou  wilt  have  me  love11 ! 
Enter  Cleophila  and  Zoilus. 

Cleo.  Zoilus  is  here,  madam. 

Hid . He’s  there  indeed.  [than  mad, 

Now  be  thine  own  judge!  see,  thou  worse 


S5f 

Is  he  deformed  ? Look  upon  those  eyes, 
That  let  all  pleasure  out  into  the  world, 
Unhappy  that  they  cannot  see  themselves! 
Look  on  his  hair,  that  like  so  many  beams, 
Streaking  the  east,  shoot  light  o’er  half  the 
world  ! 

Look  on  him  altogether,  who  is  made 
As  if  two  natures  had  contention  [him? 
About  their  skill,  and  one  had  brought  forth 
Zoilus.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Madam,  tho*  Nature  hath  not  given  me 
So  much  as  others  in  iuy  outward  show, 

I bear  a heart  as  loyal  unto  you 
In  this  unsightly  body  (which  you  please 
'I’o  make  your  mirth)  as  many  others  do 
That  arc  far  more  befriended*  in  their  births. 
Yet  I could  wish  myself  much  more  deform’d 
Than  yet  1 sim,  so  I might  make  your  grace 
More  merry  than  you  are. — Ha,  ha,  lia! 

Hid.  Besbrew  me  then 
If  1 be  merry!  but  I ain  content  [saint j 

Whilst  thou  art  with  ine;  thou  that  arc  my 
By  hope  of  whose  mild  favour  I do  live 
To  tell  thee  so:  I pray  thee,  scorn  me  not? 
Alas,  what  can  it  add  unto  thy  worth 
To  triumph  over  me,  that  am  a maid 
Without  deceit?  whose  heart  doth  guide  her 
tongue  ? 

Drown’d  iu  my  passions?  Yet  I will  take  leave 
To  call  it  reason,  that  I dote  on  thee. 

CUo.  The  princess  is  beside  her  grace,  I 
think, 

To  talk  thus  with  a fellow  that  will  hardly 
Serve  i’  th’  dark  when  one  is  drunk. 

Hid.  What  answer  wilt  thou  give  me? 
Zoilus.  If  it  please  your  grace  to  jest  on, 
I can  abide  it. 

Hid.  If  it  be  jest**,  not  to  esteem  my  lif# 
Compar’d  with  thee;  if  it  he  jest  in  me. 

To  hang  a thousand  kisses  in  an  hour 
Upon  those  lips,  and  take  ’em  olf  again; 

If  it  be  jest  for  me  to  marry  thee, 

Anil  take  obedience  on  me  whilst  I live; 
Then  all  I say  is  jest: 

For  every  part  of  this,  I swear  by  those 
That  see  my  thoughts,  I am  resolv’d  to  do  ? 
And  1 beseech  thee,  by  thine  own  white  hand, 
(Which,  pardon  me  that  I am  hold  to  kiss 
With  so  unworthy  lips)  that  thou  wilt  swear 
To  marry  me,  as  I do  here  to  thee, 

Before  the  face  of  Heaven! 

Zoilus.  Marry  yoif?  11a,  ha,  ha! 


9 When  rising  from  his  bed,  &c.l  Similar  to  tliis  nobly-poetical  passage  is  the  following, 
in  the  Marriage-Night,  by  lord  Falkland : 

4 So  breaks  the  morning  forth  of  a crystal  cloud, 

* And  so  the  sun  ascends  his  glittering  chair, 

‘ And  from  his  burnish'd  locks  shakes  day  about.9  It. 

•°  My  maiden-thoughts  are  fed  against  myself; 

J harbour  traitors  in  my  virginity .]  Corrected  by  Seward. 

**  I may  enjoy  what  thou  wilt  have  me , Love.]  As  the  address  is  to  Lore,  a comma  and  a 
great  letter  was  a material  corruption  here:  to  ask  Cupid  to  let  her  enjoy  what  he  would 
have  her  enjoy  was  a ridiculous  request,  but  to  let  her  enjoy  what  he  would  have  her  love, 
is  the  common  prayer  of  all  worshippers  of  Cupid.  Seward. 

if  it  be  jest,  $ c.l  This  is  very  like  the  turn  of  a speech  in  Philsutcr,  If  it  be  love,  &c. 

Hid. 
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[Act  i. 


Hid.  Kill  me,  or  grant!  Wilt  thou  not 
speak  at  all  ? 

Zoilui.  Why,  I will  do  your  will  lor  ever. 
Hid.  I ask  no  more:  but  let  me  kiss  that 
m<  mill 

That  is  so  merciful!  that  is  my  will: 

Next,  go  with  me  before  the  king  in  haste, 
That  is  my  will;  where  I will  make  our  peers 
Know,  that  thou  art  their  better. 

Zoitus.  I in,  ha,  ha! 

That  is  line  ! ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Clco.  Madam,  what  means  your  grace? 
Consider,  for  the  love  of  Heaven,  to  what 
You  run  madly!  will  you  take  this  viper 
Into  your  bed  ? 

Hid.  Away ! hold  off  thy  hands ! 

Etnke  her,  sweet  Zoi  us;  lor  it  is  my  will, 
Which  thou  hast  sworn  to  do. 

Zoilut.  Away,  for  shame ! 

Know  you  no  manners  ? — 11  a,  ha,  ha  ! 

[Exit  uith  llidaspet. 
Clco.  Thou  know’st  none,  1 fear. 

This  is  just  Cupid’s  anger:  Venus,  look  ^ 
Down  mildly  on  us!  nod  command  thy  son 
To  spare  tins  lady  once,  and  let  me  be 
In  love  with  all;  and  none  in  love  with  me13! 

[Exit. 

Enter  Ismcnus  and  Timantus. 

Tim.  Is  your  lordship  for  the  wars  this 
Jsm.  Timantus,  [summer  ? 

Wilt  thou  go  with  me? 

Tim.  If  I had  a company, 

My  lord. 

Ism.  Oflidlers?  thou  a company? 

No,  no;  keep  thy  company  at  home,  and 
cause  cuckolds ; - [semsters, 

The  wars  will  hurt  thy  face:  there  are  no 
Shoemakers,  nor  taylors,  nor  ahnomi-imlk 
i’  th’  morning,  [luble, 

N or  poach’d  eggs  to  keep  your  worship  so- 
No  man  to  warm  your  shirt*  and  blow  your 
roses14;  [breeches. 

Nor  none  to  reverence  your  round  lace 
If  thou  wilt  needs  go,  ami  go  thus,  get  a case 
for  thv  captainship!  a shower  will  spoil  thee 
Thus  much  for  thee.  [else. 

Tim.  Your  lordship's  wondrous  witty; 
Very  pleasant,  believe’t. 

T.nfcr  Telamon,  Dorialus , Agenor , Eisus, 
and  Ixontius. 

Leon.  No  news  yet  of  my  son  ? 

Tel.  Sir,  there  be  divers  out  in  search ; 
no  doubt,  [occasion 

They’ll  bring  the  truth  where  he  is,  or  the 
That  led  him  hence. 


Tim.  They  must  have  good  eyes  then. 
Jxou.  The  gods  go  with  them ! — Who  are 
those  that  wait  there  ? [his  dispatch. 
Tel.  The  lord  Ismenus,  your  general,  for 
Leun.  Oh,  nephew,  we've  uo  use  to  em- 
ploy your  virtue 

In  our  war;  now  the  province  is  well  settled. 
Hear  you  aught  of  the  marquis? 

Ism.  No,  sir. 

Don.  Tis  strange  he  should  be  gone  thus; 
These  five  days  he  was  not  seen. 

'Tim.  I’ll  hold  my  lite, 

I could  boult  him  in  an  hour. 

Leon . Where  is  my  daughter?  [sir. 

Dor.  About  the  purging  of  the  temples, 
Leon . She’s  chaste  and  virtuous.  letch 
her  to  me, 

And  tell  her  l am  pleas’d  to  grant  her  now 
Her  last  request,  without  repentiug  inte, 

[Exit  JS'isut. 

Be  it  what  it  will.  She’s  wise,  Dorialus, 
Anti  will  not  press  me  further  than  a father. 
Dor.  I pray  the  best  may  follow ! yet,  if 
your  grace 

Had  taken  the  opinions  of  your  people, 

At  least  of  such  whose  wisdoms  ever  wake 
About  your  safety,  I may  say  it,  sir, 

Under  your  noble  pardon,  that  this  change 
Ei titer  had  been  snore  honour  to  the  gods, 
Or  1 think  not  at  all.  Sir,  the  princess. 

Enter  Hid  ns  pet , Nisus , and  Zoilux. 

Don.  Oh,  my  daughter,  my  health! 

And,  did  l say  my  soul,  1 lied  not,  [ever 
Thou  art  so  near  me ! Speak,  and  have  what- 
Thy  wise  will  leads  thee  tol  Had  I a Heaven, 
It  were  too  poor  a place  for  such  a goodliest! 
Dor.  What's  here? 

Ape.  An  ape’s  skin  stuff'd,  I think. 

It  is  so  plump. 

Hid.  Sir,  you  have  past  your  w ord  ; 

Still  be  a prince,  and  hold  yo#to  it.  W onder 
Not  I press  you;  my  life  lie^  in  your  word; 
If  you  break  that,  you’ve  broke  my  heart ! I 
must  [deny  me; 

A*k  that’s  mv  shame,  and  your  will  must  not 
Now,  for  Heaven,  be  not  forsworn ! 

Don.  By  th’  gods, 

I w ill  not ! 1 cannot,  were  there  no  other 
Pow’r  than  my  love  call’d  to  a witness  of  it. 
Dor.  They  have  much  reason  to  trust; 
you  have  forsworn 

One  of.'em  out  o’ th’ country  alrendy. 

Hid.  Tlieu  tins  is  my  request:  this  gentle- 
man— [dom. 

Be  not  asham’d,  sir;  you  are  worth  a king- 


13  And  let  me  he  in  love  with  all ; and  none  in  love  zeith  me.]  The  measure  in  this,  as  in 
all  other  plays,  1ms  been  greatly  neglected : it  is  generally  restord  here  as  well  as  iu  the  rest; 
and  the  reader  will  find  even  rliime  as  well  as  measure  had  been  overlook’d  in  this  passage. 

Seward. 

Tlie  sense  is  surely  corrupt ; the  conclusion  of  this  prayer  is  very  strange;  it  is  rliime 
without  reason. 

14  Roses.]  Ribands,  in  the  form  of  roses,  were  formerly  wora  in  the  shoes  of  both  gentle- 
men and  ladies.  R. 

Leon. 
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Leon.  In  what  ? 

Hid.  In  the  way  of  marriage. 

Leon.  How?  [so! 

Hid . In  the  way  of  marriage:  it  must  be 
Your  oath  is  tied  to  Heaven,  as  my  love 
To  him. 

Leon.  I know  thou  dost  but  try  my  age; 
Come,  ask  again ! 

Hid.  If  I should  ask  all 
My  life-time,  this  is  all  still.  Sir,  I’m  serious;  I 
Must  have  this  worthy  man,  without  enquiring 
why ; 

And  suddenly,  and  freely:  do  not  look 
For  reason  or  obedience  in  my  words; 

My  love  admits  no  wisdom;  only  haste 
And  hope  hangs  on  my  fury.  Speak,  sir, 
speak  ! [counsel ; 

But  not  as  a father;  I'm  deaf  and  c|ull  to 
Inflamed  blood  hears  nothing  but  my  will. 
For  God’s  sake  speak  I 
Dor.  Here’s  a brave  alteration  ! 

A Hsus.  This  comes  of  chastity. 

Hid.  Will  you  not  speak,  sir?  [3  sweet 
Age.  The  god  begins  his  vengeance:  what 
Youth  he  has  sent  us  here,  with  a pudding 
in’s  belly  ! 

Leon.  Oh,  let  me  never  speak, 

Or  with  mv  words  let  me  speak  out  my  life ! 
Thou  pow  r abus’d,  great  Love,  whose  ven- 
geance now 

We  feel  and  fear,  have  mercy  on  this  land ! 
Hisus.  How  does  your  grace? 

Leon.  Sick ; very  sick,  I hope. 

Dor.  Gods  comfort  you  ! [royal  word  ? 
Hid.  Will  not  you  speak?,  is  this  your 
Do  not  pull  peijury  upon  your  soul! 

Sir,  you  are  old,  and  near  your  punishment; 
Remember ! 

Ijcoh.  Away,  base  woman!  [plague 

Hid.  Then  be  no  more  my  father,  nut  a 
I’m  bound  to  pray  against!  be  any  sin 
May  force  me  to  despair,  and  hang  myself! 
Be  thy  name  never  more  remember’d,  king, 
But  in  example  of  a broken  faith,  [land 
And  curs’d  ev’u  to  forgetfulness!  may  thy 
Bring  forth  such  monsters  as  tl.y  daughter 
isl — 

I’m  weary  of  my  rage.  I pray  forgive  me, 
And  let  me  have  him!  will  you,  noble  sir? 
Leon.  Mercy,  mercy,  I Ieav’n! 


Thou  heir  of  all  dishonour,  shain'st  thou  not 
To  draw  this  little  moisture  left  for  life, 

Thus  rudely  from  me? — Carry'  that  slave  to 
death!  [of  mine 

ZoUwt.  For  Heav’n’s  sake,  sir!  it  is  no  fault 
That  she  will  love  me. 

Leon.  To  death  with  him,  I say  ! 

Hid.  Then  make  haste,  tyrant,  or  I’ll  be 
before  him15! 

This  is  the  way  to  Hell. 

Lean.  Hold  fast,  I charge  you! 

Away  with  him!  [than  one, 

Hid.  Alas,  old  man,  deatli  hath  more  doors 
And  I will  meet  hiify  [Exit. 

Leon.  Dorialus,  pray  [her. 

See  her  i’her  chamber,  and  lay  a guard  about 
The  greatest  curse  the  gods  lay  on  our 
frailties 

Is  will1*  and  disobedience  in  our  issues, 
Which  we  beget,  as  well  as  them,  to  plague  us, 
With  our  fond  loves.  Beasts,  you  are  only 
blest 

That  have  that  happy  dulness  to  forget 
What  you  have  made!  your  young  ones 
grieve  not  you  ; [ways 

They  wander  where  they  list,  and  have  their 
Without  dishonour  to  you;  and  their  ends 
Fall  on  ’em  without  sorrow  of  their  parents. 
Or  alter  ill  remembrance17.  Oh,  this  woman! 
'Would  I had  made  inyseif  a sepulchre, 
When  I made  her! — Nephew,  where  is  the 
prince  ? 

Pray  God  he  have  not  more  part  of  her  baseness 
Than  of  her  blood  about  him ! Gentlemen, 
Where  is  he  ? - [himself, 

I sin.  I know  not,  sir.  H’has  his  ways  by 
’Is  too  wise  for  my  company. 

TsCun.  I don’t  like 

This  hiding  of  himself,  from  such  society 
As  tits  lus  person48  ; some  of  you  needs  must 
know. 

hut.  I’m  snre  not  I,  nor  have  known  twice 
these  ten  days ; 

Whic  h;  if  I wore  as  proud  as  some  of ’em, 

I should  take  scurvily:  but  he’s  a young  man, 
Let  him  have  bis  swinge!  ’twill  make  him— 
[Thuuntus  whispers  to  the  duke. 
There’s  some  good  matter  now  in  hand : 

How  the  slave  jeers  and  grins ! the  duke  is 
pleas’d ; 


,s  Or  lie  be  for  Aim.]  The  princess  here  attempts  to  kill  herself,  and  the  natural  reading 
is  equally  necessary  to  the  measure.  Mr.  Theobald  concurs  with  me  in  this  correction,  as 
does  Mr.  Sympson  too.  Seward. 

We  have  adapted  the  alteration,  though  perhaps  the  original  ran  (which  seems  more  in 
our  author*’  stile;, 

or  I will  before  him ! * 

16  Will ;]  i.  e.  Wilfulness,  perverseness. 

17  Or  after  ill  remembrance.  1 Seward  reads,  after-ill;  but  the  hyphen  makes  it  very  hard, 
and  the  passage  is  clear  euougn  without  it. 

**  From  such  society  as  hit  person , 

Some  of  it  ye  needs  must  Anocp.l  Former  editions.  The  changes  now  introduced  render 
both  the  sense  and  measure  tolerably  easy.  I find  Mr.  Theobald’s  conjecture  on  the  pas- 
sage-so  near  mine,  that  it  is  of  do  consequence  which  is  inserted  ; he  rends, 

as  Jits  his  person.  Seuurd. 
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There's  ft  new  pair  of  scarlet  hose  now,  mid  I A hat  and  ft  cloak  to  go  out  to-morrow  I 
as  much  I Garters  and  stockings  come  by  nature. 

Money  to  spare,  as  w ill  fetch  the  old  from  I Lean.  Ike  sure  of  this! 

pawn,  I Tim.  I durst  not  speak  else,  sir.  [£ifwif. 


A C ’l 

\ 

Cornels.  Cupid  descends. 

Cupid.  T EUCIPPUS,  tliou  art  shot  thro* 
with  s»  shaft 

ThAt  will  not  rankle  long,  yet  sharp  enough 
To  sow  a world  of  helpless  misery 
In  this  unhappy  kingdom : dost  thou  think, 
Because  thou  art  a prince,  to  make  a part19 
Against  my  power?  But  it  is  all  the  fault 
Of  thy  old  father,  who  believes  his  age 
Is  cold  enough  to  quench  my  burning  darts ; 
But  he  shall  know  ere  long,  that  my  dart, 
loose, 

Can  thaw  ice,  and  inflame  the  wither’d  heart 
Of  Nestor:  thou  thyself  art  lightly  struck ; 

But  his  mad  love  shall  publish,  that  the  rage 
Of  Cupid  has  the  power  to  conquer  age. 

[Ascends. 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Bacha. 

J*uc.  Why,  what’s  the  matter? 

Bacha.  Have  you  got  the  spoil 
You  thirsted  forr  Oh,  tyranny  of  men! 

Leuc.  I pmy  thee  leave ! 

Bacha.  Your  envy  is,  Heav’n  knows. 

Beyond  the  reach  of  all  our  feeble  sex: 

What  pain,  alas,  could  it  have  been  to  you. 

If  I had  kept  mine  honour?  You  might  still 
Have  been  a prince,  und  still  this  country’s 
heir.  [kept. 

That  innocent  guard  which  I till  now  had 
For  my  defence,  my  virtue,  did  it  seem 
So  dangerous  in  a state,  that  you  yourself 
Came  to  suppress  it  ? 

I^cac.  Dry  thine  eyes  again; 

I’ll  kiss  thy  tears  away  : this  is  but  folly; 

*Tis  past  all  help. 

Bf.cha.  Now  you  have  won  the  treasure, 

Tis  my  request  that  you  would  leave  me  thus, 
And  never  see  these  empty  walls  again  : 

I know  you  will  do  so;  and  well  you  inay, 

For  there  is  nothing  in  'em  that  is  worth 
A glance : J loath  inyself,  and  am  become 
Another  woman!  one,  metliiuks,  with  wh  m 
I want  acquaintance. 

l*uc.  If  I do  oifend  thee, 

I can  he  gOue : and  tho’  I love  thy  sight. 

So  highly  do  i prize  thine  own  content, 

That  f will  leave  thee. 

Bacha.  Nay,  you  mny  stay  now; 

You  should  have  gone  before:  I know  not  now 

10  To  make  a part.]  Svmpson  reads  party 
poets'  stile. 


II. 

Why  l should  fear  you : all  I should  have 
kept 

Ts  stol’n  ; nor  is  it  in  the  power  of  man 
To  rob  me  further.  If  you  can  invent, 
Spare  not!  No  naked  nmn  fears  robbiag  lest 
Thau  I do;  now  you  may  for  ever  stay. 

Li  hc.  Why,  l could  do  thee  further  wrong. 
Bacha.  You  iiave 

A deeper  reach  in  evil  than  I ; 'tis  past 
My  thoughts. 

Leuc . And  past  my  will  to  act ; 

Rut  trust  me  I could  do  it. 

Bacha.  Good  sir,  do ; 

That  I may  know  there  is  a wrong  beyond 
What  you  have  done  me. 

Lmc.  I could  tell  all  the  world 
What  thou  hast  done. 

Bacha.  Yes,  you  may  tell  the  world; 

And  do  you  think  I am  so  vain  to  hope 
You  will  uot?  You  can  tell  the  world  but 
this, 

That  I’m  a widow,  full  of  tears  in  show, 
(My  husband  dead,  and  one  that  lov’d  cue  so, 
Hardly  a week)  forgot  my  modesty, 

Ami,  caught  with  youth  and  greatness,  gave 
inyself 

To  live  in  sin  with  you : this  you  may  tell; 
And  this  I do  deserve!  ^ 

Leuc.  Why,  dost  thou  think  me 
So  base  to  tell  ? These  limbs  of  mine  shall  part 
From  one  another  on  a rack, 

Ere  I disclose.  But  thou  dost  utter  words 
That  much  afflict  me ; you  did  seem  as  ready, 
Sweet  Bacha,  as  myself. 

Bacha.  You  are  right  a man  ; 

When  they  have  'witch’d  us  into  misery, 
Poor  innocent  souls,  they  lay  the  fault  on  us. 
But,  be  it  so  ! for  prince  Leucippus'  sake, 

I will  bear  any  tiling. 

JjCuc.  Come,  weep  no  more  ! 

I wrought  thee  to  it;  it  was  my  fault. 

Nay,  sec  if  thou  wilt  leave!  Here,  take  this 
pearl ! 

Kiss  me,  sweet  Bacha,  and  receive  this  purse. 

Bacha.  What  should  I do  with  these  f they 
My  mind.  [will  not  deck 

Leuc.  Why,  keep  ’em  to  remember  me. 

I must  be  gone ; I have  been  absent  long : 

I know  the  duke  my  father  is  in  rage. 

But  I w ill  see  thee  suddenly  again. 
Farewell,  ray  Bacha ! 

; but  the  old  reading  is  much  more  in  oar 

Beck. 
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Kucha.  Gods  keep  you  ! — Do  you  bear,  sir? 
Pray  give  me  a point  to  wear. 

1a: uc.  Alas,  good  Dacha, 

Take  one,  I pray  thee,  where  thou  wilt. 
Bacha.  Corning 

From  you,  this  point  is  of  as  high  esteem 
With  me,  as  all  pearl  and  gold.  Nothing 
Be  ever  with  or  near  you!  [but  good 

Leuc.  Fare  thee  well, 

Mine  own  good  Bacha!  1 will  make  all 
haste.  [Exit. 

Bacha.  J ust  as  you  are  a dozen  I esteem 
you ; 

No  more : does  he  think  I would  prostitute 
Myself  for  love?  It  was  the  love  of  these 
pearls 

And  gold  that  won  me.  I confess  I lust 
More  after  him  than  any  other. 

And  would  at  any  rate,  if  I had  store, 
Purchase  his  fellowship ; but  being  poor, 

I'll  both  enjoy  his  body  and  his  purse, 

And,  he  a prince,  ne’er  think  myself  the 
worse.  • 

Enter  Leontius,  Leucippus , lsmenus , and 
Timantus. 

Leon.  Nay,  you  must  back  and  shew  us 
what  it  is 

That  ’witches  you  out  of  your  honour  thus. 
Bacha.  Who’s  that? 

Tim.  Look  there,  sir ! 

Leon.  Lady,  never  fly ; 

Yon  are  betray’d. 

Bacha.  Leave  me,  my  tears,  a while, 

And  to  iny  just  rage  give  a little  place! — 
What  saucy  man  are  you,  that  without  leave 
Enter  upon  a widow’s  mournful  house? 

You  hinder  a dead  man  from  mauy  tears, 
Who  did  deserve  more  than  the  world  can 
shed, 

Tho’  they  should  weep  themselves  to  images. 
If  not  for  love  of  me,  yet  of  yourself, 

Away,  for  yon  can  bring  no  comfort  to  me ! 
But  you  may  carry  hence,  you  know  not  what : 
Nay,  sorrow  is  infectious. 

Leon.  Thou  thyself  [my  name  ? 

Art  grown  infectious!  Wouldst  thou  know 
I am  the  duke,  father  to  this  young  man 
Whom  thou  corrupt’st. 

Bacha  [aside].  Has  he  then  told  him  all  ? 
Leuc.  You  do  her  wrong,  sir! 

Bacha.  Oh,  he  has  not  told. — 

Sir,  I beseech  you  pardon  my  wild  tongue. 
Directed  by  a weak  distemper’d  head, 

Madded  with  grief!  Alas,  I did  not  know 
Yon  were  my  sovereign ; hut  now  you  may 
Command  my  poor  unworthy  life,  which  will 
Be  none,  I hope,  ere  long. 

Leon.  All  thy  dissembling  [more 

W ill  never  hide  thy  shame : and  wert  not 
Expecting  womanhood  in  general, 

I han  anything  in  thee,  thou  should^t  be  made 
Such  an  example,  that  posterity,  [say, 

W hen  they  would  speak  most  bitterly,  should 
* Ihou  art  ns  impudent  as  Bacha  was.* 


Bacha . Sir,  tho’  you  be  my  king,  whom  I 
will  serve 

In  all  just  causes,  yet  when  wrongfully 
You  seek  to  take  my  honour,  1 will  rise 
Thus,  and  defy  you ; for  it  is  a jewel 
1 >eaiVrthan  you  can  give,  which  whilst  I keep, 
(Tho’  in  this  lowly  house)  I shall  esteem 
Myself  above  the  princes  of  the  earth 
That  are  without  it.  If  the  prince  your  son. 
Whom  you  accuse  me  with,  kuow  how  to 
speak 

Dishonour  of  me,  if  he  do  not  do  it, 

The  plagues  of  Hell  light  ou  him ; may  he 
never 

Govern  this  kingdom  ! Here  I challenge  him. 
Before  the  face  of  Heav’n,  iny  liege,  ami  these, 
To  speak  tho  worst  he  can  ill  he  will  lie, 
To  lose  a woman’s  fame,  I’ll  say  he  is 
Like  vou  (I  think  I cannot  call  Inin  w’orse). 
He’s  dead,  that  w ith  his  life  would  have  de- 
fended 

My  reputation,  and  I forc’d  to  play 
(That  which  I am)  the  fool.sh  woman,  and  use 
My  liberal  tongue. 

l*nc.  Is’t  possible  ? 

We  men  are  cliildren  in  our  carriages, 
Compar’d  with  women.  Wake  thyself,  for 
shame,  [keep 

And  leave  not  her  whose  honour  thou  shouldst 
Safe  as  thine  own,  alone  to  free  hei  -elf ! 

But  I am  press’d,  I know  not  how,  with  guilt. 
And  feel  iny  conscience  (never  us’d  tovhe) 
Loath  to  allow  my  tongue  to  add  a lie 
To  that  too  much  I did : but  it  is  law  lul 
To  defend  her,  that  only  for  my  love 
Lov’d  evil. 

Leon.  Tell  me,  why  did  you,  Leucippus, 
Stay  here  so  long  ? 

Leuc.  If  I can  urge  aught  from  me 
But  a truth,  Hell  take  me  ! 

Leon.  \\  hat’s  the  mutter  ? 

Why  speak  you  not? 

lim.  Alas,  good  sir,  forliear  [ness. 

To  urge  the  prince;  you  see  his sluimelace’d- 
Bucha.  What  does  he  say,  sir?  If  thou  be 
a prince, 

Shew  it,  and  tell  the  truth  ! 

Ism.  If  you’ve  lain  with  her. 

Tell  your  hither;  no  doubt  but  he  lias  done 
as  ill  [on’t. 

Before  now  : the  gentlewoman  will  be  proud 
Bacha.  For  God’s  sake,  speak  ! 

Leuc.  Have  you  done  prating  yet? 

Ism.  Who  prates? 

Leuc.  Thou  know  ’st  I do  not  speak 
To  thee,  lsmenus:  but  whal  said  you, 
Timantus,  concerning  my  shaineface’dness? 
Tim.  Nothing,  1 hope,  that  might  displease 
your  highness.  [thers, 

Lcuc.  If  any  of  thy  great-great-grandmo- 
Thii  thousand  years,  hud  been  as  chaste  as 
she, 

It  would  have  made  thee  honester:  I stay’d 
To  hear  what  you  would  say.  She  is,  by 
Heav’n, 
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Of  the  most  strict  and  blameless  chastity 
That  ever  woman  was: — Good  gods,  for- 
give me  ! — [kill’d 

Ilad  Turquin  met  with  her,  she  had  been 
With  a slave  by  her,  ere  she  had  agreed. 

I lie  with  her?  'would  I might  perish  then! 
Our  mothers,  whom  we  all  must  reverence. 
Could  ne’er  exceed  her  for  her  chastity. 
Upon  my  soul ! for,  by  this  light  she  is 
A most  obstinate  modest  creature  ! 

Leon.  What  did  you  with  her  then  so  long, 
Leucippus?  [tifui. 

Lcmc.  i’ll  tel? you,  sir:  you  see  she ’s  beau- 
Lton.  I sec  it  well. 
l^euc.  Mov’d  by  her  face,  I came 
With  lustful  thoughts  (which  was  a fault  in 
roe;  [able, 

But,  telling  truth,  something  more  pardon- 
And  for  tl»e  world  I w ill  not  lie  to  you): 
Proud  of  myself,  I thought  a prince’s  name 
Ilad  power  to  blow  'em  dow  n flat  o’ their 
backs; 

But  here  I found  a rock  not  to  he  shook: 
For,  as  I hope  for  good,  sir,  all  the  battery 
That  I could  lay  to  her,  or  of  my  person, 
My  greatness,  or  gold,  could  nothing  move 
her.  [fair. 

JL  on.  Tis  very  strange  xbeing  so  young  and 
lsuc.  She’s  almost  thirty,  sir. 

Ixon.  Ilow  do  you  know 
Her  age  so  just? 

Leuc.  She  told  it  me  herself, 

Once  when  she  went  about  to  shew-  by  reason 
I should  leave  wooing  her. 

Leon,  She  stains  the  ripest  virgins  of  her 
age.  [loath 

Lew.  If  I hud  sin’d  with  her,  I would  be 
To  publish  her  disgrace;  but,  by  my  life, 

I would  have  told  it  you,  because  I think 
You  would  have  pardon’d  me  the  rather. 
And  1 will  tell  you,  father10:  by  this  light,  sir, 
(But  that  I never  will  bestow  myself 
But  to  your  liking)  if  she  now  would  have  me, 
1 now  would  marry  her. 

Jjfon.  How’s  that,  Leucippus? 

Leuc.  Sir,  will  you  pardon  me  one  fault, 
which  yet 

I have  not  done,  but  had  a will  to  do, 

And  I will  tell  it  ? 

Leon.  Be  it  what  it  will, 

I pardon  thee. 

Leuc.  1 offer’d  marriage  to  her. 

Leon.  Did  she  refuse  it? 

Leuc.  W ith  that  earnestness. 

And  almost  scorn  to  think  of  any  other 
After  her  lost  mate,  that  she  made  uie  think 
Myself  unworthy  of  her. 

Leon.  You  have  stay’d 
Too  long,  Leucippus. 

Leuc.  Yes,  sir. — Forgive  me,  HeavYi, 
What  multitude  of  oaths  have  i bestow’d 
On  lies ! and  yet  tl>ey  were  officious  lies: 
There  v as  no  malice  in  ’em. 


Leon.  She’s  the  fairest 
Creature  that  ever  I belieid;  and  then 
So  chaste,  'tis  w onderful : the  more  I look 
On  her  the  more  I am  amaz’d.  I’ve  long 
Thought  of  a w ife,  and  one  I would  have  had, 
But  I was  afraid  to  meet  a woman 
That  might  abuse  my  age;  but  here  she  is 
Whom  I may  trust  to:  of  a chastity 
Impiegnnhle,  and  approv’d  so  by  my  son; 

1 he  meanness  of  her  birth  will  still  preserve 
her 

In  due  obedience;  and  her  beauty  is 
Of  force  enough  to  pull  me  back  to  youth. 
My  son  once  sent  away,  whose  rivabbip 
I have  just  cause  to  fear,  if  power,  or  gold, 
Or  wit,  can  win  her  to  me,  she  is  mine. — 
Nephew  Ismenus,  1 have  new  intelligence 
Y'our  province  is  unquiet  still. 
hm.  I’m  glad  on’t. 

Lon.  And 

So  dangerously,  that  I must  send  the  prince 
In  person  with  you. 

Ism.  Tin  clad"  of  that  too,  sir: 

Will  you  dispatch  us  ? we  shall  wither  here 
For  ever. 

Leon.  You  shall  be  dispatch'd  within 
This  hour  : Leucippus,  never  w onder,  nor  ask; 
It  must  be  thus. — Lady,  I ask  your  pardon, 
Whose  virtue  1 have  slubber’d  with  my  tongue; 
And  you  shall  ever  be 
Chaste  in  my  memory  hereafter;  but 
We  old  men  often  dote.  To  make  amends 
For  my  great  fault,  receive  that  ring ! I’m 
sorry  for  [my  lords; 

Your  grief ; may  it  soon  leave  you  J — Come, 
Let  us  be  gone.  [JZxcunl. 

Ben  ha.  Heaven  bless  your  grace  f 
One  that  had  but  so  much  modesty  left  as  ro 
blush, 

Or  shrink  a little  at  his  first  encounter, 
liad  been  undone ; where  I come  off  with 
honour,  [track’d 

And  gain  too:  they  that  never  would  lie 
In  any  course,  by  the  most  subtle  sense. 
Must  bear  it  thro’  with  irontless  impudence. 

[£r  d. 

Enter  Doric  lus , Agcnor,  and  Eisus. 
Dor.  Gentlemen,  this  is  a strange  piece  of 
justice, 

To  put  the*  wretched  dwarf  to  death  because 
Slie  doted  on  hijn : is  she  not  a woman. 

And  subject  to  those  mad  tigaries  her  whole 
Sex  is  infected  with?  Had  she  lov’d  you,  or 
you, 

Or  I,  or  all  on’s,  (as  indeed  the  more  [fore 
The  merrier  still  with  them)  must  we  there- 
Have  our  heads  par’d  with  a hatchet?  So  she 
may  love 

All  the  nobility  out  o’th*  dukedom  in 
A month,  and  let  the  rascals  in.  [need 
Nisut.  You  will  not,  or  you  do  not,  see  the 
That  makes  this  just  to  the  world? 


1C  And  I will  tell  you  father.]  Edition  1750^—  mill  tell  vou  jaktiier. 


Dor. 
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Dor.  I cannottell;  I would  be  loth  to  feel  it:  He’s  but  eighteen ; has  been  worse  since  he 

But  the  best  is,  she  loves  not  proper  men  ; Forth  for  the  frizzling-iron.  [seut  you 

We  three  were  in  wise  cases  else.  But  make  Tel.  That  cau’t  be; 

This  need.  [me  know  He  lay  in  gloves  all  night,  and  this  morning  I 

Nisus.  Why,  yes : he  being  taken  away,  Brought  him  a new  perriwig,  with  a lock  at 
This  base  incontinence  dies  presently,  it*1,  and 

And  she  must  see  her  shame  and  sorrow  for  it.  Knock’d  up  a swing  in’s  chamber. 

Dor . Pray -God  she  do!  but  was  the  sprat  Tim.  Oh,  but  since, 
beheaded?  [and  His  tailor  came,  and  they  have  fallen  out 

Or  did  they  swing  him  about  like  a chicken,  About  the  fashion  of  his  cloaths;  and  yonder* 

So  break  his  neck?  % A fellow  come,  has  bor’d  a hole  in’s  ear*1; 

Agen.  Yes,  he  was  beheaded,  And  h*  has  bespake  a vaulting-horse.  You 

And  a solemn  justice  made  of  it.  shall  see  him 

Dor.  That  might  Come  forth  presently:  he  looks  like  winter. 

Have  been  deducted.  Stuck  here  and  there  with  fresh  flowers. 

Age.  Why,  how  would  you  have  had  him  Tel.  Will  he  not 
die?  [like  a warden11,  Tilt,  think  you? 

Dor.  Faith,  I would  have  had  him  roasted  Tim.  1 think  he  will. 

In  a brown  paper,  and  no  more  talk  on’t ; or  Tel.  What  does  lie  mean  to  do  ? 

A feather  stuck  in's  head  like  a quill;  or  Tim.  I know  not; 

hang’d  him  But,  by  this  light,  I think  be  is  in  love ; 

In  ;tdog  collar:  what,  should  he  be  beheaded  ? He  would  lia’  been  shaved  but  for  me. 

We  shiul  ha*  it  grow  so  base  shortly,  gentlemen  Tel.  In  love  ? 

Will  be  out  of  love  with  it.  With  whom  ? 

Nisws.  I wonder  [sprung?  7 'im.  I could  guess,  but  von  shall  pardon  me; 

From  whence  this  love  of  the  dwarf  first  He  will  take  me  along  with  him  some  whither. 
Dor.  From  an  old  lecherous  pair  of  breeches  Tel. -I  overheard  him  ask  your  opinion  of 

that  £tainly  Somebody’s  beauty, 

hay  upon  n wench  to  keep  her  w arm ; lor  cer-  Tim.  Yes;  there  it  goc9  that  makes  him* 

They  are  no  man’s  work;  and  Fin ‘sure  a So  youthful.  And  he  has  laid  by  his  crutch, 

monkey  And  halts  now  with  a leading  staff. 

Would  get  one  of  the  guard  to  this  fellow ! „ . T . 

Ite  wm  no  bigger  than  n small  portmanteau,  Enler  m,th  “ Stafand  « Loohng- 

And  much  about  that  making,  if  t had  legs.  8 

Age.  But,  gentlemen,  what  say  you  to  the  Ison.  Timantus! 

prince  ? [know  not  whither.  Tim.  Sir. 

xiisus.  Ay,  concerning  his  being  sent  I Leon.  This  feather  is  not  large  enough. 
Dor.  Why  then,  he  will  come  home  I Tim.  Yes,  faith,  [lants  wear, 

know  not  when.  T*is  such  an  one  as  the  rest  of  the  younggal- 

Yon  shall  pardon  me;  I will  talk  no  more  Leon.  Telamon,  does  it  do  well? 

Of  this  subject,  but  say,  Gods  be  with  him,  Tel.  Sir,  it  becomes  you, 

Where-e’cr  he  is,  and  send  him  well  home  Or  you  become  it,  the  rareliest— 
again!’  Ison.  Away!  dostthiukso? 

For  why  he  is  gone,  or  when  he  will  return,  Tel.  Think,  sir?  I know  it.— 

Let  them  know  that  directed  him ! Only  this.  Sir,  the  princess  is  past  all  hope  of  life 

There’s  mad  moriscoes  in  the  state;  Since  the  dwarf  was  put  to  death. 

But  what  they  are,  I’ll  tell  you  wlieh  I know.  Leon.  Let  her  be  so ; [tailor 

C ome,  let’s  go,  hear  all,  and  say  nothing  ! I have  other  matters  in  hand.  But  this  same 
Age.  Content.  [Exeunt.  Angers  inc ; he  has  made  my  doublet  so  wide ! 

~ A ~ t , rr  , And  see,  the  knave  has  put  no  points  at  my 

Enter  l imantus  and  lelamon.  anft  j r * 

Tel.  Timantus,  is  the  duke  ready  yet  ? Tim  Those  will  he  put-to  quickly,  sir, 

Tim.  Almost.  Upon  any  occasion. 

Tel.  What  ails  him  ? [dreain’d  Leon.  Telamon, 

Tan.  Faith,  I know  not;  I think  he  has  Have  you  bid  this  dancer  come  a-momings? 

11  Like  a warden.]  A warden  is  a pear,  which  is  frequently  mentioned  by  contemporary 
writers.  R. 

22  With  a lock  at  it ;]  i.  e.  A love-lock.  The  allusion  is  (as  Dr.  Warhurton  observes  in  a 
note  on  Much  Ado  About  Nothing)  to  the  fantastical  custom  in  our  poets’  days,  of  men 
wearing  * a favourite  lock  of  hair,  which  was  brought  before,  tied  with  ribands,  aud  called 

* a love-lock.  Against  this  fashion,  Prynnc  wrote  his  treatise,  called  the  Unloveliness  of 

* Love-Locks.’ 

13  A hole  ins  ear;]  i.  e.  For  an  ear-ring , by  means  of  which  the  love-lock  was  brought 
before. 
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Tel.  Yes,  sir. 

Leon.  Tinian  t us,  let  me  see  the  glass  again ; 
Look  you  how  careless  you  are  grown!  is 
Well  put  in  ? [this  tooth 

Tim.  Which,  sir? 

Jxon.  This,  sir. 

Tim.  It  shall  he. 

Til.  M ’‘thinks  that  tooth  should  put  him 
In  inind  oil's  years!  mid  Tii  want  us  stands,  as  if 
(Seeing  the  Juke  in  such  a youthful  hahit) 
lie  were  looking  in  his  mouth  how  old  he 
were. 

Leon.  So,  so ! 

Tel.  Will  you  have  your  gown,  sir? 

Leon.  My  gown?  [couple 

Why,  am  l sick?  Bring  me  my  sword!  let  a 
Of  the  great  horses  he  brought  out  for  us. 

f Exit  Telamon. 
Tim.  He’ll  kill  himself. — Why,  will  you 
Leon.  Hide?  [ride,  sir? 

Dost  thou  think  I cannot  ride  ? 

Tim.  Oh,  yes,  sir, 

[ know  it:  hut,  as  I conceive  your  journey, 
You’d  have  it  private;  and  then  you  were 
A coach.  [better  take 

Leon.  These  coaches  make  me  sick:  vet, 
No  matter ; let  it  be  so.  [*tis 

Knter  Telamon  aith  a Sword. 

Tel.  Sir,  here’s  your  sword. 

Leon.  Oh,  well  said;  let  me  sec  it ! I 
, could,  methinks — [think'st  thou 

Why,  Telamon,  bring  me  another!  what, 
I’ll  wear  a sword  in  vain  ? 

Tel.  He  has  not  strength 
Enough  to  draw  it : [drawn  it. 

A yoke  of  fleas  tied  to  a hair  would  have 
’Tis  out,  sir,  now  ; the  scabbard  is  broke. 

Leon . Oh,  put  it  up  again,  and  on  with  it ! 
Methinks,  Pin  not  dress’d ’till  I feel  my  sword 
on. 

Telamon,  if  any  of  ray  council  ask  for  me, 
Say  I am  goue  to  take  the  air.  t 

Tim.  He  has  not  [this  vein 

Been  dress’d  this  twenty  years  thus*1,  if 
Hold  but  a week,  he’ll  learn  to  play  o’  th’ 
base-viol, 

And  sing  to’t:  lie’s  poetical  already: 

For  I have  spied  a sonnet  of  his  making 
Lie  by  his  bed’s  side:  I’ll  be  so  unmannerly 
To  read  it.  # [Exeunt. 

Cleophifa , Hero,  and  Hidaspes  in  a Bed , dis- 
covered. 

Hid.  He’s  dead,  he’s  dead,  and  I am  fol- 
lowing ! 

Cleo.  Ask  Cupid  mercy,  madam  ! 

Hid.  Oh,  my  heart! 

Cleo.  Help! 

Hero.  Stir  her! 


REVENGE.  [Act  t 

Hid.  Oh,  oh ! [we  are ! 

Cleo.  She’s  going;  wretched  women  that 
Look  to  her,  and  I’ll  pray  the  while. 

[SA<  kntcls. 

Hero.  Why,  madam — 

Cleo.  Cupid,  pardon  what  is  past, 

And  forgive  our  sins  at  last ; 

Then  we  will  be  coy  no  more, 

But  thy  deity  adore  : 

Troths  at  fifteen  we  will  plight, 

Aud  will  tread  a dance  at  night, 

In  the  fields,  or  by  the  fire, 

With  the  youths  that  have  desire — 
How  does  she  vet  ? 

Hero.  Oh,  ill ! 

Cleo.  Given  ear-rings  we  will  wear, 
Bracelets  of  our  lovers’  hair. 

Which  they  on  our  arms  shall  twist, 
With  their  names  carv’d,  on  our  wrist; 
All  the  money  that  we  owe 
We  in  tokens  will  bestow; 

And  learn  to  write,  that,  when ’tis  sent, 
Only  our  loves  know  what  is  meant. 
Oil,  then  pardon  what  is  past, 

And  forgive  our  sins  at  last! 

What,  mends  she?  [you  should  sing. 

Hero.  Nothing;  you  do  it  not  wantonly; 
Cleo.  Why — [Head! 

Hero.  Leave,  leave ! ’tis  now  too  late:  she'* 
Her  last  is  breath’d. 

Cleo.  What  shall  we  do? 

Hero.  Go  run  f Exit  Cleopkila. 

And  tell  the  duke;  and,  whilst,  I’ll  close  her 
eyes. 

Thus  I shut  thy  faded  light, 

And  put  it  in  eternal  night. 

Where  is  she  can  boldly  say, 

Tho’  she  bo  as  fresh  as  May, 

She  shall  not  by  this  corpse  be  laid, 
Ere  to-morrow’s  light  do  fade  ? 

Let  us  all  now  living  he. 

Warn’d  by  thy  strict  chastity. 

And  marry  all  fast  as  we  can, 

’Till  then  we  keep  a piece  of  man 
Wrongfully  from  them  that  owe  it: 
Soon  may  every  maid  bestow  it ! 

[Exeunt* 

Enter  Bacha  and  her  Maid. 

Bacha.  Who  is  it  ? [the  door, 

Maid.  Forsooth,  there’s  a gallant  coach  at 
And  the  brave  old  man  in’t,  that  you  said 
was  the  duke. 

Bacha.  Cupid,  grant  he  may  he  taken ! 
Maid.  He’s  coraiug  up,  and  looks  the 
‘iwaggcring’st. 

Ami  bus  such  glorious  cloaths  ! 

Bacha.  Let  all  the  house  seetu  sad’4,  and 
see  all  handsome ! 


11  This  twenty  years  then.]  Former  editions.  Seward. 

24  Lcl  all  tin  house  sec  me  sad. ] Both  the  sense  and  measure  confirm  a very  just  emen- 
dation of  Mr.  Theobald's  here ; sum  for  see  me.  Air.  Sympson  has  since  sent  me  die  same 
correction.  Scuutd. 

Enter 
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Enter  Leontius  and  Timantus. 

Leon.  Nay,  widow,  fly  not  back  ; we  come 
not  now 

To  chide;  stand  up,  and  hid  me  welcome. 
Bac  ha.  To  £ poor  widow’s  house,  that 
knows  no  end  [come. 

Of  her  ill  fortune,  your  highness  is  most  wel- 
Lcon.  Come,  kiss  me  then!  this  is  but 
manners,  widow : 

Ne’erfling  your  head  aside ! I have  more  cause 
Of  grief  than  you;  my  daughter’s  dead:  but 
what?  [brought  to  th’ door  ? 

Tis  nothing. — Is  the  rough  French  horse 
They  say  he’s  a high  goer ; L shall  soon  try 
His  mettle. 

Tim.  lie  will  be,  sir,  and  the  grey 
Barbary;  they’re  fiery  both. 

Iteon.  They  are  the  better: 

Before  the  gods,  I’m  lightsome, very  lightsome! 
How  dost  thou  like  me,  widow? 

Bacha.  As  a person 
In  whom  nil  graces  are. 

Leon.  Come,  come,  you  flatter!  [not 
HI  clap  your  check  for  that;  and  you  shall 
Be  angry.  Hast  no  music?  Now'  could  I cut 
Three  times  with  ease,  and  do  a cross  point, 
Siinmc  all  your  gallants ! [should 

Bachu.  i do  believe  you ; — and  yourself 
too : [him ! 

Lord,  what  a fine  old  zany  my  love  has  made 
He’s  mine,  I’m  sure:  Heaven  make  me  thank- 
ful for  him ! [pretty  sweetheart  ? 

Leon.  Tell  me  how  old  thou  art,  my 
Tun.  Your  grace  will  not  buy  her?  she 
miiy  trip,  sir ! [am 

iiuchu.  My  sorrow  shews  me  eider  than  I 
By  many  years. 

Leon.  Thou  art  so  witty,  I 
Must  kiss  again. 

Ton.  Indeed  her  age  lies  not 
In  her  mouth;  ne’er  look  it  there,  sir*,  she  has 
A hotter  register,  if  it  be  not  burnt.  [tus! 
Ijcon.  I will  kiss  thee  : — I arn  afire,  Timan- 
Tim.  Can  you  chuse,  sir,  navmg  such 
Before  you?  [heav'nly  fire 

Leon.  W idow,  guess  why  I come;  I prithee 
do.  [to  make 

Bucha.  I cannot,  sir,  unless  you  be  pleas’d 
A mirth  out  of  my  rudeness;  and  that  I hope 
Your  pity  will  not  let  you,  the  subject  is 
So  barren.  Bite,  king,  bite ! I’ll  let  you  play 
a-w'hile.  [thee  truly. 

Leon.  Now,  as  I’m  an  honest  man,  I’ii  tell 


IIow  many  foot  did  I jump  yesterday, 
Timantus  r 

Tim . Fourteen  of  your  own,  and  some 
Three  fingers. 

Bachu.  This  fellow  lies  as  lightly. 

As  if  he  were  in  cut  tafl’ata: 

Alas,  good  almanack,  get  thee  to  bed,  [row ! 
And  tell  what  weather  we  shall  have  to-mor- 
Leon.  Widow,  I’m  come,  in  short,  to  be  a 
Bucha.  For  whom?  [suitor. 

Leon.  Why,  by  my  troth,  I come  to  wooe 
thee,  wench, 

And  win  thee,  for  myself:  nay,  look  upon  me! 
I have  about  me  that  will  do  it.  [whore15  i 
Bacha.  Now  Heaven  defend  me  ! Your 
You  shall  never — l thank  the  gods,  I have 
A little  left  me  to  keep  me  warm  and  honest: 
If  vour  grace  take  not  that,  1 seek  no  more. 

Leon.  1 am  so  far  from  taking  any  tiling, 
I'll  add  unto  thee. 

Bachu.  Such  additions  may 
Be  for  your  ease,  sir,  not  my  honesty ; 

I’m  well  in  being  single;  good  sir,  seek  i(no- 
I am  no  meat  for  money.  ftlier; 

Leon.  Shall  I light  for  thee  ? [claim 
This  sword  shall  cut  his  throat  that  dares  lay 
Hut  to  a finger  of  thee,  but  to  a look  ; 

I would  see  such  a fellow  ! 

Bachu.  It  would  be 

But  a cold  sight  to  you ! This  is  the  father  of 
St.  George  a-footback:  can  such  dry  mummy 
talk?  ' [like  iEncas. 

Tim.  Before  the  gods,  your  crace  looks 
Bacha.  He  looks  like  his  old  father  upon 
Crying  to  get  aboard.  [his  back. 

Lean.  How  shall  I win  thy  love?  I pray 
thee  tell  me. 

I’ll  marry  thee,  if  thou  desirest  that: 

That  is  an  honest  coursed’in  in  good  earnest). 
And  presently  within  this  hour  (I  am  inad 
for  thee): 

Prithee  deny  me  not;  for  as  I lite 
I’ll  pine  for  thee,  but  I’ll  have  thee ! 

Bachu.  Now  lie  is  in  the  toil,  I’ll  hold  him 
fast.  [queen : 

Ton.  You  do  not  know  what  'tis  to  be  a 
Go  to26;  you’re  made!  What  the  old  man 
falls  short  of,  [to  call  on  ’en:.- 

There’s  others  can  eek  out,  when  you  please 
Bacha.  I understand  you  not. — Love,  I 
adore  thee ! — 

Sir,  on  my  knees  I give  you  hearty  thanks. 
For  so  much  honouring  your  humble  hand- 
maid 


15  Your  whore  shall  never.]  The  sense  and  measure  being  both  defective,  I have  put  in 
the  natural  words  that  supply  both.  Seward. 

Seward  reads,  Your  whore  I shall  be  never. — The  quarto  of  1635  says,  Your  whore  you 
skill  never ; which  words,  with  the  help  of  a point  of  intcrrogationf  and  marking  it  as  a 
broken  sentence,  make  much  the  best  reading. 

16  G’o  too  you  mnyd,  what , tyc.]  The  editors  of  1750  read,  Co  to , you’re  mad,  f.lse 
what,  «$rr*  which  Seward  believes  * will  be  assented  to  by  every  reader.’  As  the  word  else 
i*  not  iu  the  copy  of  1635,  we  suppose  it  interpolated;  and  muya  surely  is  ouly  an  ortho- 
graphical error.  So,  in  the  Winter’s  Talc, 

* ■ ■ ■ i You’re  a made  old  man.*  R. 
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Above  her  birth,  far  more  her  weak  deserv- 
ings. 

I dare  not  trnst  the  envious  tongues  of  all 
That  must  repine  at  mv  unworthy  rising ; 
Beside,  you’ve  many  1‘ait.ones  in  your  king- 
, doin. 

Born  to  such  worth:  oh,  turn  yourself  about. 
And  make  a noble  choice ! [thee, 

Leon.  If  I do,  let  me  famish  ! I will  have 
Or  break  up  house,  and  board  here. 

Bacha.  .Sir,  you  may 


[Act  3. 

Command  an  unwilling  woman  to  obey  you: 
But  Heaven  knows — 

Xeon.  No  more!  these  half-a-dozen  kisses, 
And  this  jewel,  and  every  thing  I have, 

And  rfway  with  me,  and  clap  it  up;  and  hare 
A hov  by  morning! — Timantus,  let  one  be 
sent 

Post  for  my  son  again;  and  for  Ismenus! 
They  arc  scarce  twenty  miles  on  their  wav 
By  that  time,  we’ll  be  married.  [yet: 

Tun.  There  shall,  sir.  [Ereunf. 


CUPID’S  REVENGE. 


ACT  III. 


Enter  Dor  talus,  Age  nor,  and  Nisus. 

Nisus.  TS  not  this  a line  marriage  ? 

■**  Age.  Yes,  yes;  let  it  alone. 

Dor.  Ay,  ay,  the  king  may  marry  whom 
Let’s  talk  of  other  matters.  [he  list. 

Nisus.  Is  the  prince 
Coming  home  certainly  ? 

Dor.  Yes,  yes;  he  was  [we’ll  see 

Sent  post  for  yesterday  : let’s  make  haste  ! 
How  his  new  mother-in-law  will  entertain 
bim.  [not  mark 

Nisus.  Why,  well,  1 warrant  vou:  did  you 
How  humbly  she  carried  herself  to  us  on 
Her  marriage-day,  acknowledging  her  own 
Uivworthiness,  and  that  she  would  be  our 
Dor.  But  mark  what’s  done!  [servant? 

, Nisus.  Regard  not  show! 

Age.  Oh,  God ! 

I knew  her  when  I have  been  offer’d  her 
To  be  brought  to  my  bed  for  live  pounds; 

whether  [not. 

It  could  have  been  perform'd  or  no,  I know 
Nisus.  Her  daughter  is  a pretty  lady. 

Dor.  Yes ; 

And  having  had  but  mean  bringing  up. 

It  talks  the  prettiliestand  innocentliest ! 

The  queen  will  be  so  angry  to  hear  her  betray 
Her  breeding  by  her  language ! But  I’m  per- 
She’s  well  dispos’d.  [suaded 

Age.  I think  better  tlmn  her  mother. 

Nisus.  Come,  we  stuy  too  long.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Ismenus. 

Ism.  How  now,  man  ? struck  dead  with  a 
Leuc.  No,  [tale? 

But  with  a truth.  [blows, 

Ism.  Stand  of  yourself : can  you  endure 
And  shrink  at  words  ? 

Leuc.  Thou  know’st  I’ve  told  tliee  all. 

Ism.  But  that’s  all  nothing  to  make  you 
la  dead.  [thus;  your  sister 

Leuc.  That’s  much ; but  not  the  most. 

Ism.  W by,  for  the  other, 

*7  Officious  fu  Ishood.]  Officious  seems  here 
by  the  same  speaker  in  p.  364. 


Let  her  marry  and  hang;  it  is  no  purpos’d 
fault 

Of  yours  ! and  if  your  father  will  needs  have 
Your  cast  whore,  you  shall  shew  the  duty  of 
A child  better  iu  being  contented,  and 
Bidding  much  good  do  his  good  old  heart 
with  her, 

Thun  in  repining  thus  at  it:  let  her  go!  what! 
There  are  more  wenches,  man ; we’ll  have 
another.  [do  nftt  love  her. 

, Leuc.  Oh,  thou  art  vain ; thou  know’st  I 
What  shall  I do?  I would  my  tongue  had  led 
To  any  other  thing,  but  blasphemy,  [me 
So  I had  miss’d  commending  of  this  woman, 
Whom  I must  reverence,  now  she  is  ray  mo- 
ther ! 

My  sin,  Ismenus,  lias  wrought  all  this  ill: 
And  I beseech  thee  to  be  warn'd  by  me, 
And  do  not  lie  ! If  any  man  should  a>k  thee 
But  How  thou  dost , or  What  o'clock  ’ tis  non, 
Be  sure  thou  do  not  lie!  Make  no  excuse 
For  him  that  is  most  near  thee!  never  let 
The  most  officious  ftlshood*7  'scape  thy 
tongue ! 

For  they  above  (that  are  entirely  truth)  [lies, 
Will  make  that  seed  which  thou  hast  sown  of 
Yield  miseries  a thousand-fold 
Upon  thine  head,  as  they  have  done  on  miae. 

Enter  Timantus. 

Tim.  Sir,  your  highness  is  welcome  home ! 
the  king 

And  queen  will  presently  come  forth  to  you. 
Leuc.  I’ll  wait  on  them. 

Tun.  Worthy  Ismenus,  I pray  you, 

IIow  have  you  sped  in  your  wars? 

Ism.  This  rogue  mocks  ine  ! — 

Well, Timantus.  Pray  how  have  you  sped  litre 
At  home  at  shuffleboard  ? 

'Dm.  Faith,  reasonable!  [summer? 

IIow  many  towns  have  you  taken  in  this 
Ism.  IIow  many  stags  have  you  been  at 
the  death  of,  this  grass?  [settled? 

Tim.  A number.  Pray  how  is  the  province 

to  relate  to  duty , office.  It  is  similarly  used 

Ism 
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Act  3 ] 

1m.  Prithee  how  does  the  dan  nag? 

Tim.  I think  you  mock  me, 

My  lord. 

Ism.  Mock  thee?  Yes,  by  my  troth  do  I; 
Why,  what  wouldst  thou  have  me  do  with 
thee  ? 

Art  good  for  any  thing  else? 

Enter  Leontius,  Bacha , Dorialus , Agcnor, 
A is  its,  and  Telamon. 

Leuc.  My  good  Ismeuus,  hold  me  by  the 
wrist ! 

And  if  thou  sec’st  me  fainting,  wring  me  hard, 
For  I shall  swoon  again  else!  [/o/ce/s. 

Lean.  Welcome,  my  son ! Rise.  1 did  send 
for  thee  [counsel, 

Back  from  the  province,  by  thy  mother’s 
Thy  good  mother  here,  who  loves  thee  well: 
She  would  not  let  ine  venture  all  my  joy 
Amongst  my  enemies.  I thank  thee  for  her, 
And  none  but  thee:  I took  her  on  thv  word. 
Leuc.  Pinch  harder!  [have  now 

Leon.  And  she  shall  bid  thee  welcome.  I 
Some  near  affairs,  but  I will  drink  n health 
To  thee  anon.  Come,  Telamon  ! I’m  grown 
Lustier,  I thank  thee  for  it,  since  1 married ; 
Why,  Telamon,  I can  stand  now  alone, 

Anri  never  stagger.  [Exeunt  Leon,  and  Tel. 
Bacha.  Welcome,  most  noble  sir,  whose 
fame  is  come 

Hither  before  you ! — Out,  alas ! you  scorn  me. 
And  teach  me  what  to  do. 

Leuc.  No,  vou  are 
My  mother. 

Buc/iu.  Far  unworthy  of  that  name,  [lords, 
God  knows ! But  trust  me,  here  before  these 
I am  no  more  but  nurse  unto  the  duke; 

Nor  will  I breed  a faction  in  the  state: 

It  is  too  much  for  me  that  I nm  rais’d 
Unto  his  bed,  and  will  remain  the  servant 
Of  you  that  did  it. 

Leuc.  Madam,  I will  serve  you  [man! 
As  shall  become  me. — Oh,  dissembling  wo- 
Whom  I must  reverence  tho'.  Take  from  thy 
quiver, 

Sure-aim’d  Apollo,  one  of  thy  swift  darts, 
Headed  with  thy  consuming  golden  beams, 
And  let  it  melt  this  body  into  mist, 

That  none  may  find  it ! 

Bacha.  Shall  I beg,  iny  lords, 

This  room  in  private  for  the  prince  and  me? 

[ Exeunt  all  but  l^ucippus  and  Bacha. 
Lcuc.  What  will  she  say  now? 

Bacha.  I must  still  enjoy  him: 

Yet  there  is  still  left  in  me  a spark  of  woman. 
That  wishes  he  would  move  it;  but  he  stands 
As  if  he  grew  there  with  his  eyes  on  earth. — 
Sir,  you  and  I,  when  wc  were  last  together, 
Kept  not  this-distance,  as  we  were  afraid 
Of  blasting  by  ourselves. 

Leuc.  Madam,  Tistrue; 

Heav’n  pardon  it! 

Bacha.  Ainen  ! Sir,  you  may  think 
That  I have  done  you  wrong  m this  strange  j 
Leuc.  It  is  past ‘now.  [tournugc.  ' 

VOL.  IU, 


Bacha.  But’twas  no  fault  of  mine? 

The  world  hud  cull’d  me  mad,  had  I refus’d 
'The  king;  nor  laid  1 any  train  to  catch  him, 
Twas  your  own  oaths  that  did  it. 

Lcuc.  Tis  a truth,  [Heav’n, 

That  takes  my  sleep  away ! But  ’would  to 
If  it  had  so  been  pleas’d,  you  had  refus’d  liim, 
Tho*  I had  gratified  that  courtesy 
With  having  you  myself!  But  since  ’tis  thus, 
I do  beseech  you  that  you  will  he  honest 
From  henceforth;  and  not  abuse  his  credu- 
lous age, 

Which  you  may  easily  do.  As  for  myself. 
What  I can  say,  you  know',  alas,  too  well. 

Is  tied  within  me;  here  it  will  sit  like  lead, 
But  shall  otfend  no  other;  it  will  pluck  me 
Back  from  my  entrance  into  any  mirth. 

As  if  a servant  came,  and  whisper’d  w ith  me 
Of  some  friend’s  death  : but  I will  bear  my- 
self, 

To  you,  with  all  the  due  obedience 
A son  owes  to  a mother:  more  than  this 
Is  not  in  me  ; but  I must  leave  the  rest 
To  the  just  gods,  who,  in  their  blessed  time, 
W lien  they  have  given  me  punishmentenough 
For  my  rash  sin,  will  mercifully  find 
As  unexpected  means  to  ease  my  grie£ 

As  they  did  now  to  bring  it. 

Bacha.  Grown  so  godly  ? 

This  must  not  be.  And  I will  be  to  you 
No  other  than  a natural  mother  ought; 

And  for  my  honesty,  so  you  will  swear 
Never  to  urge  me,  l shall  keep  it  safe 
From  any  other. 

Leuc.  Bless  me ! I should  urge  you  ? 
Bacha.  Nay,  but  swear  then  that  I may 
be  at  peace ! 

For  I do  feel  a weakness  in  myself. 

That  can  deny  you  nothing : if  you  tempt  me, 

I shall  embrace  sin  as  it  were  a friend. 

And  run  to  meet  it. 

Leuc.  If  yon  knew  how  far 
It  were  from  me,  vou  would  not  urge  an  oath ; 
But  foryour  satisfaction, When  I tempt  you — 
Bacha.  Swear  not. — I cannot  move  him. 
— This  sad  talk. 

Of  things  past  help,  does  not  become  us  well: 
Shall  L send  one  for  iny  musicians,  and  we’ll 
Leuc.  Dance,  madam?  [dance? 

Bacha.  Yes,  a laTulta. 

Sauc.  I cannot  dance,  madam. 

Bacha.  Then  let’s  be  merry! 

IjCuc.  I am  as  my  fortunes  bid  me; 

Do  not  you  see  me  sowr? 

Bacha.  Yes. 

And  why,  think  you,  I smile? 

Lcuc.  I am  so  far 

From  any  joy  myself,  I cannot  fancy 
A cause  of  mirth. 

Jlacha.  I'll  tell  you;  we’re  alone. 

Lcuc.  Alone? 

Bacha.  Yes. 

Lcuc.  Tis  true;  what  theu  ? 

Bucha.  What  theu?  you  make  my  smiling 

uow 
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Break  into  laughter ! What  think  you  is 
To  be  done  then  ? 

Leuc.  We  should  pray  to  Heaven 
For  mercy. 

Buchu.'  Pray  ? that  were  a way  indeed 
To  pass  the  time!  But  I will  make  you  blush, 
To  see  a bashful  woman  teach  a man 
What  we  should  do  alone;  try  again 
If  you  can  find  it  out. 

"Leuc.  I dare  not  think 
I understand  you ! 

Bacha.  1 must  teach  you,  then  j 
Come,  kiss  me. 

Lcuc.  Kiss  you? 

Bacha.  Yes;  be  not  asham’d ! 

You  did  it  not  yourself ; I "ill  forgive  you. 
ljtuc.  Keep,  you  displeased  gods,  the  due 
respect 

I ought  to  bear  unto  this  wicked  woman, 

As  she  is  now  my  mother  ! haste  within  me, 
Test  I add  sins  to  sins,  ’till  no  repentance 
Will  cure  me. 

Bacha.  Leave  these  melancholy  moods, 
That  I may  swear  thee  welcome  on  thy  lips 
A thousand  times  ! 

J^euc.  Pray  leave  this  wicked  talk : 

You  do  not  know  to  w hat  my  father’s  wrong 
May  urge  me. 

Bacha.  I am  careless,  and  do  w'eigh, 

The  world,  my  life,  and  all  my  after  hopes 
Nothing  without  thy  love  : mistake  me  not; 
Thy  love,  as  I have  had  it,  free  and  open 
As  wedlock  is.  within  itself:  what  say  you? 
Leuc.  Nothing. 

Bacha.  Pity  me!  behold  a duchess 
Kneels  for  thy  mercy ; and  I swear  to  you, 
Tho*  I should  lie  with  you,  it  is  no  lust ; 

For  it  desires  no  change:  I could  with  you 
Content  myself.  What  answer  will  you  give  ? 
Jy€itc.  They  that  cau  answer,  must  be  less 
amaz’d 

Than  I am  now!  You  see  my  tears  deliver 
My  meaning  to  you. 

Bacha.  Shall  I be  contemn’d  ? 

Thou  art  a beast,  worse  than  a savage  beast, 
To  let  a lady  kneel,  to  beg  that  thing 
Which  a right  man  would  offer. 

Leuc . *Tis  your  will,  Heav’n; 

But  let  me  bear  ine  like  myself,  however 
She  does!  [you  weut  hence? 

Bacha.  Were  you  made  an  eunuch,  since 
Yet  they  have  more  desire  than  I can  find 
In  you.  How  foud  was  I to  beg  thy  love ! 
I’ll  force  thee  to  my  will:  dost  thou  not  know 
That  I can  make  the  king  dote  at  my  list  ? 
Yield  quickly,  or  by  Ileav n 1*11  have  thee  kept 
In  prison  for  my  purpose!  [thee 

Where  I will  make  thee  serve  my  turn,  and  have 
Fed  with  such  meats  as  best  shall  fit  my  ends, 
And  not  thy  health. — Why  dost  not  speak  to 
me  ? — 

And  when  thou  dost  displease  me,  and  art 
grown 

Less  able  to  perfonn,  then  I will  have  thee  . 
Kill’d  aud  forgotten !— Are  you  stricken  duo^h? 


[Act  3. 

Leuc.  All  you  have  nam’d,  but  making  of 
ine  sin 

With  you,  you  may  command,  but  never  that, 
Say  w hat  you  will : I’ll  hear  you  as  becomes 
me. 

If  you  speak  ; I will  not  follow  your  counsel, 
Neither  will  I tell  the  world  to  your  disgrace, 
But  give  you  the  just  honour  that  is  due 
Prom  ine  to  niy  lather's  wife. 

Bacha.  Loid,  how  full 
Of  wist  formality  are  you  grown  of  late!— 
But  y«»u  w ere  telling  me  you  could  have  wish’d 
That  I had  married  you : if  you  will  swear 
I’ll  make  away  the  king.  [so  yet, 

Lcuc . Y ou  are  a strumpet — 

Bacha.  Nay,  I care  not 
For  all  your  railings ; they  will  batter  wall* 
And  take  in  towns,  us  soon  as  trouble  me: 
Tell  him ! I care  not ; I shall  undo  you  only, 
Which  is  no  mutter. 

Lcuc.  I appeal  to  you 
Still,  and  for  ever,  that  are  and  cannot 
Be  other! — Madam,  I see  ’tia  in  your  power 
To  work  your  w ill  on  him ; and  1 desire  yon 
To  lay  what  trains  you  will  for  iny  wish’d 
death. 

But  suffer  him  to  find  his  quiet  grave 
In  peace:  alas,  he  never  did  you  wrong. 
And  further,  I beseech  you  pardon  me 
For  the  ill  word  I gave  you ; for  however 
You  may  deserve,  it  became  not  me 
To  call  you  so ; but  passion  urges  me 
I know  not  whither.  My  heart,  break  now, 
And  ease  me  ever! 

Bacha.  Pray  you,  get  you  hence 
Wi’  your  goodly  humour!  I am  weary  of  yofl 
Extremely. 

Leuc.  Trust  me,  so  am  I of  myself  too : 
Madam,  I’ll  take  my  leave.  Gods  set  all 
right!  [Exit. 

Bacha.  Amen ! Sir,  get  you  gone  !— 

Am  I denied?  It  does  not  trouble  me 
That  I have  mov’d,  but  that  I am  refus’d . 
I’ve  lost  my  patience!  I will  make  him  know 
Lust  is  not  love  ; for  lust  will  find  a mate 
Wliilc  there  are  men,  and  so  will  I,  and  more 

Enter  Timantus. 


Than  one,  or  twenty! — Yonder  is  Timantus, 
A fellow  void  of  any  worth  to  raise  himself) 
And  therefore  like  to  catch  at  any  evil 
That  will  but  pluck  him  up;  him  will  I make 
Mine  own. — Timantus! 

Tim.  Madam  ? 


Buchu.  Thou  know’st  well  [raising; 

Thou  wort,  by  clmnce,  a means  of  this  my 
Brought  the  duke  tome;  and,  tho”twere  but 
I must  reward  thee.  [chance, 

Tim . I shall  bend  my  service 
Unto  your  highness.  [thing; 

Bacha.  But  do  it  then  entirely,  and  in  every 
And  tell  me,  couldst  thou  now  think  that 
thing 

Thou  wouldst  not  do  for  me 


'Tim.  No,  by  my  soul,  madam. 

Bacha, 
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Act  3.] 

.Bacha.  Then  thou  art  right. 

Go  to  my  lodging,  and  I’ll  follow  thee. 

[ Exit  Tim. 

With  my  instruction,  I do  see  already, 

This  prince,  that  did  but  now  contemn  me, 
dead ! 

Yet  will  I never  speak  an  evil  word 
Unto  his  father  or  him,  'till  I have 
Won  a belief  I .love  him  ; but  I’ll  make 
His  virtues  bis  undoing,  and  my  praises 
•Shall  be  so  many  swords  against  his  breast : 
Which  once  perform’d,  I’ll  make  Urania, 

My  daughter,  the  king’s  heir,  and  plant  my 
issue 

In  this  large  throne;  nor  shall  it  be  withstood : 
They  that -begin  iu  lust,  must  end  in  blood ! 

[Exit. 

Enter  Dorialus , /lienor,  and  Nisus. 

Dor.  We  live  to  know  a tine  time,  gentle- 
men. [age 

Nisus.  And  a fine  duke,  that  thro’  his  doting 
•Suffers  himself  to  be  a child  again. 

Under  his  wife’s  tuition. 

Age.  All  the  land 

Holds  in  that  tenure  too,  in  woman’s  service: 
Sure  we  shall  learn  to  spin! 

Dor.  No,  tlmt/s  too  honest; 

We  shall  have  other  liberal  sciences 
Taught  us  too  soon : lying  and  flattering. 
Those  are  the  studies  now!  and  murder  shortly 
! know  w ill  he  humanity.  Gentlemen, 

If  we  live  licre  we  must  be  knaves,  believe  it. 
Nisus.  I cannot  tell,  my  lord  Dorialus; 
tho’  my  [knaves, 

Own  nature  hate  it,  if  nil  determine  to  be 
III  try  what  i can  do  upon  myself,  that’s 
certain : [ness ; 

I will  not  have  my  throat  cut  for  my  good- 
The  virtue  will  not  quit  the  pain. 

Age.  Hut  pray  you  tell  me,  [rienc’d, 

Why  is  the  prince,  now  ripe  and  full  expe- 

Not  made  a doer.in  the  state2*? 

Nisus.  Because  he's  honest. 

Enter  Tima nt  us . 

Tim.  Goodness  attend  your  honours ! 

Dor.  You  must  not  be  amongst  us  then. 
Tim.  The  duchess, 

Whose  humble  servant  I am  proud  to  be, 
Would  speak  with  you. 

Age.  Sir,  we  are  pleas'd  to  wait; 

When  is  it? 

Tim.  An  hour  hence,  my  good  lords : 

And  so  I leave  my  service.  [Exit. 

Dor.  This  is  one  [withal : 

Of  her  ferrets,  that  she  boults  business  out 
This  fellow,  if  he  were  well  ript,  hns  all 
The  linings  of  a knave  within  him : how  sly 
he  looks ! 


Nisus.  Have  we  nothing  about  our  cloaths 
May  catch  at  ? [that  he 

Age.  O’  niv  conscience,  there  is 
No  treason  in  ray  doublet!  if  there  be, 

My  elbows  will  discover  it,  they’re  out. 

Dor.  Faith, 

And  all  the  harm  that  I can  find  in  mine 
Is,  that  they  arc  not  paid  for;  let  him 
Mpkew  hat  he  can  of  that,  so  he  discharge  it. 
Come,  let  us  go.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bacha , Leontius , and  Telamon, 
Bacha.  And  you  shall  find,  sir,  what 
A blessing  Heaven  gave  you  in  such  a son. 
Leon.  Pray  gods  I may!  Let's  walk,  and 
change  our  subject.  [to  you, 

Bacha.  Oh,  sir,  can  any  thing  come  sweeter 
Or  strike  a deeper  joy  into  your  heart, 

Thau  your  son’s  virtue? 

Leon.  I allow  his  virtues; 

But  ’ris  not  handsome  thus  to  feed  myself 
VV  ith  such  immoderate  praises  of  mine  own. 

Bacha.  The  subject  of  our  commendations 
Is  itself  grown  so  infinite  in  goodness. 

That  all  the  glory  we  can  lay  upon  it, 

Tho’  we  should  open  volumes  of  his  praises. 
Is  a mere  modesty  in  bis  expression,  [piece 
And  shews  him  lame  still,  like  an  ill-w  rought 
Wanting  proportion. 

Lou.  Yet  still  he’s  a man,  and  subject  still 
To  more  inordinate  vices  than  our  love 
Can  give  him  blessings. 

Bacha.  Else  he  were  a god ; 

Yet  so  near,  as  he  is,  lie  comes  to  Hcav’n, 
That  w e may  see,  so  far  as  flesh  can  point  us. 
Tilings  only  worthy  of  them ; and  only  these 
In  all  his  actions. 

Lon.  This  is  too  much,  inv  queen ! 

Bacha.  Had  the  gods  lovfd  me,  that  my 
unworthy  womb 
Had  bred  this  brave  man — 

, Leon.  Still  you  run  wrong!  [of  him, 
Bacha.  I would  have  liv’d  upon  the  comfort 
Fed  on  his  growing  hopes! 

Leon.  This  touches  me!  [his  virtues. 
Bacha.  I know  no  friends,  nor  being,  but 
Leon.  You’ve  laid  out  words  cnougli  upon 
a subject. 

Bacha.  But  words  cannot  express  him,  sir. 
Why,  wlmt  a shape 

Henv’n  has  conceiv’d  him  in!  oh,  Nature 
made  him  up — 

Leon  I wonder,  duchess — 

Bacha.  So  you  must;  for  less 
Than  admiration  loses  this  godlike  man. 
Lon.  Have  you  done  with  him? 

Bacha.  Done  with  him  ? Oh,  good  gods, 
What  qualities  thus  pass  by  us  without  re* 
verence 79 ! 

Lon.  I see  no  such  perfection. 


18  Aro/  made  a dore  in  the  state?]  Corrected  in  1750. 

29  What  frailties  thus  pass  by  us  without  reverence  Frailtiesy  Seward  justly  observes,  is 
4 the  very  reverse  of  the  idea  required  by  the  context : he  substitutes  virtues  for  that  word, 
but  we  have  adopted  Sympson’s  reading,  qualities , which  is  much  the  best. 

3 B 2 Bacha* 


Digitized  by  Google 


37* 


CUPID'S  REVENGE. 


Bacha.  Ob,  dear  sir,  you’re  a fattier,  and 
those  joys  [toneue. 

To  you,  speak  in  your  lieart,  not  in  your 
ham.  This  leaves  a taste  belaud  it  worse 
than  physic.  [good  fortune, 

Bacha.  Then  for  his  wisdom,  valour,  und 
And  all  those  friends  of  liouour30,  they’re 
in  him 

As  free  and  natural,  as  passions  in  , 

A woman.  [years, 

ham.  You  make  me  blush,  for  all  these 
To  see  how  blindly  you  have  flung  your 
praises 

II pou  a boy,  a very  child  ; and  worthless, 
Whilst  I live,  of  these  honours. 

Bacha.  1 would  not  have  my  love,  sir, 
make  my  tongue 

Shew  me  so  much  a woman,  as  to  praise 
Or  dispraise,  where  my  will  is, without  reason, 
Or  general  allowance  of  the  people. 

Jjcan.  Allowance  of  the  people?  what 
allow  they  ? [must  do  it, 

Bacha.  All  I have  said  for  truth;  and  they 
And  dote  upon  him,  love  him, and  admire  him. 
Leon.  How’s  that?  [ward  ness 

Bacha.  For  in  his  youth31  and  noble  for- 
All  things  are  bound  together  that  are  kingly; 
A fitness  to  bear  rule — 

J^on.  No  more! 

Bacha.  And  sovereignty, 

Not  made  to  know  command. 

Leon.  I’ve  said,  no  more ! 

Bacha.  I’ve  done,  sir,  tho’  unwilling ; and 
pardon  me ! 

Leon.  I do ; not  a word  more ! 

Bacha.  I’ve  given  thee  poison 
Of  inure  infection  than  the  dragon’s  tooth, 
Or  the  gross  air  o’er-heated. 

Enter  Tinian t us. 

Leon.  Timantus,  when 
Saw  you  the  prince? 

Ton.  I left  him  now,  sir, 

Leon.  Tell  me  truly. 

Out  of  your  free  opinion,  w ithout  courting, 
llow  you  like  him  ? 

Ton.  How  I like  him? 

Lean.  Yes; 

For  you  in  conversation  may  see  more 
Than  a father. 

Bacha.  It  works. 

Tim.  Your  grace  lias  chosen  out  an  ill 
observer.  [rightly. 

Leon.  Yes,  I mean  of  his  ill;  you  talk 
Ton.  But  you  takexne  wrong  ! All  I know 
by  him 

I dare  deliver  boldly : he  is  the  storehouse 


[Act  1 

And  head  of  virtue,  your  great  self  excepted, 
That  feeds  the  kingdom. 

Leon.  These  are  flatteries  ! 

Speak  me  his  vices:  there  you  do  a service 
Worthy  a father’s  thanks. 

Tim.  Sir,  I cannot. 

If  there  be  any,  sure  they  are  the  times’, 
Which  I could  wish  less  dangerous.  But 
pardon  me, 

I atn  too  bold. 

Leon.  You  arc  not;  forward, 

And  open  what  these  dangers  are  ! 

Tim.  Nay,  good  pir!  [all! 

J.eon.  Nay,  fail  not  off  again;  I will  have 
Tim.  Alas,  sir,  what  am  1,  you  should  be- 
lieve 

My  eyes  or  ears  so  subtle  to  observe 
Faults  in  a state?  all  my  main  business 
Is  service  to  your  grace,  and  necessaries 
For  my  poor  life. 

IjCou.  Do  not  displease  me,  sirrah! 

But  tjiat  you  know  tell  me,  and  presently. 

Tim.  Since  your  grace  will  have  it, 

I’ll  speak  it  ffccly  : always  my  obedience 
And  love  preserv'd  unto  the  prince. 

Leon.  Prithee  to  the  matter ! 

Tim . For,  sir,  if  you  consider 
How  like  a sun  in  all  his  gnyt  employments, 
How  full  of  heat — 

Leon.  Make  me  understand  w hat  I desire! 
Tim.  And  then  at  his  return— - 
lean.  Do  not  anger  me ! 

Tun.  Then  thus,  sir:  all  mislike  you, 

As  they  would  do  the  gods,  if  they  did  dwell 
Leon.  What?  [’with  tin. 

Tim.  Talk  und  prate,  as  their  ignorant  ragts 
Lead  ’em,  without  allegiance  or  religion. 
For  Heav’n’s  sake,  have  a care  of  your  own 
person ! 

I cannot  tell ; their  wickedness  may  lead 
Further  than  I dare  think  yet. 

Jeon.  Oh,  base  people  ! 

Tim.  Yet  the  prince,  for  whom  this  is  pre- 
tended, may  [ever  watchful ; 

Persuade  ’em,  and  no  doubt  will : virtue’s 
But  be  you  still  secur’d  and  comforted! 
Leon.  Ileav’n  ! how  have  I offended,  flat 
this  rod. 

So  heavy  and  unnatural,  should  fall  upon  me 
When  I am  old  and  helpless? 

Tim.  Brave  gentleman31 ! 

That  such  a inadding  love  should  follow  thee, 
To  rob  thee  of  a father!  All  the  court 
Is  full  of  daugerous  whispers. 

J.eon . I perceive  it; 

And,  ’spite  of  all  their  strengtlis,  will  make 
my  safety ! 


30  Bacha.  Then  for  a.l  hit  wisdom,  valour, 

Gooil  fortune,  and  ail  those  friends  of  honour , 

They  arc  in  him  as  free  and  natural,  as  passions 

In  a woman. ] The  measure  here  was  quite  lost,  and  the  sense  hurt,  by  inserting 
the  all  from  the  second  line  into  the  first.  Scuard. 

31  For  in  this  youlh.\  \ uried  by  Seward. 

I1  Brave  gentleman!}  Seward  reads,  Poo*  brave  gentleman / 
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Act  3.] 


Pll  cut  him  shorter — Pll  cat  him  shorter  first. 
Then  let  him  rule. 

Bach  a.  What  a foul  age  is  this,  [tuous? 
When  virtue’s  made  a sword  to  smite  the  vir- 
Ala.s,  alas  ! 

Leon.  Pll  teach  him  to  fly  lower. 

Tim.  By  no  means,  sir;  mther  make  more 
your  love. 

And  hold  your  favour  to  him  : for  ’tis  now 
Impossible  to  yoke  him,  if  his  thoughts 
(As  l must  ne’er  believe)  run  with  their  rages 
(lie  ever  was  so  innocent13).  But  w hat  reason 
Jlis  grace  has  to  withdraw  his  love  from  me, 
A nd  other  good  men  that  are  near  your  person, 
I cannot  yet  find  out;  I know  my  duty 
Has  ever  been  attending. 

Leon.  Tis  too  plain  [him. 

He  means  to  play  the  villain ; Pll  prevent 
Not  a word  more  of  this ; be  private  ! 

[fir  if. 

Tim.  Madam,  *tis  done. 

Bacha.  He  can’t  escape  me.  Have  you 
Spoken  with  the  noblemen  ? 

Tim.  Yes,  madam;  they  are  here.  I wait 
a further  service. 

Bacha.  Till  you  see  the  prince34,  you  need 
no  more  instructions. 

Tun.  No;  I lurye  it ! [Exit 

Enter  Dorialus , Nisus , and  Agenor . 

Bacha.  That  fool  that  willingly  provokes  a 
woman, 

Has  made  himself  another  evil  angel, 

And  a new  hell,  to  which  all  other  torments 
Arc  but  mere  pastime. — Now,  my  noble 
lords. 

You  must  excuse  me,  that  unmannerly 
We’ve  broke  your  private  business. 

Age.  Your  good  grace 
May  command  us,  and  that — 

Bacha.  Faith,  my  lord  Agenor, 

It  is  so  good  a cause,  I’m  confident 
You  cannot  lose  by  it. 

Dor.  \V  hich  way  does  she  fish  now  ? 

The  devil’s  but  a fool  to  a right  woman. 
Nisus.  Madam,  we  must  needs  win  in  do- 
ing service 

To  such  a gracious  lady. 
bacha.  1 thank  you,  and  will  let  you  know 
the  business, 

So  I may  have  your  helps : never  be  doubtful, 
For  'tis  so  just  n cause,  and  will  to  you 
Upon  the  knowledge  seem  so  honourable, 


That  I assure  myself  your  willing  hearts 
\V  ill  straight  be  for  me  in  it. 

Age.  If  she  should  prove  good  now,  what 
were  it  like?  [man; 

Dor.  Thunder  in  January,  or  a good  »«. 
That’s  stranger  than  all  tin- monsters  in  Africk. 
Bucha.  It  shall  not  need  your  wonder* 
this  it  is: 

The  duke  you  know  is  old,  and  mther  subject 
To  case  and  prayers  now,  than  all  those  trou- 
bles, 

Cares,  and  continual  watchings,  that  attend 
A kingdom's  safety : therefore  to  prevent 
The  fall  of  such  a nourishing  estate 
As  this  has  been,  and  to  put  off 
The  murmur  of  the  people,  that  encrease 
Against  my  government,  which  the  gods  know 
1 only  feel  the  trouble  of,  I present 
The  prince  unto  your  loves,  a gentleman 
In  whom  all  excellencies  are  knit  together, 
All  pieces  of  a true  man : let  your  prayers 
Win  from  the  duke  halfhis  vexation, 

Tliat  he  may  undertake  it,  whose  discretion 
1 must  coriless,  tho’  it  he  from  a father, 

Yet  now  is  stronger,  and  more  apt  to  govern  ! 
Tis  not  my  own  desire,  but  all  the  land’s ! 

I know  the  weakness  of  it 


A'isnj.  Madam,  this  noble  care  and  love 
has  won  us 

For  ever  to  your  loves:  well  to  the  king; 
And  since  your  grace  has  put  it  in  our  mouths. 
We’ll  win  him  with  the  cunning’st  words  we 
can.  [fore, 

Dor.  I was  never  cozen’d  in  a woman  be- 
For  commonly  they  are  like  apples: 

If  once  they  bruise,  they  will  grow  rotten 
thro’,  [ings. 

And  serve  for  nothing  but  to  asswage  swell- 
H ncha.  Good  lords, 

Dc-lny  no  time,  since  it  isyourgood  pleasures 
To  think  my  counsel  good ! and  by  no  means 
let  the  prince  know  it,  whose  affections 
Will  stir  mainly  agaiust  it;  besides,  his  father 
May  hold  him  dangerous,  if  it  be  not  carried 
So  that  his  forward  will  appear  not  in  it. 

Go,  and  be  happy! 

Dor.  Well,  In  not  be  chronicled 
Ab  thou’lt  be  for  a good  woman,  for  all  the 
world.  [inspir’d, 

Nisus.  Madam,  we  kiss  yottr  hand;  and  so 
Nothing  hut  happiness  can  crown  our  pray* 
ers,s*  [Krcant. 


33  He  ne'er  sax  jo  innocent.]  Corrected  by  Seward. 

34  Till  yet  be  the  prince .]  lor  want  of  consulting  the  quarto  of  1635  (which  exhibits  the 
lection  in  our  text)  Seward  and  Sympson  were  much  puzzled  about  this  passage:  the  former 

prints,  STILL  BESET  the  prince;  and  the  latter  proposes,  stjll  let  it  be  the  prime. 

Through  inattention  to  that  copy  (which  is  infinitely  the  best,  and  which  it  is  certain  they 
were  possessed  of)  they  have  made  many  unnecessary  variations,  which  we  forbear  to  par- 
ticularise. r 

3i  Madam , arc  kiss  ymxr  hand,  and  so  inspire. 

Nothing  but  happiness  can  crou  n our  prayers.]  The  omission  of  a letter  and  the  insertion 
of  a false  point,  which  turn  part  ol  tliesc  lines  into  nonsense,  lias  past  through  all  the  editions. 
Mr.  Sympson  has  sent  ine  the  same  correction,  Sacard. 
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ACT  IV. 


Enter  Leucippus  and  Ismenus. 

Leuc.  rPliUS  she  has  us’d  me : is’t  not  a 
good  mother? 

Ism.  Why  kill’d  you  her  not? 
leuc.  The  gods  forbid  it! 

Ism.  'Slight, 

If  all  the  women  in  the  world  wore  barren, 
Sh’had  died! 

X*  uc.  But  ’tis  not  reason  directs  thee  thus. 
Ism.  Then  have  I none  at  all ; for  all  I've 
in  me 

Directs  me.  Your  father's  in  a pretty  rage. 
JsCuc.  Why? 

Ism.  Nav,  it  is  well  if  lie  know  himself : 
But  some  of  the  nobility  have  deliver’d 
A petition  to  him  ; what  is  in’t 
I know  not ; but  it  has  put  him  t*  his  trumps: 
He  Ims  taken  a month’s  time  to  nnswet  it. 
And  chafes  like  himself. 

Enter  Leontius , Bad ha,  and  Telamon. 

Leuc.  He's  here,  Ismenus. 

I jeon.  Setmedown,Telainon! — Leucippus! 
Leuc.  Sir.  [swear 

Bucha.  Nay,  good  sir,  be  at  peace!!  dare 
He  knew  not  of  it. 

Jxon.  You  are  foolish;  peace! 

Bacha.  All  will  go  ill!  Deny  it  boldly,  sir; 
Trust  me,  he  cannot  prove  it  by  you. 

Ijeuc.  What?  [facing  it. 

Bacha.  You’ll  make  all  worse  too  with  your 
Ijeuc.  What  is  the  matter? 

Leon.  Know'st  thou  that  petition? 

Look  on  it  well!  Wouldst  thou  be  join’d 
with  me  ? 

Unnatural  child  ! to  be  weary  o’me,  ere  fate 
Esteem  me  tit  for  other  worlds ! 

Bacha.  May  be 
He  knows  not  of  it. 

Lear.  Ob,  strange  carriages! 

Sir,  as  I’ve  hope  that  there  is  any  thing 
To  reward  doing  well,  my  usages. 

Which  have  been — but  it  is  no  matter  what — 
Have  put  me  so  far  from  the  thought  of 
greatness. 

That  1 should  welcome  it  like  a disease 
That  grew  upon  me,  and  I could  not  cure. 
They  are  my  enemies  that  gnve  you  this ; 
And  yet  they  call  ine  friend,  and  are  them- 
selves 

I fear  abus’d.  I'm  weary  of  my  life; 

Tor  God’s  sake,  take  it  from  me ! it  creates 
More  mischief  in  the  state  than  it  is  worth. 
The  usage  I have  had,  I know,  would  make 
Wisdom  herself  run  frantic  thro'  the  streets, 
And  Patience  quarrel  with  her  shadow.  Sir, 
This  sword — 

Bacha.  Alas!  help,  for  the  love  of  Ileav'n! 
Make  way  thro’  me  tirst;  for  he  is  your  father ! 


Leon.  What,  would  he  kill  me£ 

Bacha.  No,  sir,  no. 

Leon.  Thou  always  mak’st  the  Lest  on't^ 
but  I fear— 

Leuc.  Why  do  you  use  me  thus?  Who  is't 
can  think 

That  1 would  kill  my  father,  that  can  yet 
Forbear  to  kill  you  — Here,  sir,  is  ray  sword ; 

1 dare  not  touch  it,  lest  she  say  again 
I would  have  kill’d  you.  Let  me  not  have 
mercy 

When  I most  need  it,  if  I would  not  change 
Place  with  my  meanest  servant ! — Let  these 
faults 

Be  mended,  madam!  if  you  saw  bow  ill 
They  did  become  you,  you  would  part  with 
them. 

Bacha.  I told  the  duke  as  much  before. 
Leuc.  VY  hat  ? what  did  you  tell  him  ? 
Bacha.  That  it  was  only  an  ambition 
Nurs’d  in  you  by  your  youth,  provok’d  you 
Which  age  would  take  away.  [thus, 

Jj'on.  It  was  his  own  doing  then? — Come 
Bucha.  No,  indeed,  sir.  [hither,  Ic  ve ! 
Ixuc.  How  am  I mode,  that  J con  bear  all 
this  ? 

If  any  one  bad  us’d  a friend  of  mine  near  this, 
My  hand  hud  curried  dentil  about  it. 

Iaoh.  Lead  me  hence.  Telamon!  [this. 

Come,  my  dear  Bacha  ! I shall  find  time  for 
Ism.  Madam,  you  know  I dare  not  speak 
before  [you), 

The  king;  but  you  know  well  (if  not,  1 11  tell 
You’re  the  most  wicked,  and  most  murderous 
That  ever  was  call’d  woman  ! [strumpet, 

Bacha.  Mv  lord, 

What  I can  (in  for  him,  he  shaft  I command  me. 
Leon.  1 know  thou  art  too  kind : away,  I 
say  ! [Exeunt  Leon.  Bucha,  Tim.  and  Tel . 
Jsm.  Sir,  I am  sure  we  dream ! this  can* 
not  he. 

Leuc.  Oh,  that  we  did ! My  wickedness  has 
brought 

All  this  to  pass,  else  I should  bear  myself. 

[ Urania  passes  aver  the  stage. 
Ism.  Look  ! do  you  sec  who’s  there?  your 
virtuous  mother’s  issue : 

Kill  her  yet!  take  some  little  pidling  revenge. 
Leuc.  Away!  the  whole  court  calls  her 
virtuous;  for  they  say, 

She  is  unlike  her  mother;  and  if  so, 

She  can  have  no  vice. 

Ism.  I’ll  trust  none  of 'em 
That  come  of  such  a breed. 

Leuc.  But  I have  found 
A kind  of  love  in  her  to  me.  Alas ! 

'Hunk  of  her  death  ? I dare  be  sworn  for  her, 
i She  is  as  free  from  any  hate  to  me 
I As  her  bad  mother’s  full.  She  was  brought  up 
* I’  th'  country,  as  her  tongue  will  let  you  know. 

Enter 
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Enter  Urania . 

If  you  but  talk  with  her,  with  a poor  unde, 
Such  as  her  mother  had. 

Ism.  She's  come  again.  [quis, 

lira.  I would  fen  speak  to  the  good  inar- 
My  brother,  if  I but  thought  he  could  abaid 
Leuc.  Sister,  how  do  you  ? [me. 

Ura.  Very  well,  I thank  you. 

Ism.  How  does  your  good  mother  ? 

Leuc.  Fy,  fy,  Ismenus!  [this? 

For  shame  ! mock  such  an  innocent  soul  as 
Ura.  Fetli,  a she  be  no  good,  God  may 
her  so ! [dear  sister ! 

Leuc.  I know  you  wish  it  with  your  heart, 
But  she  is  good,  I hope. 

Ism.  Are  you  so  simple, 

To  make  so  much  of  this  ? Do  you  not  know, 
That  all  her  wicked  mother  labours  for  [her 
Is  but  to  raise  her  to  your  right,  and  leave 
This  dukedom  ? 

Ura.  Ay;  but  ne'er,  sir,  be  aired; 

For  tho’  she  take  th'  ungaincst  weas  she  can, 
I'll  ne’er  ha’t  fro'  you. 

Leuc.  I should  hate  myself,  Ismcnus, 

If  I should  think  of  her  simplicity 
Aught  but  extremely  well. 

Ism.  Nay,  as  you  will ! 

Ura.  And  tho'  she  be  my  mother, 

If  she  take  any  caurse  to  do  you  wrang, 

If  I can  see’t,  you’st  quickly  hear  on’t,  sir: 
And  so  I’ll  take  my  leave. 

Leuc.  Farewell,  good  sister ! 

I thank  you.  [Exit  Urania. 

Ism.  You  believe  all  this? 

Leuc.  Yes. 


Tim.  Noble  Ismcnus, 

Where  is  the  prince? 

Ism.  Why,  there : hast  wept  thine  eye^out? 
Ton.  .Sir,  I beseech  you  hear  me. 

Jjeuc.  Well,  speak  on. 

Ism.  Why,  will  you  hear  him? 

Leuc.  Yes,  Ismenus;  why? 

Ism.  I would  hear  blasphemy  as  willingly, 
Leuc.  You  are  to  blame. 

Tint.  No,  sir,  he's  not  to  blame. 

If  I were  as  I was. 

hm.  Nor  as  thou  art, 
l’faith,  aw  hit  ro  blame. 

Ltuc.  What  is  your  business?  [fore  you; 
Tim.  Faith,  sir,  I am  ashum’d  to  speak  be- 
My  conscience  tells  me  I have  injur’d  you. 
And,  by  the  earnest  instigation  * 

Of  others,  have  not  done  you  to  the  king 
Always  the  best  and  friendliest,  offices : 9 
Which  paidon  me,  or  I will  never  speak  ! 
hm.  Never  pardon  him,  and  silence  a 
Leuc.  I pardon  thee.  [knave ! 

Tim.  Your  mother  sure  is  naught. 

Lcuc.  Why  shouldst  thou  think  so? 

Tim.  Oh,  noble  sir,  your  honest  eyes  per- 
ceive not 

The  dangers  you  are  led  to:  sltame  upon  her. 
And  what  fell  miseries  the  gods  can  think  on, 
Show'r  down  upon  her  wicked  head ! She  lias 
plotted,  [life, 

I know  too  well,  your  death:  'would  my  poor 
Or  thousand  such  as  mine  is,  might  be  offer’d 
Like  sacrifices  up  for  your  preserving;  [iier  ! 
What  free  oblations  would  she  have  to  glut 
But  she  is  merciless,  and  bent  to  ruin, 

If  Ileav’n  and  good  men  step  not  to  your 


. 1 t And  timely,  very  timely.  Oh,  this  dukedom! 

Ism.  A good  faith  doth  well;  but,  methinks,  I weep,  I weep  for  the  poor  orphans  in 
It  were  no  hard  matter  now  for  her  mother  This  country,  left  without  or  friends  or  pa- 
to  send  her.  rents16.  [this  fellow  ? 

Yonder’s  one  you  may  trust  if  you  will,  too.  Leuc.  Now,  Ismenus,  wliat  think  you  ot 

Leuc.  So  I will,  if  lie  can  shew  me  as  ap-  This  was  a lying  knave,  a flatterer  ! 
parent  signs  Does  not  tliis  love  still  shew  him  so?  [yet 

Of  truth  as  she  did.  Does  lie  weep,  Ismenus?  Ism.  This  love  ? thishalter!  If  he  prove  not 
Ism.  Yes,  I think  so ; some  good’s  happen’d  The  cuiining'st,  rankest  rogue  that  ever 
I warrant.  canted, 

Do  you  hear,  you?  What  honest  man  has  I’ll  ne’er  see  man  again37 ! I know  him  to 
scap’d  misery,  bring* s, 

That  thou  art  crying  thus  ? And  can  interpret  ev'ry  new  face  he  makes. 

Look 

36  I weep,  I weep  for  the  poor  orphans  i’  th’  country 

I^eft  with  but  friends  or  purents.]  The  viliuny  of  Timantus  will  not  allow  him  to  talk 
absurdly;  his  art  imposes  on  the  prince,  and  he  should  therefore  at  least  speak  sense.  And 
indeed  how  easy  was  the  mistake  of  without  to  with  but?  This  being  made,  the  repetition 
of  the  or  was  absurd,  and  being  left  out,  the  measure  was  spoilt,  and  consequently  believed 
to  he  no  measure  at  all.  This  process  of  the  corruption  seems  natural,  and  therefore  I hope 
I have  only  restored  the  original.  Mr.  Syinpson  joins  in  correcting  with  but  to  without. 

Seward. 

Quarto  1G35  reads,  Lrft  with  but  friends,  »or  patents. 

37  17/  nder  see  man  again. J Seward  calls  this  * absurd/  and  substitutes  seem  for  tee : we 
think  the  expression  easy  and  natural. 

a*  ■■  - I know  him  to  bring, 

And  can  interpret  ev'ry  new  face  he  makes.]  Unless  a whole  line  be  left  out  after  bring, 
or  the  first  part  be  made  an  imperfect  sentence,  which  would  be  very  improper  here,  this 


parent  signs 

Of  truth  as  she  did.  Does  lie  weep,  Ismenus? 
Ism.  Yes,  I think  so ; some  good’s  happen’d 
I warrant. 

Do  you  hear,  you  ? What  honest  man  has 
scap’d  misery, 

That  thou  art  crying  thus  ? 
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Look  how  he  wrings,  like  a good  stool,  for  a 
Take  heed ; [tear ! 

Children  and  fools  first  feel  the  smart,  then 
weep.  [trust 

Jjtuc.  Away,  away!  such  an  unkind  dia- 
ls worse  than  a dissembling,  if  it  be  one, 
And  sooner  leads  to  mischief:  I believe  it, 
And  him  an  honest  inan;  he  could  not  carry, 
Under  an  evil  cause,  so  true  a sorrow'. 

Ism.  'lake  heed!  this  is  your  mother's 
scorpion,  [soul 

That  carries  stings  ev’n  in  his  tears,  whose 
Is  a rank  poison  thorough:  touch  not  at  him; 
If  you  do,  you’re  gone,  if  you’d  twenty  lives. 
1 knew  him  for  a roguish  boy,  [toads; 

When  he  would  poison  dogs,  and  keep  tame 
lie  lay  with  his  mother,  and  infected  her, 
And  now  she  begs  i’th’ hospital,  with  a patch 
Of  velvet  where  her  nose  stood,  like  the 
queen  of  spades, 

And  all  her  teeth  in  her  purse.  The  devil  and 
This  fellow  are  so  near,  'tis  not  yet  known 
Which  is  theev’lcr  angel.  [hither,  friend  ! 

IjCUC.  Nay,  then  I see  ’tis  spite.  Come 

Hast  thou  not  heard  the  cause  yet  that  in- 
cens’d 

My  mother  to  my  death?  for  I protest 
I feel  none  in  mvsclf.  [think, 

Tan.  Iler  will,  sir,  and  ambition,  as  I 
Arc  the  provokers  of  it,  as  in  women 
Those  two  are  ever  powerful  to  destruction; 
Beside  a hate  of  your  still-growing  virtues, 
She  being  only  wicked. 

Leuc.  lleav’ns  defend  me, 

As  I am  innocent,  and  ever  have  been, 
From  all  immoderate  thoughts  and  actions, 
That  carry  such  rewards  along  with  ’em  ! 

Tim . Sir,  all  I know  my  duty  must  reveal; 
My  counlryand  my  lovecomniuud  it  from  me, 
For  whom  I’ll  lay  my  life  down : this  night 
coming, 

A counsel  is  appointed  by  the  duke, 

To  sit  about  your  apprehension : [things, 

If  you  dare  trust  my  faith  (which,  by  all  good 
Shall  ever  watch  about  you !)  go  along, 

And  to  a place  I’ll  guide  you,  where  no  word 
Shall  scape  w itliout  your  hearing,  nor  no  plot, 
Without  discovering  to  you;  which  once 
known, 

You  have  your  answers  and  prevention. 

Ism.  You’re  not  so  mad  to  go?  shift  off 
this  fellow  ! [bane  ! 

You  shall  be  rul’d  once  by  a wise  man.  Uats- 
Get  you  gone,  or — 

Leuc.  Peace,  peace  for  6harac ! thy  love 
is  too  suspicious; 

Tis  a way  offer’d  to  preserve  my  life, 

And  I wifi  take  it.  Be  my  guide,  Timantus, 


[Act  4t 

And  do  not  mind  this  angry  man!  thou 
I may  live  to  requite  thee.  [know- st  liira. 

Tim.  Sir,  this  service 
Is  done  for  virtue’s  sake,  not  for  reward. 
However  he  may  hold  me.  [that  curse 

Ism.  The  great  pox  on  you!  but  thou  bast 
So  much,  ’twill  grow  a blessing  in  thee  shortly. 
Sir,  for  wisdom’s  sake,  court  not  your  death ! 

I am  [both; 

Y our  friend  and  subject,  and  I shall  lose  in 
If  I lov'd  you  not,  I would  laugh  at  you,  and 
see  you  [woodcock! 

Run  your  neck  into  the  noose,  and  cry,  a 
I^euc.  So  much  of  man,  and  so  much  fear- 
ful ? fy ! 

Prithee  have  peace  within  thee!  I shall  live  yet 
Many  a golden  day  to  hold  thee  here. 
Dearest  and  nearest  to  me.  Go  on,  Ti- 
inantus! 

I charge  you  by  your  love,  no  more,  no 
more  ! [Eieunt  Leuc.  and  Tin. 

Ism.  Go,  and  let  your  own  rod  whip  you! 
1 pity  you  ; 

And,  dog,  if  he  miscarry,  thou  shalt  pay  fort: 
I’ll  study  for  thy  punishment,  and  it  shall  last 
Longer  aod  sharper  tlmn  a tedious  winter. 
Till  thou  blaspheuvst;  and  then  thou  diest 
and  damn’st.  % [jEiif. 

Enter  Leontius  and  Telamon. 

Leon.  I wonder  the  duchess  comes  not. 
Tel.  She  has  heard,  sir,  your  will  is  to 
speak  with  her: 

But  there  is  something  leaden  at  her  heart, 
(Pray  God  it  be  not  mortal!)  that  ev’u  keeps 
her 

From  conversation  with  herself. 

Enter  Bacha. 

Bacha.  Oh,  whither 

Will  you,  my  cross  affections,  pull  me?  For- 
tune, fate, 

And  you  whose  powers  direct  our  actions, 
And  dwell  within  us,  you  that  are  angels 
Guiding  to  virtue,  wherefore  have  you  given 
So  strong  a hand  to  evil  ? wherefore  suffer’d 
A temple  of  your  own,  you  deities. 

Where  your  fair  selves  dwelt  only,  and  vour 
Thus  to  be  soil’d  with  sin  ? [goodness, 

Leon.  Heav’n  bless  us  all!  [my  fair  one! 
From  whence  comes  this  distemper?  Speak, 
Bacha.  And  [iave  you  noue,  Love  and 
Obedience, 

You  ever  faithful  servants,  to  employ 
In  this  strange  story  of  impiety, 

But  me?  a mother?  Must  I be  your  trumpet 
To  lay  black  treason  open40?  and  in  him 
In  whom  all  sw  ectness  was ; in  whom  xuy  lore 


teems  quite  unintelligible.  I read, — I know  him  to  b’a  rogue,  which  is  much  nearer  the 
trace  of  the  letters  than  it  seems  in  the  pronunciation;  ring  and  rogue  having  two  of  the 
tame  letters,  and  a third,  u and  n,  extremely  like  each  other.  Seward. 

59  Must  I he  your  strumpet?]  NN  as  she  frightened  at  the  idea  of  being  a strumpet  to  love 
and  obedience  ? Surely  trumpet  is  the  true  reading. 

40  To  lay  black  treason  upon.]  Corrected  in  1750.  % 
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Act  4.] 


Was  proud  to  have  a being;  in  whom  justice, 
And  ull  the  gods,  tbr  our  imaginations41. 

Can  work  into  a man,  were  more  than  virtues  ? 
Ambition,  down  to  hell,  where  thou  wert 
foster'd!  [whitest, 

Th’hn&t  poison’d  the  best  soul,  the  purest. 
And  uieercst  innocence  itself*1,  that  ever 
plan's  greedy  hopes  gave  life  to.  [open 
Leon.  This  is  still  stranger ! lay  this  treason 
To  my  correction. 

Bacha.  Oli,  w hut  a combat  duty  and  affection 
Dreed  in  my  blood ! 

Leon.  11  thou  conceai’st  him,  may, 

Dcside  my  death,  the  curses  ol'  the  country, 
Troubles  of  conscience,  and  a wretched  end, 
Bring  thee  uuto  u poor  forgotten  grave  I 
Bacha.  My  being,  for  another  tongue  to 
tell  it! 

0I»,  ease  a motlier,  some  good  man  that  dares 
Speak  for  Ins  king  and  ccnmtry43!  1 am  fail 
Of  too  much  woman's  pity:  yet,  oh,  lieav'u, 
Since  it  concerns  the  safety  of  my  sovereign, 
Let  it  not  be  a cruelty  in  me, 

Nor  draw  a mother’s  name  in  question 
’Alon.'st  unborn  people,  to  give  up  that  man 
To  law  and  justice,  that  unrighteously 
Has  sought  his  father's  death  ! Be  deaf,  be 
deaf,  sir ! 

Your  son  is  the  offender:  now  have  you  all ; 
'Would  1 might  never  speak  again ! 
lean.  My  son  ? 

Hestv’n  help  me!  No  more!  I thought  it; 

And  since  his  life  is  grown  so  dangerous, 

Let  them  that  gave  him,  take  him!  lie  shall 
ihid  with  him  nil  my  fears.  [die, 

Bacha.  Oh,  use  your  mercy! 

Y ou’ve  a brave  subject  to  bestow  it  on. 

I will  forgive  him,  sir ; and  for  his  wrong 
io  me,  1*11  be  before  you. 

Leon.  Durst  his  villainy 
Extend  to  thee  r 

Bacha.  Nothing  hut  heats  of  youth,  sir. 
Leon.  Upon  my  life  lie  sought  my  bed. 
Bacha.  1 must  confess  he  lov’d  n*c 
Somewhat  bevond  a son  ; and  still  pursu’d  it 
YVith  such  a last,  1 will  not  suy  ambition, 


i That  clean  forgetting  all  obedience, 

And  only  following  his  first  iicat  unto  me, 
lie  hotly  sought  your  death,  and  me  in  mar- 
Leon.  Oh,  villaiu ! [riage. 

Bacha.  Hut  I forget  all;  and  am  halfasiiom'd 
To  press  a man  so  far. 

Euler  Tuuuntus. 

Tim.  Where  is  the  duke  ? 

For  God's  sake,  brmg  uie  to  him ! 

Lean.  Here  1 am.  [ f rights  forth ! 

Each  comer  of  the  dukedom  semis  new  af- 
\\  hat  wouldst  thou  ? bpeuk  ! 

Tim.  1 cannot,  sir;  my  tear 
Ties  up  my  tongue. 

Lion.  Why,  w fiat’s  the  matter?  Take 
Thy  courage  to  thee,  and  boldly  speak! 
Where  are 

The  guard?  In  the  gods’  name,  out  with  it! 
Ton.  Treason,  treason! 

Ltun.  In  whom? 

Bacha.  Double  the  guard! 

Tun.  T here  is  a fellow,  sir—1 
Lion.  Leave  shaking,  limn! 

Tint,  ’lis  not  lor  teur,  but  wonder. 

J.lou.  Well? 

Tim.  T here  is  a . fellow',  sir, 

Close  in  the  lobby  : you  o’ the  guard, 

Look  to  the  door  there! 

Ja.hh,  Hut  let  me  know  the  business. 

Ton.  Uh,  that  the  hearts  of  men  should  be 
so  harden’d 

Agaiust  so  good  a duke!  for  God’s  sake,  sir, 
beek  means  to  save  yourself:  this  wretched 
slave 

Has  his  sword  in  his  hand;  I know  his  heart: 
Uh,  it  hath  almost  kill’d  me  with  the  thought 
of  it! 

Leon . Where  is  he  ? 

Euler  the  Guard. 

Tim.  TthTobbv,  sir,  close  in  a corner: 
Look  to  yourselves,  for  Heaven’s  &a*e!  iue- 
thinks, 

Ue’»  here  already.  Fellows  of  the  guard,  be 
valiant! 


41  For  our  imaginations.]  Syn.pson  would  read  imitation s instead  of  imaginations:  we 
tkiuk  the  text  best.  If  the  passage  is  at  all  corrupt,  we  should  j*crhaps  read  or,  not  19 u. 
our  imaginations. 

41  And  vi£trest  innocents:.]  Mr.  Theobald  had  prevented  me  in  this  correction.  Scua.nl. 

4i  Aly  being  :ftr  another  tongue  to  Ull  it, 

Cease,  a mother!  some  good  man  that  dures 
Speak  for  his  king  and  country:  I am  full 

Of  too  much  uumm^s  pity.]  l ew  emendations  have  given  me  so  much  pleasure  ns  that 
of  this  passage.  The  corruption  lay  in  the  lo3s  only  oi  about  a fifth  part  of  a letter,  and  yet 
it  utterly  sjanl’d  both  metre  and  sense,  where  both  were  very  beautiful.  It  cost  me  two  or 
three  turns  before  I could  hit  upon  it,  but  when  mention’d  it  carries  immediate  conviction. 
Instead  of  Cease  a mother , it  is  only  turning  the  C into  an  U. 

O!  ease  a mother  so.ne  good  map  that  dares 
Speak  for  his  king  and  country.  Scaurd. 

Seward’s  variation  here  is  ingenious  and  plausible,  though  perhaps  the  passage  will  not 
appear  corrupt,  when  the  points  are  altered,  thus: 

My  being,  for  another  tongue  to  tell  it, 

Cease!  A mother/  borne  good  man,  See. 

VOL.  Ill,  1 3 C Leon, 
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Leon.  Go,  sirs,  and  apprehend  him : treason 
Never  dare  rae  id  mine  own  gates.  [shall 
Tim.  Tis  done.  [ Guard  bring  the  Prince  in. 
Pacha.  And  thou  shall  find  >t  to  thy  best 
content.  [They're  happy 

Leon.  Are  these  the  comforts  of  my  age  ? 
That  end  their  days  contented  with  a little, 
And  live  aloof  from  dangers!  to  a king, 
Every  content  doth  a new  peril  bring. 

Oh,  let  me  live  no  louger!  Shame  of  nature, 
Bastard  to  honour,  traitor,  murderer. 

Devil  in  a human  shape!  Away  with  him; 
lie  shall  not  breathe  his  hot  infection  here. 
Lenc.  Sir,  hear  me.  [him 

Leon.  Am  I or  he  your  duke  ? Away  with 
To  a close  prison  ! Your  highness  now  shull 
know, 

Suchbranchesmustbc  cropt  before  they  grow. 
Iruc.  Whatever  fortune  comes,  I bid  it 
welcome ; 

My  innocence  is  my  armour : gods  preserve 
yon ! [Erie 

Pacha.  Fare  thee  well! 

I  shall  ne’er  see  so  brave  a gentleman. 

* Would  I could  weep  out  his  offences! 

Tim.  Or 

I  could  weep  out  mine  eyes ! 

Leon.  Come,  gentlemen ! 

W e will  determine  presently  about  his  death; 
We  cannot  be  too  forward  in  our  safety. 

I'm  very  sick;  lead  me  unto  my  bed!  [Ear. 

Enter  Citizen  and  his  Boy. 

Cit.  Sirrah,  go  fetch  my  fox  from  the 
cutler’s44:  [stop 

There’s  money  for  the  scow* ring:  tell  him  I 
A groat  since  th’lust  great  muster,  he  had  in 
stone  pitch  [his  gun. 

For  tlf  bruise  he  took,  with  the  recoiling  of 
Boy.  Yes,  sir. 

Cit.  And  (do  you  hear?)  when  you  come, 
take  down  my  buckler,  [on’t, 

And  sweep  the  cobwebs  off, and  grind  the  pick 
And  fetch  a nail  or  two,  and  tack  on  the 
bracers : [her, 

Your  mistress  made  a pot-lid  ou’t,  I thank 

At  her  maid’s  wedding,  and  burnt  off  the 
handle. 

Boy.  I will,  sir.  [ Exit. 

Cit.  Who’s  within  here?  IIo,  neighbour! 
Not  stirring  yet? 

Enter  Second  Citizen. 

2  Cit , Oli,  good  morrow,  good  morrow! 
What  news,  wiiat  news? 

1 Cit.  It  holds,  he  dies  this  morniug. 

2 Cit.  Then  happy  man  be  his  fortune  I 

I’m  resolv’d.  [fellows, 

1 Cit.  And  so  am  I,  and  forty  more  good 

’ That  will  not  give  their  heads  for*the  wash- 
•t  ing,  I take  it. 


[Act  4. 

2  Cit.  'Sfoot,  man,  who  would  not  hang  ia 
such  good  company, 

And  suchacausef  A tirco’ wife  and children! 
Tissue!)  a jest,  that  men  should  look  behind 
’em  [honours,  neighbours,  slip, 

To  th’ world,  and  let  their  honours,  their 

1 L it.  I’ll  give  thee  a pint  of  basturd  and  a 

For  that  bare  word.  [roll, 

2 Cit.  They  say,  that  we  tailors  are 
Things  thut  lay  one  another,  and  our  geese 

hutch  us  : [game  then, 

I’ll  make  some  of  ’em  feel  they  are  geese  o'th’ 
Jack,  take  dowu  my  bill ; ’lis  ten  to  one  I 
use  it,—  [oun, 

Take  a good  heart,  rauu ! all  the  low  ward  is 
With  a wet  linger. — [me, 

And  lay  my  cut-finger’d  gauullet  ready  lor 
That  that  1 us’d  to  work  in,  w hen  the  gentlemen 
Were  up  against  us,  and  beaten  out  of  town. 
And  almost  out  of  debt  too;  for,  a plague  on 
’em,  [sirrah. 

They  never  paid  well  since!  And  take  heed. 
Your  mistress  hears  not  of  this  business; 
She's  near  her  time : yet,  if  she  do,  I care 
not; 

She  may  long  for  rebellion,  for  she  has 
A devilish  spirit.  [monger! 

1 Cit . Come,  let’s  call  up  the  new  iron- 
lie  is  as  tough  us  steel,  and  has  a line  wit 
In  these  resurrections.  Arc*  you  stirring, 

neighbour?  [hours! 

3 Lit.  [within]  Oh,  good  morrow,  ueigit- 
i’ll  come  to  you  presently. 

2 Cit.  Go  to! 

This  is  his  mother’*  doing;  slid’s  a polecat! 

3 Cit.  As  any  is  in  the  world.  [on  her, 
2 Cit.  Then  say  I’ve  hit  it;  and  a vengeance 

Let  her  be  what  she  will! 

1 Cit.  Amen  say  I!  [wis<fc>m, 

Sh’has  brought  things  to  a fine  pass  with  her 
Do  you  mark  it?  [good  old  duke; 

2 Cit.  One  thing  I am  sure  she  has,  die 
She  gives  him  pap  again,  they  say,  aud 

dandles  him, 

And  hangs  a coral  and  bells  about  his  neck, 
And  makes  him  behete  his  teedi  will  come 
again ; 

Which,  if  they  did,  and  I he,  I would  worry 
her  [hour, 

As  never  cur  w as  worried  46  ! I would,  neigb- 
Tiil  my  teeth  met  I know  where;  but  that's 
counsel. 

Enter  Third  Citizen. 

3 Cit.  Good  morrow,  neighbours ! Hear 
you  the  sad  news  ? 

I Cit.  Yes;  ’would  we  knew  as  well  bow 
to  prevent  it! 

3  Cit.  1 cannot  tell : methiuks,  Twere  no 
great  matter. 

If  men  were  men;  but— 


44  My  fox  ;]  i.  e.  My  word.  See  note  36  on  King  and  No  King. 

46  An  never  curr  teat  worried.]  As  this  is  sense  1 don’t  change  it,  but  cat  is  a much  more 
coipiuon,  as  well  as  more  proper  comparison,  than  curr % to  a shrew,  Set curd, 
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Act  4.] 

2 Cit.  You  do  uot  twit  me  with  my  calling, 

neighbour?  [to  be  tall: 

3 Cit.  No,  surely;  for  I know  your  spirit 
Pray  be  not  vex’d ! 

2  Cit.  Pray  forward  with  your  counsel. 
I’m  what  I am,  and  they  that  prove  me  shall 
Find  me  to  their  cost — Do  you  mark  me, 
neighbour  ? 

To  their  cost,  I say. 

1 Cit.  Nay,  look,  how  soon  you’re  angry ! 

2 Cit.  They  shall,  neighbours;  yes,  1 say 
they  shall. 

3 Ut.  I do  believe  they  shall. 

1 Cit.  I know  they  shall. 

2 Cit.  Whether  you  do  or  no,  I care  not 

two-pence ! [neighbours : 

I  am  no  beast;  I know  mine  own  strength, 
God  bless  the  king ! Your  companies  is  fair. 

1 Cit.  Nay,  neighbour,  now  ye  err;  I 
must  tell  you  so. 

An  ye  were  twenty  neighbours. 

3 Cit.  You  had  best 
Go  peach ; do  peach ! 

2 Cit.  Peach  ¥ I scorn  the  motion. 

3 Cit.  Do,  and  sec  what  follows!  I’ll  spend 
an  hundred  pound 

(An’t  be  two,  I .care  not),  but  I'll  undo  thee. 
2 Cit.  Peach  ¥ oh,  disgrace  ! peach  in  thy 
face!  and  do  [a  free-man  ! 

The  worst  thou  canst ! I am  a t rue-man,  and 

Peach  ¥ 

1 Cit.  Nay,  look,  you  will  spoil  all. 

2 Cit.  Peach  ¥ 

1 Cit.  Whilst  you  two  brawl  together, 

The  prince  will  lose  his  life. 

3 Cit.  Come,  give  me  your  hand  ! 

I love  you  well.  Are  you  for  the  action  ? 

2 Cit.  Yes;  [feel  it 

Put  peach  provokes  me  ! ’tis  a cold  fruit  ; I 
Cold  in  my  stomach  still.  [gest  it. 

3 Cit.  No  more ! I’ll  give  you  cake  to  di* 

Enter  Fourth  Citizen. 

4 Cit.  Shut  up  ray  shop,  and  be  ready  at  a 

call,  boys ! [few  ashes 

And  one  o’ you  run  o’er  my  old  tuck  with  a 
(Tis  grown  odious  with  toasting  cheese),  and 
burn  fit 

A little  juniper  in  iny  murrion  (the  inaid  made 
Iier  chamber-pot);  an  hour  hence  I’ll  come 
again.  [shirt! 

And  as  you  hear  from  me,  send  me  a clean 

3 Cit.  The  chandler  by  the  wharf,  an  it  be 
thy  will ! 

2 Cit.  Gossip,  good  morrow! 

4 Cit<.  Oh,  good  morrow,  gossip! 

Good  morrow,  all ! 1 see  ye  of  one  mind, 

Ye  cleave  so  close  together.  Come ; ’tis  time ! 
I have  prepar’d  an  hundred,  if  they  stand. 

1 Cit.  ’Tis  well  done:  shall  wc  sever,  and 

about  it  ? [apiece 

3 Cit.  First  let’s  to  th’  tavern ! and  a pint 

w ill  make  us  dragons.  * 

2 Ctt.  I will  have  no  mercy, 

Come  what  will  of  it. 


4  Cit.  If  my  tuck  hold,  I’ll  spit 
7'he  guard  like  larks  with  sage  between  ’em. 

2 Cit.  I have 

A foolish  bill  to  reckon  with  ’em,  will  make 
Some  of  their  hearts  ache,  and  I’ll  lay  it  on ! 
Now  shall  I fight,  ’twill  do  you  good  to  see  me. 

3 Cit.  Come,  I’ll  do  something  for  the 
town  to  talk  of 

When  I am  rotten : pray  God  there  be  enough 
To  kill,  that’s  all ! [£.reunf. 

Enter  Dorialus , Nisus,  and  Agenor. 

Age.  How  black  the  day  begins! 

Dor.  Can  you  blame  it,  and  look 
Upon  such  a deed  as  shall  be  done  this 
morning? 

Nisus.  Does  the  prince  suffer  to-day? 

Dor.  Within  this  hour,  they  say. 

Age.  Well,  they  that  are  most  wicked  are 
most  safe. 

Twill  be  a strange  justice,  and  a lamentable: 
Gods  keep  us  from  the  too-soon  feeling  of  it! 
Dor.  I care  not  if  my  throat  were  next; 
for  to  live  still,  [shambles. 

And  live  here,  were  but  to  grow  fat  for  the 
Nisus.  Yet  wc  must  do’t,  and  thank  ’em  • 
May  be  accepted.  [too,  that  our  lives 

Age.  Faith,  I’ll  go  starve  myself. 

Or  grow  diseas’d,  to  shame  the  hangman ; for 
I’m  sure  he  shall  be  my  herald,  and  quarter 
me.  [lent  at  arms. 

Dor.  Ay,  a plague  on  him,  he's  too  cxccl- 
Nisus.  Will  you  go  see  tliis  sad  sight,  my 
lord  Agenor  ? 

Age.  I’ll  make  a mourner.  [go ; 

Dor.  If  I could  do  him  any  good,  I would 
The  hare  sight  else  would  but  alnict  my  spirit : 
My  prayers  shall  be  as  near  him  as  your  eyes. 
As  ye  find  him  settled,  remember  my  love 
To  bis  grace.  [and  service 

Nisus . We  will  weep  for  you,  sir.  Fare- 
well ! [ Exeunt. 

Farewell! 

To  all  our  happiness,  a long  farewell! 

Thou  angry  power,  w hetber  of  hcav’n  or  hell. 
That  lay’st  this  sharp  correction  on  our 
kingdom 

For  our  offences,  infinite  and  mighty! 

Oh,  hear  me,  and  at  length  be  pleas’d,  be 
pleas’d 

With  pity  to  draw  back  thy  vengeance, 

Too  heavy  for  our  weakness;  and  accept 
(Since  it  is  your  discretion,  heav’nly  wisdoms* 
To  have  it  so)  this  sacrifice  for  all, 

That  now  is  (lying  to  your  happiness, 

Only  for  you  most  fit ; let  all  our  sins 

[A  shout  within. 
Suffer  in  him! — Gods,  what’s  the  matter?  I 
Tis  joy : Ijow  now,  my  lords  ? [hope 

Enter  Agenor  and  Nisus. 

Nisus.  I’ll  tell  you  with  that  little  breath 
1 have:  [safe 

More  joy  than  you  dare  think;  the  prince  is 
From  danger, 

3 C 2 Dor . 
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Dor.  Titov  ? [was  come 

Jgc.  *Tis  trnp,  and  thus  it  was:  his  hour 
To  lose  Iris  life:  he,  ready  for  the  stroke, 
Nobly,  and  full  of  saint-like  patience,  [saw, 
"Went  with  his  guard ; which,  when  the  people 
Compassion  first  went  out, mingled  with  tears, 
That  bred  desires,  and  whispers  to  each  other, 
7'o  do  some  worthy  kindness  for  the  prince; 
And  ere  they  understood  well  how  to  do. 
Fury  step’d  in,  and  tntight  them  what  to  do, 
Thrusting  on  every  hand  to  rescue  him, 

Asa  white  innocent.  Then  flew  the  roar 
Thro’  all  the  streets,  of  Save  him,  save  him , 
fare  him  ! 

And  as  they  cried,  they  did;  for  catching;  tip 
Such  sodden  weapons  as  their  madness 
shew  VI  them,  [from  ’em. 

In  short,  they  beat  the  guard,  and  took  him 
And  now  march  with  him  like  a royal  armv. 
Dor.  Heav’n Jleav’n,  I thank  thee!  what 
a slave  was  I 

To  have  my  hand  so  fhrfrom  this  brave  rescue! 
*Thad  been  a thine  to  brag  on  when  I was  old. 
Shall  we  run  for  a wager  to  the  next  temple, 
And  give  thanks? 

JSisus.  As  fast  as  wishes.  [Ercunt. 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Ismenus ; the  Tcvple 
within  stop. 

Leuc.  Good  friends,  go  home  again ! there’s 
.Shall  go  with  me.  [notanmn 

Ism.  Will  you  not  take  revenge? 

I’ll  calf  them  on. 

Leuc.  All  that  love  me,  depart ! 

I thank  you,  and  will  serve  you  for  your  loves; 
15ut  I will  thank  you  more  to  suffer  me 
To  govern  ’em.  Once  more,  I do  beg  ye. 
For  my  sake;  to  your  houses  ! 

Omnet  Gods  preserve  you  ! 

Ism.  And  wlrnt  house  will  von  go  to? 
Leuc.  Ismenus,  I will  take  the  wariest 
courses 

That  I can  think  of  to  defend  myself,  r 
But  not  offend.  [offend  your  father, 

Ism.  You  may  kill  your  mother,  and  ne’er 
Or  any  honest  man48. 

Leuc.  Thou  know’st  I can 
’Scape  now;  that's  all  I look  for.  I will  leave — 
Ism.  Timnntus,  a pox  take  him!  ’would  I 
had  him  here  ! 

I’d  kill  him  at  his  own  weapon,  single  scithcs. 
We’ve  built  enough  on  him.  Plague  on’t.  I’m 
out  of 

All  patience!  discharge  such  an  army  as  this, 
That  would  have  follow’d  you  without  pay- 
ing? Oh,  gods!  * [free. 

Leuc.  To  what  end  shall  I keep ’em?  I am 
Ism.  Yes  free  o’  th’  traitors;  for  you  are 
proclaim’d  one. 

Leuc.  Should  I therefore  make  myself  one? 
Ism.  This  is  one  of  [me 

Your  moral  philosophy,  is  it?  Ileav’i  bless 


[Act  4 

From  subtil  tie*  to  undo  myself  with ! but  I 
know’,  [part 

If  Reason  herself  were  here,  she  would  not 
With  her  own  safety. 

Leuc.  Well,  pardon,  Ismenus!  for  I know 
My  courses  are  most  just;  nor  will  I stain ’em 
With  one  bad  action.  For  thyself,  thoa 
know’st. 

That  tho’  I may  command  thee,  I shall  be 
A ready  servant  unto  thee,  if  thou  neco'st: 
And  so  I’ll  take  my  leave. 
hm.  Of  whom  ? 

Leuc.  Of  thee. 

Ism.  Heart,  vou  shall  take  no  leave  of  roe! 
Lear.  Shall  I not?  [if  you  have 

Ism.  No,  by  the  gods,  shall  you  not!  Nay, 
No  more  w it  bnt  to  go  absolutely  alone, 

I’ll  be  in  a little. 

IjCmc.  Nay,  prithee,  good  I&n.enus, 

Tart  with  me ! 

Ism.  1 wo’n’t,  i’faitb,  ne’er  move  it 
Anv  more;  for  by  this  good  light,  I wo’not! 

ix:uc.  This  is  an  ill  time  to  be  thus  unruly 
Ismenus,  you  must  leave  me. 

Ism.  Yes,  if  you  can 
Heat  me  away;  else  the  pods  refuse  jne, 

Iff  will  leave  you  till  I sec  more  reason! 
You  slm’n’t  undo  yourself. 

Leuc.  But  why'wilt  not  leave  me? 

Ism.  Why,  1 will  tell  you,  because  whtn 
you  are  gone, 

Then — Life,  if  I have  not  forsot  my  reason, 
Hell  take  me!  you  put  vneoatof  patience ». 
Oh!  marry,- when  you  nre  gone,  i lien  will 
your  mother  [my  bend, 

— A pox  confound  her — she  ne’er  comes  in 
But  she  spoils  mv  memory  too.  There  area 
hundred  reasons. 

IjCuc.  But  shew  me  one. 

Inn.  Shew  you(  what  a stir  here  is! 
Why,  I will  shew  you : do  you  think — well, 
well,  [*  I’is  in  vain, 

I know  what  I know;  I pray  come,  cutrir! 
But  I ain  sore — Devils  take  ’em  ! what  do  I 
meddle  with  them  ? 

You  know  yourself— Soul,  I tlirnk  I am- 
is there  any  man  i’  th’  world — As  if  yon  kiuvr 
not  this  fno  reason ! 

Already  better  than  I ! Pish,  pish,  l’il  gi»* 
--Lcmc.  But  I will  tell  thee  one,  why  thou 
should. si  stay : 

I have  not  one  friend  in  the  court  hut  thou, 
On  w hom  I may  he  bold  to  trust  to  send  me 
Any  intelligence;  and  if  thou  lov’st  me. 
Thou  wilt  do  this ; thou  need’st  not  fear  to 
stav, 

For  there  are  new-come  proclamations  out, 
Where  nil  nre  pardon’d  but  myself. 

Ism.  Tis  true; 

And  i’ th’ same  proclamation  your  fine  sister 
Urania,  whom  you  us’d  so  kindly,  is  pro- 
Apparent  to  the  crown.  [claim’d  heir 


48  You  may  iill  your  mother, ^md  ne'er  of  end  your  father,  an  honest  man.]  Former  edi- 
tious.  Both  sense  and  measure  requite  the  emendation.  Seward. 

Leuc. 


Digitized  by  Google 


act  s.j. 

Leuc.  What  the1,  thou  may’st  stay  at  home 
without  danger? 

Ism.  Danger  ? hang  danger!  what  tell  you 
me  of  danger? 

Leuc.  Why,  if  thou  wilt  not  do’t,  I think 
thou  dar'st  not.  [nest,  you  are 

Ism.  I dare  not?  If  you  speak  of  it  in  ear- 
A boy.  [do’t. 

JjCuc.  Well,  sir,  if  you  dare,  let  me  see  you 
Ism.  Why,  so  you  shall;  I will  stay. 

Leuc.  Why,  God-a-tnercy — 

Ism.  You  know  I love  you  but  too  well ! 


S8i 

Leuc,  Now  take  these  few  directions,  and 
farewell ! 

Send  to  me  by  the  wariest  ways  thou  canst : 
I have  a soul  tells  me  we  shall  meet  often. 
The  gods  protect  thee ! 

Ism.  Pox  of  myself  for  an  ass, 

I’m  crying  now ! God  be  with  you  l if  I never 
See  you  again,  why  then — Pray  get  you  gone; 
For  grief  and  anger  wo’not  let  me  know 
What  I say.  I’ll  to  the  court 
As  fast  as  I can,  and  see  the  new  heir  ap- 
parent. [Exeunt. 
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Enter  Urania  (in  Boy*s  Cloaths)  and  her 
Maid. 

Urania.  1X7HAT,  hast  thou  found  him? 

* * Maid.  Madam,  he’s  coining  in. 
Ura.  Gods  bless  my  brother,  wheresoe’er 
he  is! 

And  I beseech  you  keep  me  fro’  the  bed 
Of  any  naughty  tyrant,  whom  my  mother 
Would  ha’ me  have  to  wrong  him. 

* Enter  Ismcnus. 

Ism.  What  would  her  new  grace  have  with 
me? 

Ura.  Leave  us  awhile.  My  lord  Ismenus, 
- [Exit  Maid. 

T pray,  for  the  love  of  Ilenv’n  and  God, 

That  you  would  tell  me  one  thing,  which  I 
You  can  do  week  [know 

Ism.  Where’s  her  fain  grace?  [you  mock; 
Ura.  You  know  me  weel  inough,  but  that 
I’m  she  mysen. 

Ism.  God  bless  him  that  shall  he  [soon, 
Thy  husband  ! if  thou  wcar’st  breeches  thus 
Thou’it  he  as  impudent  us  thy  mother. 

Ura.  But  will  you 
Tell  me  this  one  thing? 

Ism.  What  is  it?  if  it 
Re  no  great  matter  whether  I do  or  no, 
Perhaps  I will. 

Ura.  Yes,  faith,  ’tis  matter. 

Ism.  And  whatis’t? 

Ura.  I pray  you,  let  me  know  where  the 
prince  my  brother  is. 

Jsm.  1’faith,  you  shan  he  bang’d  first ! 

Is  your  mother  so  foolish  to  think  your  good 
Can  sift  it  out  of  me  ? [grace 

Ura.  ] f yon  have  any  mercy 
Left  in  you  to  a poor  wench,  tell  me ! 

Ism.  Why,  [for  this, 

Wooldst  not  thou  have  thy  brains  beat  out 
To  follow  thy  mother’s  steps  so  young? 

Ura.  But  believe  me,  she  knows  none  of 
Ism.  Believe  you  ? [this. 

TVhy  do  you  think  I never  had  wits  l 


Or  that  I am  run  out  of  them?  How  should  it 
Belong  to  you  to  know,  if  I could  tell? 

Ura.  Why,  I will  tell  you;  aud  if  I speak 
false, 

Let  the  de’il  ha’  me!  Yonder’s  a bad  man, 
Come  from  a tayrant  to  my  mother,  and 
what  name 

They  ha’  for  him,  good  feith,  I cannot  tell. 
Ism.  An  ambassador?  [away, 

Ura.  That’s  it:  but  lie  would  carry  me 
And  have  me  many  his  master ; and  I’ll  daye 
Ere  I will  ha’  him. 

Ism.  But  what’s  this  to  knowing 
Where  the  prince  is?  [does 

Urn.  Yes;  for  ye  know  all  my  mother 
Agen  the  prince,  is  but  to  ma  me  great. 

Ism.  Pray  (I  know  that  too  well),  what 
Ura.  Why,  [then? 

I would  go  to  tl it?  good  marquis  ray  brother, 
And  put  myself  into  his  bauds,  that  so 
He  may  preserve  himself.  [ther  in  thee, 
Ism.  Oh,  that  thoi/hadst  no  seed  of  thy  mo- 
And  couldst  mean  this  now  ! 

Ura.  Why,  ifeth  I do; 

’Would  I might  never  stir  more  if  I do  not ! 
Ism.  I shall  prove  a ridiculous  fool,  I'll  be 
damn’d  else: 

Ilnng  me,  if  I don’t  half  believe  thee! 

Ura.  By  my  troth, 

You  innv.  [ass  for’t, 

hm.  By  my  troth,  I do!  I know  I’m  au 
But  I can't  help  it. 

Ura.  And  won  you  tell  me  then  ? 

Ism.  Yes,  fuith  will  I,  or  any  tiling  else 
i’th’  world; 

For  I think  thou  art  as  good  a creature  as 
Ever  was  born. 

Ura.  But  ail  go  i’tliis  lad’s  reparel ; 

But  you  nnm  help  me  to  silver. 

Ism.  Help  thee?  why,  the  pox  take  him 
That  will  not  help  thee  to  any  thing  i'tl/ 
world ! [sentiy  too : 

I'll  help  thee  to  money,  and  I’ll  do’t  pVe- 
*And  yet — Soul,  if  you  should  play  the  scurvy 
harlotry, 

The 
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The  little  pocky  baggage  now,  and  cozen  me, 
Wlmt  then? 

Ura.  Why,  an  I do,  would  I might  ne’er 
Sec  day  again ! 

Ism.  Nay,  by  this  light,  I do  not  think 
•Thou  wilt:  I’ll  presently  provide  thee 
Money  and  a letter.  [£rif. 

Ura.  Ay,  hut  I’ll  ne’er  deliver  it. 

When  I have  found  my  brother,  I will  beg 
To  serve  him  ; but  he  shall  ne'er  know  who 
I am; 

For  he  must  hate  me  then  for  my  bad  mother : 
I’ll  sav  I am  a country  lad  that  want  a service. 
And  have  straid  on  him  by  chance,  lest  he 
discover  me. 

I know  I must  not  live  long,  but  that  taime 
I ha*  to  spend,  shall  be  in  serving  him.  [away. 
And  tho*  my  mother  seek  to  take  his  life 
In  ai  day49  my  brother  shall  be  taught 
That  I was  ever  good,  tho'  she  were  naught. 

[Erit. 

Enter  Bacha  and  Timantui ; Bucha  reading 
a Letter. 


Tim.  What  shall  f do  lliere  ? I have  done 
too  much  [’scape 

Mischief  to  be  believ’d  again;  or,  indeed,  to 
With  my  head  on  ray  back,  if  I he  once  known. 
Bacha.  Thou’rt  a weak  shallow  fool!  Get 
thee  a disguise;  [have  a letter 

And  withal,  when  thou  com’st  before  him, 
Feign’d  to  deliver  him ; and  then,  as  ihou 
Hast  ever  hope  of  goodness  by  roc,  or  after  nip, 
Strike  one  home  stroke,  that  shall  not  need 
another ! [fullest  off, 

Dar’st  thou?  speak!  dar’st  thou?  If  thou 
Go  be  a rogue  again,  and  lie  and  pandar 
To  procure  thy  meat!  Dar’st  thou?  speak 
to  me ! [dead, 

Tim.  Sure  I shall  never  walk  when  I am 
T have  no  spirit.  Madam,  I’ll  be  drunk. 
But  I will  do  it;  that  is  all  my  refuge,  f Brit. 
Bucha.  Away!  no  more!  Then  1 will  raise 
nn  army  [and  power 

Whilst  the  king  yet  lives,  if  all  the  mean» 
I have  can  do  it ; I can’t  tell. 

Enter  Imicnus  and  the  three  Lords. 


Bacha.  Run  away?  tho  devil  bp  her  guide  ! 
Tim.  Faith,  she’s  gone  ! 

There  is  a letter;  I found  it  in  her  pocket. 
'Would  I were  with  her!  she's  a handsome 
lady;  [her 

A plague  upon  my  bashfulness!  I had  bobb’d 
Long  ago  else.  [after  all 

Bacha.  What  a base  whore  is  this,  that, 
My  wavs  for  her  advancement,  should  so 
poorly  , 

Make  virtue  her  undoer,  and  chuso  this  time, 
The  king  being  deadly  sick,  and  I intending 
A present  marriage  with  some  foreign  prince. 
To  strengthen  and  secure  myself!  She  writes 
here, 

Like  a wise  gentlewoman,  she  will  not  stay ; 
And  the  example  of  her  dear  brother  makes 
her 

Fear  herself50,  to  whom  she  means  to  fly. 
Tim.  Why,  who  can  help  it  ? [thy  end, 
Bacha.  Now  poverty  and  lechery,  which  is 
Rot  thee,  where’er  thou  goest,  with  all  thv 
goodness  ! [were  of  brass  ! 

Tim.  By’r  lady,  they’ll  bruise  her,  nn  she 
I’m  sure  they’ll  break  stone  walls:  I’ve  had 
experience  [rate. 

O’  them  both,  and  they  have  made  me  de«pe- 
Bnt  there’s  a messenger,  madam,  come  from 
the  prince 

With  a letter  to  Isincnus,  who  by  him 
Returns  an  answer. 

Bacha.  This  comes  ns  pat  as  wishes : 

Thou  shalt  presently  away,  Timantus. 

Tim.  Whither,  madam  ? [senger  for  guide ! 
Bacha,  To  the  prince;  and  take  the  ines- 


Ism.  Are  you  inventing  still  ? we’ll  case 
your  studies. 

Bacha.  Why,  how  now,  saucy  lords? 

Ism.  Nay,  I’ll  shake  you!  yes,  devil,  I will 
shake  you ! 

Bacha.  Do  not  you  know  me,  lords? 
Ninu.  Yes,  deadly  sin,  we  know  you: 
’would  we  did  not!  [upon  thee! 

Ism.  Do  you  hear,  whore  ? a plague  o’God 
The  duke  is  dead. 

Bacha.  Dead  ? 

Ism.  Ay,  [man,  lie 

Wildfire  and  brimstone  take  thee!  Good 
Is  dead,  nnd  past  those  miseries,  which  thoe, 
Thou  salt  infection  like,  like  a disease  [’twere 
Flungesf  upon  his  head.  Dost  thou  hear?  An 
Not  more  respect  to  womanhood  in  general 
Than  tl»ee,  because  I had  a mother,  who— 

I will  not  sav  she  was  good,  she  liv’d  so  near 
Thy  time — ( would  have  thee,  in  vengeance 
of  [this  time, 

This  man,  wrhoso  peace  is  made  in  Heav’n  by 
l ied  to  a post,  and  dried  i’th*  sun;  und after 
Carried  about,  and  shewn  at  fairs  for  money, 
With  n long  story  of  the  devil  thv  father, 
That  taught  thee  to  be  wliorish,  envious, 
bloody. 

Bacha.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! [leap  thee, 

Ism.  You  fleering  harlot,  I’ll  have  a horse  to 
And  thy  base  issue  shall  carry  suiupters51. 

Come,  lords;  [where 

Bring  her  along ! Well  to  the  prince  all, 
Her  hell-hood  shall  wait  his  censur*;  and  if 
he  spare  [and  beside, 

Thee,  she-gont, may  he  lie  with  tbec  again! 


49  In  ai  day;']  i.  e.  in  one  day. 

50  Fear  herscffJ]  Seward  rends,  Fear  for  htrsef ; but  the  text  is  good  sense,  according  to 
the  idiom  prevailing  in  our  authors’  time. 

51  Shall  carry  sunapters.]  A sampler  horse,  is  that  which  carries  the  provisions  and  bag- 
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Mayst  thou  lay  upon  him  some  nasty  foul 
disease,  [ditch ! — 

That  hate  still  follows,  and  his  end  a dry 
Lead,  yoa  corrupted  whore,  or  I'll  draw  a 
goad 

Shall  make  you  skip;  away  to  the  prince  ! 
Bacha.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

I hope  yet  I shall  come  too  late  to  find  him. 

[Exeunt. 

Cornets **.  Cupid  descend s. 

Cupid.  The  time  now' of  ray  revenge  draws 
Nor  shall  it  lessen,  as  I am  a god,  [near; 
With  all  the  cries  and  prayers  that  have  been, 
And  those  that  be  to  come,  tho*  they  be  in- 
finite 

In  need  and  number53 ! [Ascends. 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Urania. 

Leuc.  Alas,  poor  boy,  why  dost  thou  fol- 
low me  ? [art. 

What  canst  thou  hope  for?  I am  poor  as  Uiou 
Ura.  In  good  fetii,  I shall  he  wcel  and  rich 
enough 

If  you  will  love  me,  and  not  put  me  from  you ! 
Leuc.  Why  dost  thou  chuse  out  me,  hoy, 
to  undo  thee  ? 

Alas,  for  pity,  take  another  master, 

That  may  be  able  to  deserve  thy  love  [not, 
Jn  breeding  thee  hereafter!  me  thou  k no  west 
More  than  my  misery;  mid  therefore  canst 
not  [able, 

Look  for  rewards  at  my  hands:  'would  1 were 
My  pretty  knave,  to  do  thee  any  kindness  I 
Truly i good  boy,  I would,  upon  my  faith; 
Thy  harmless  innocence  moves  me  at  heart. 
WiJt  thou  go  save  thyself?  Why  dost  thou 
Alas,  1 do  not  chide  thee.  [weep  ? 

Ura,  I cannot  tell;  [more  : 

I*  1 go  from  you,  sir,  I shall  ne  cr  draw  dav 
Pray,  if  you  can  (I  will  be  true  to  you). 

Let  me  wait  on  you  ! If  I were  a man, 

J would  light  for  you:  sure  you  have  some 
I would  slay  ’em.  [iil-willers; 

Leuc.  Such  harmless  souls  are  ever  pro- 
wPfiet*-  [me  still: 

Well,  take  thy  wish54;  thou  shalt  be  with 
Lut,  prithee  cat,  my  good  boy!  thou  wilt  die. 
My  child,  if  thou  last  one  day  more;  these 
lour  days 

in  hast  tasted  nothing : go  into  the  cave, 
And  eat;  thou  shalt  tind  something  for  thee, 
■lo  bring  thy  blood  again,  and  thy  lair  colour. 

bra.  I cauuot  eat,  God  thank  you!  but 
io-murrow.  [Hi  cat 


| Leuc.  Thou’t  be  dead  by  that  time, 

Ura.  I should  be 

Well  then;  for  you’ll  not  love  me. 

Leuc.  Indeed  I will.  — [yet!— 

| This  is  the  prettiest  passion  that  e’er  I felt 
! Why  dost  thou  look  so  earnestly  upon  me? 
Ura.  You’ve  fair  eyes,  master. 

Leuc.  Sure  the  boy  dotes ! — 

Why  dost  thou  sigh,  my  child  ? 

Ura.  To  think  that  such  pjim. 

A fine  uiau  should  live,  and  no  gay  lady  love 
Lcuc.  Thou  wilt  love  me  ? 

Ura.  Yes  sure,  till  i die;  and  when 
I am  in  Heaven,  i'll  e’en  wish  for  you. 

Leuc.  And  I’ll  come  to  thee,  boy.  — Tliis 
is  a love  [sleepy,  child; 

I never  yet  heard  tell  of.— Come,  thou’rt 
Go  in,  and  ITJ  sit  with  thee. — Heav’n,  what 
portends  this ? [I  could 

Ura.  You’re  sad,  but  Pin  not  sleepy:  ’would 
Do  aught  to  make  you  merry ; shall  1 sing? 
Leuc.  If  thou  wilt,  good  boy.  Alas,  my 
boy,  that  thou 

Shouiiist  comfort  me, and  art  far  worse  than  II 
Enter  'J  unant  us , disguised. 

Ura.  La’,  master,  there  is  one;  look  to 
yourself!  [places 

Leuc.  What  art  thou,  that  into  this  dismal 
Which  nothing  Could  find  out  hut  misery, 
i bus  boldly  step  si?  Comfort  was  never  here; 
Here  is  no  food,  nor  beds,  nor  any  house 
iiuilt  by  a better  architect  than  beasts; 

And  ere  you  get  a dwelling  from  one  of  them, 
You  must  tight  for  it:  it  you  conquer  him. 
He  is  your  meat;  if  not,  you  must  be  his. 

Tun.  I come  to  you  (for,  if  1 not  mistake. 
You  arc  the  prince;  from  that  most  noble  lord 
Ismenus,  with  a letter. 

Ura.  Alus,  I tear 
I shall  be  discover’d  now. 
i.euc.  Now  I j eel. 

Myself  the  poorest  of  all  mortal  things: 

W here  is  he  that  receives  such  courtesies, 
But  he  hits  means  to  shew  his  gratefulness 
Some  way  or  other?  I have  noue  at  all ! 

I know  not  how  to  speak  so  much  us  well 
Of  thee,  hut  to  these  trues. 

Tim.  His  letters  speak  him,  sir.  [till  I die! 
Ura.  Gods  keep  me  hut  trow  knowing  him 
Ah  me ! sure  I cannot  live  a day. 

[Leucippus  opening  the  letter,  the  whilst 
Tuna  ulus  runs  at  him , and  Li  runt* 
steps  bef  ore. 

Oh,  thou  foul  traitor?  IIow  do  you,  master? 


, Cornets.  Cupid  from  above.]  Seward,  seeing  * no  propriety*  in  the  cornets  * belonging 
0 LupiU,'  places  that  direction  at  the  end  of  the  foregoing  scene;  but  why  displace  the 
here,  since  he  inserts  them  on  Cupid's  other  appearances?  We  have  made  this  direc- 
«on  hke  the  former. 

*as  Tfa  time  now,  4'C*]  This  speech,  till  Seward  very  properly  introduced  it  here, 

? U,ce^  at  e,,(i  the  play,  notwithstanding  the  direction  quoted  in  the  Iasi  note 
woo  where  it  now  does.  ..  , 

He//,  I take  thif  wish.]  The  measure  and  sense  both  require  us  to  expuuge  the  I. 

- bt  ward. 

Lcuc* 
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Leuc.  How  dost  thou,  mp  child  ?—  Alas! 
look  on  this; 

It  may  make  thee  repentant,  to  behold 
Thofce  innocent  drops  tliat  thou  bast  drawn 
from  thence. 

I fra.  ’Tis  nothing,  sir,  an  you  be  well. 
Tim.  Oh,  pardon  me! 

Know  you  me  now,  sir? 

Jxuc.  How  couldst  thou  find  me  out? 

'1  bn.  We  intercepted 
A letter  from  lsmenus,  and  the  bearer  ' 
Directed  inc. 

Leuc.  .Stand  up,  Timantus,  boldly! 

The  world  conceives  that  thou  nrt  guilty 
Of  divers  treasons  to  the  state  and  me : 

Hut  oh,  far  be  it  from  the  inuoceuce 
Of  a just  man,  to  give  n traitor  death 
AVithout  a trial!  Here  the  country  is  not 
To  purge  thee  or  condemn  thee55;  there- 
fore take 

A nobler  trial  than  thou  dost  deserve, 
Rather  than  none  at  all:  here  I accuse  thee, 
Before  the  face  of  Ileav'n,  to  be  a traitor 
Both  to  the  duke  my  father  and  to  mo, 

And  the  whole  hind.  Speak ! is  it  so,  or  no? 
Ti m.  Tis  true,  sir:  pardon  me! 

Jxuc.  Take  heed,  Timantus, 

How  thou  dost  cast  away  thyself!  I must 
Proceed  to  execution  hastily  [or  no? 

If  thou  confess  it:  speak  once  again!  is’t  so, 
Tim.  I am  not  gudty,  sir. 

Jxuc.  Gods  and  thy  sword 
Acquit  thee  ! here  it  is.  [Circs  him  his  sword. 

Tim.  I’ll  not  use  any  violence 
Against  your  highness. 

J.euc.  At  thy  peril  then  ! 

Torthis  must  he  thy  trial ; and  from  henceforth 
, Look  to  thyself! 

[Timantus  draws  his  sword , they  fight , 
Timantus  falls. 

Tim.  I do  beseech  you,  sir, 

Let  me  not  fight. 

Leuc.  Up,  up  again,  Timantus! 

There  is  noway  but  this,  believe  ine.  Now  if — 
Fy,  fv,  Timantus ! is  there  no  usage  can 
Recover  thee  from  baseness!  Wert  thou  longer 
To  converse  with  men,  I’d  have  chid  thee 
He  all  thy  faults  forgiven ! [for  this. 

Tun.  Uli,  spare  me,  sir!  I am  not  fit  for 
death. 

Leuc.  I think  thou  art  not ; yet  trust  me, 
fitter  than 

For  life.  ’Yet  tell  me,  ere  thy  breath  be  gone, 
Know’st  of  any  otlier  plots  against  me  ? 

Tim.  Of  none. 

Jxuc.  What  course  wouldst  thou  have 
taken,  when  thou  hadst  kill’d  ine  ? 

Tim.  1 would  have  ta’en  y<mr  page,  and 
married  her. 

Jxuc.  What  page?  [Urania  swoons. 
Tim.  Your  boy  there — [Dies. 


REVENGE.  [Act*  5# 

Lcuc.  Is  lie  fall’n  mad  in  death?  what 
does  lie  mean  ? [dost  thou  ? 

Some  good  god  help  me  at  the  worst!  How 
Let  not  thy  misery  vex  me;  tliou  shalt  have 
What  thy  poor  heart  can  wish:  1 am  i 
prince, 

And  I will  keep  thee  in  the  gayest  cloaths, 
And  the  finest  things,  that  ever  pretty  boy 
liad  given  him. 

Uni.  1 know  you  well  enough. 

Fcth,  I am  dying ; and  now  you  kuow  ail  too. 
Jxuc.  But  stir  up  thyself:  look  what  a 
jewel  here  is. 

Set  how  it  glisters!  what  a pretty  show 
Will  this  make  in  thy  little  ear!  lia,  speak! 
Eat  hut  a bit,  and  lake  it. 

Ura.  Do  you  not  know  me?  [well  said ; 
Jxuc.  I prithee  miud  thy  health!  why,  dial’s 
My  good  boy,  smile  still. 

i'ra.  I shall  smile  ’till  death, 

An  I see  you!  I am  Urania, 

Your  sister-in-law. 

Jxuc.  How! 

Ura.  I am  Urania.  [thee  well: 

Jxuc.  Dulncss  did  seize  me!  now  I know 
Alas,  why  cam’st  thou  hither? 

Ura.  Fcth,  for  lofle : 

I would  not  let  you  know  ’till  I was  dying; 
For  you  could  uot  love  ine,  my  mother  was 
So  naught. 

Jxuc.  I will  love  thee,  or  any  thin® ! 
What,  wilt  thou  leave  me  us  soou  as  l kuow 
thee  ? 

Speak  ouc  word  to  me!  Alas,  she’s  past  it! 
She  will  never  speak  mbre. — 

What  noise  is  that  ? it  is  no  matter  who 

Enter  lsmenus  with  the  lx>rds. 

Comes  on  me  now. — What  worse  than  mad 
are  you, 

Tliat  seek  out  sorrows?  if  you  love  delights, 
Begone  from  hence! 

Jsm.  Sir,  for  you  we  come,  [suffer’d 

As  soldiers  to  revenge  the  wrongs  you’ve 
Under  this  naughty  creature:  what  shall  be 
Say;  I am  ready.  {done  with  her? 

Jxuc.  Leave  her  to  Ileav’n,  brave  cousin! 
They  shall  tell  her  how  sh’has  sinn'd  "'against 
’em ; [blood. 

My  hand  shall  ne'er  be  stain’d  with  such  base 
Live,  wicked  mother!  that  reverend  title  be 
Your  pardon ! for  I’ll  use  no  extremity 
Against  you,  but  leave  you  to  Iieav’u. 
Bucha.  llell  take  you  all!  or,  if  there  be  a 
place 

Oi  torment  that  exceeds  that,  get  yoifthither! 
And  ’till  the  devils  have  you,  may  your  lives 
Be  one  continu’d  plague,  and  such  a one 
That  knows  no  friends  nor  euding!  may  all 
ages 

That  shall  succeed  curse  you,  as  I do!  and 


55  To  purge  thee  or  condemn  thee ; therefore 

A nohter  trial  than  thou  dost  deserve  ] Here  a verb  is  evidently  left  out,  being  equally 
necessary  to  tl;e  sense  and  measure.  Sew  art/, 

If 
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Act  5.] 

If  it  r>e  possible,  I ask  it  Heav’n, 

That  your  base  issues  may  be  ever  monsters. 
That  must,  for  shame  of  nature  and  suc- 
cession, [to  poison  you 56 ! 

Be  drown’d  like. dogs!  ’Would  1 had  breath 
Leuc.  ’Would  you  had  love  within  you, 
and  such  grief 

As  might  become  a mother!  Look  you  there ! 
Know  you  that  face  ? that  was  U rania : 
These  are  the  fruits  of  those  unhappy  mothers 
Hmt  labour  with  such  horrid  births  as  you  do ! 
If  you  can  weep,  there’s  cause;  poor  innocent, 
Your  wickedness  lias  kill’d  her:  Til  weep  for 

YOU. 

Xstn.  Monstrous  woman ! 

Mars  would  weep  at  this,  and  yet  she  cannot. 
Lcuc.  Here  lies  your  minion  too,  slain  by 
my  hand  : 

I will  not  say  you  are  the  cause;  yet  certain, 
I know  you  were  to  blame : the  gods  forgive 
you ! 

Ism.  Sec,  she  stands  as  if  she  were  inventing 
Some  new  destruction  for  the  world. 

Leuc . Ismcnus, 

Thou’rt  welcome  yet  to  my  sad  company. 
hut.  I come  to  make  you  somew  hat  sadder, 
sir.  [already. 

Leuc.  You  cannot;  I am  at  the  height 
Ism.  Y our  father’s  dead  ! 
luetic.  I thought  so ; Heav’n  be  w ith  him ! 
Oh,  woman,  woman,  weep  now  or  never!  thou 
Hast  made  more  sorrows  than  we’ve  eyes  to 
utter. 

Bocha.  Now  let  Ilea v’n  fall!  I’m  at  the 
worst  of  evils; 

A thing  so  miserably  wretched,  that 
Ev’rv  thing,  the  last  of  human  comforts,  hath 
left  me  ] 

I will  not  be  so  base  and  cold  to  live, 

And  wait  the  mercies  of  these  men  I hate: 
No,  it  is  just  I die,  since  fortune  hath  left  me. 
My  steep  descent  attends  me57:  hand, 
strike  thou  home! 

I’ve  soul  enough  to  guide ; and  let  all  know, 


As  I stood  a queen,  the  same  I’ll  f«dl, 

And  one  with  me! 

the  Prince,  then  herself. 

J .cue.  Oil! 

lam.  How  do  you,  sir?  [here. 

Lcuc.  Nearer  my  health  than  I think  any 
My  tongue  begins  to  falter:  what  is  man  ? 

Or  who  would  be  one,  w hen  he  sees  a poor 
Weak  woinau  can  in  an  instant  make  him 
Dor.  She’s  dead  already.  [none  ? 

Ism.  Let  her  be  d mim’d 
Already,  as  she  is!  Post  all  for  surgeons! 

Leuc.  Let  not  a man  stirT  for  I am  hut  dead. 
I’ve  some  few  words  which  I would  have  you 
hear,  [’em : 

And  am  afraid  I shall  want  breath  to  speak 
First  to  you,  my  lords;  you  know  Isuienus  is 
Undoubted  heir  of  Lycia58 ; I do  beseech 
you  all, 

When  I am  dead,  to  shew  your  duties  to  liim. 
Du  ds.  We  vow  to  do't. 

Lcuc.  I thank  you.  Next  to  you, 

Cousin  Ismcnus,  that  shall  be  the  duke, 

I pray  you  let  the  broken  images59 
Of  Cupid  be  re-edified!  I know 
All  this  is  done  by  him. 

Tsm.  It  shall  be  so.  [in-law 

Lcuc.  Last,  I beseech  you  that  my  mother- 
May  have  a burial  according  to — [Dies, 

Ism.  To  what,  sir? 

Dor.  There’s  a full  point!  [burial 

Ism.  1 will  intt  rpret  for  him : she  shall  have 
According  to  iier  own  deserts,  with  dogs! 

Dor.  I would  your  majesty  would  haste 
Of  the  people.  [for  settling 

Ism.  I’m  ready. 

Age.  Go  ; and  let  the  trumpets  sound 
Some  mournful  thing,  whilst  we  convey  the 
body 

Of  this  unhappy  prince  unto  the  court, 

And  of  that  virtuous  virgin  to  n grave! 

Put  drag  her  to  u ditch,  where  let  her  lie, 
Accurs’d,  whilst  oue  man  has  a memory  1 

[Exeunt, 


56  Would  I had  breath  to  poison  you.]  Some  editions  f Sew  aid’s  among  the  number)  read, 

Would  1 had  breath  to  please  you.  ^ 

57  lily  step  descent  attends  we.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

38  Undoubtedly  Aeir.J  Varied  by  Seward. 

59  I pray  you  let  tlsc  broken  image  of  Cupid.]  Altered  in  1750. 


In  the  course  of  Mr.  Seward’s  notes  on  this  play,  he  remarks,  that  e Had  this  whole  plot, 
‘ a father  marrying  his  son’s  whore,  the  son’s  penitence  and  distress,  and  her  plots  for  his 
‘ destruction,  been  wrought  into  a tragedy,  w ithout  the  idle  machinery  of  Cupid  and  his 

* Revenge,  it  would  ha\e  afforded  sutbeient  matter  to  such  geniuses  as  our  authors:’  and 
afterwards  says,  * I cannot  take  leave  of  this  play  without  again  regretting  the  farcical  inter- 
1 mixture  of  the  machinery  of  Cupid,  from  whence  it  takes  its  name.  Without  this,  and  the 

* ridiculous  death  of  the  princess,  what  a noble  tragedy  would  our  authors  have  left  us!  The 
‘ character  of  the  king,  from  his  ridiculous  dotage  on  his  children,  to  a still  more  ridiculous 

* dotage  on  a wanton  wife;  die  misfortunes  of  a virtuous  young  prince,  from  taking  one 
‘ vicious  step,  and  endeavouring  to  conceal  it  by  a falsity,  are  finely  describ’d ; but  how  is 

* the  just  moral  arising  from  thence  spoiPd,  by  making  this  only  Cupid's  Revenge? 

In  our  opinion,  the  plot  and  the  machinery  are  equally  ridiculous;  and  we  cannot  avoid  ex- 
pressing our  concern,  that  so  much  admirable  poetry  should  be  bestowed  on  so  absurd  a drama. 
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THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN. 


This  Play  was  first  printed  in  quarto,  anno  1634,  under  the  following  title:  ‘The  Two  Noble 
‘ Kinsmen:  presented  at  the  Blackfriers  by  the  Kings  Majesties  Servants,  with  great  ap- 
‘ plause:  written  by  the  memorable  Worthies  of  their  time,  Mr.  John  Fletcher,  and 
* Mr.  William  Shakspcare,  Gent.;’  and  has  always  been  received  as  the  production  of 
those  Poets.  In  the  year  1668,  it  was  altered  by  Sir  William  Davenant,  who  gave  it  the 
title  of  The  Rivals;  when  it  appears  to  have  been  acted  with  great  success. 


PROLOGUE. 


[Flourish. 

New  plays  and  maidenheads  are  near  a-kin; 
Much  follow’d  both,  for  both  much  money 

II  they  stand  sound,  and  well:  and  a good 
play 

(Wiiose  modest  scenes  blush  on  his  marriage- 
day, 

And  shake  to  lose  his  honour)  is  like  her 
That  after  holy  tie,  and  first  night's  stir, 

Yet  still  is  modesty,  and  still  retains  [pains. 
More  of  the  maid  to  sight,  than  husbnnd’s 
We  pray  our  play  may  be  so ; for  I’m  sure 
It  has  a noble  breeder,  and  a pure, 

A learned,  and  a poet  never  went 
More  famous  yet’twixt  Po,  and  silver  Trent: 
Chaucer  (of  all  admir’d)  the  story  gives; 
There  constant  to  eternity  it  lives! 

If  we  let  fall  the  nobleness  of  this, 

And  die  first  sound  this  child  hear  be  a hiss, 


How  will  it  shake  the  bones  of  that  good  man. 
And  make  him  cry  from  under-ground,  * Oh, 
fan 

‘ From  me  die  witless  chaff  of  such  a writer, 
4 That  blasts  iny  bays,  and  my  faui’d  works 
make  lighter  _ [bring; 

‘Than  Robin  Ilood!*  This  is  the  tear  we 
For,  to  say  truth,  it  were  an  endless  thing, 
And  too  ambitious,  to  aspire  to  him. 

Weak  as  we  are,  and  almost  breathless  swim. 
In  this  deep  water,  do  but  you  hold  out 
Your  helpiug  hands,  and  we  shall  tack  about! 
And  something  do  to  save  us,  you  shall  hear 
Scenes,  tlio*  below  his  art,  may  yet  appear 
Worth  two  hours’  travel.  To  his  bones  sweet 
sleep ! 

Content  to  you ! — If  this  play  do  not  keep 
A little  dull  time  from  us,  we  perceive 
Our  losses  fall  so  thick,  we  must  needs  leave. 

[ Flourish. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED1. 


Men. 

Theseus,  Duke  of  Athens. 

Pa i. AMO N,  } The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen,  in 
A rcite,  ) love  with  Emilia. 

Pehithous,  an  Athenian  General. 
Valerius,  a Theban  Nobleman. 

Three  valiant  Kmcuts. 

Hf.rald. 

Jailor. 

Wooer. 


Gerrold,  a Schoolmaster. 

A Tabor tr , Countrymen,  Soldiers , $c% 
Women. 

II  i pro  lit  a,  Bride  to  Theseus. 

Emilia,  her  Sister. 

Three  Queens. 

Jailor’s  Daughter,  in  love  with  Palamon. 
Servant  to  Emilia. 

Nymphs,  Wenches,  <$c. 


* Hymen  has  hitherto  stood  as  a personage  of  this  drama,  and  even  the  first:  as  he  only 
appears  in  the  dumb-show,  we  have  expunged  the  name.  The  Wooer,  though  a character 
of  some  consideration,  has  always  been  omitted ; and  so  has  Valerius. 
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[Act  1.  Scene  1, 


ssa 


ACT  I. 


■SCENE  I. 

Enter  Hymen  with  a Torch  burning  ; a Boy, 
in  a while  Robe,  beja  c,  singing,  and  strew- 
ing Efncirs ; after  Hymen,  a Nymph,  en- 
compassed in  her  Tresses , bearing  a tcheaten 
Garland;  then  Theseus , between  (ten other 
Nymphs,  with  u beaten  Chaplets  on  their 
Heads  ; then  H'ppolita,  led  by  Ter  it /tons 3 , 
and  anothir  holding  a Garland  over  her 
Head,  her  Tresses  likewise  hanging ; after 
her,  Emilia , holding  up  her  Train. 

SONG. 

ROSES,  their  sharp  spines  being  gone, 

Not  royal  in  their  smells  alone, 

Hut  in  their  hue ; 

Maiden-pinks,  of  odour  faint, 

Daisies  smell-less,  vet  most  quaint, 

And  sweet  thime  true. 

Primrose,  first-born  child  of  Ver, 

Merry  spring-time's  harbinger. 

With  her  bells  dim  ; 

Oxlips  in  their  cradles  growing, 

Mangolds  on  death-beds  blowing, 

Lark-heels  trim. 

All,  clear  Nature’s  children  sweet, 

Lye  ’fore  bride  and  bridegroom’s  feet, 

Blessing  their  sense ! [Strew  flowers. 

Not  an  angel  of  the  air1, 

Bird  melodious,  or  bird  fair, 

Be  absent  hence  ! 

The  crow,  the  slanderous  cuckoo,  nor 
The  boding  raven,  nor  chough  boat4. 


Nor  chaffering  pie, 

May  on  our  britlehouse  perch  or  sing, 

Or  with  them  any  discord  bring, 

But  from  it  lly  ! 

Enter  three  Queens,  in  black,  with  veils 
stained , u it h •imperial  Crowns.  The  first 
Queen  fulls  down  at  the  foot  of  Theseus ; 
the  second  falls  down  at  the  fool  of ' Uip- 
polita  ; the  third  before  Emilia. 

1 Queen.  For  pity’s  sake,  and  true  gen- 
llear  and  respect  me!  [ulity’s, 

'i  Queen.  For  your  mother’s  sake, 

And  a>  you  w ish  your  womb  may  thrive  with 
Hear  and  respect  me ! [fair  ones, 

3 Queen.  Now  fur  the  love  of  him  whom 
Jove  hath  mark’d 

The  honour  of  your  bed,  and  for  the  sake 
Of  clear  virginity,  be  advocate 
For  us,  and  our  distresses  ! This  good  deed 
Shall  raze  you  out  o’ th’ book  of  trespasses 
All  you  are  set  down  there. 

This.  .Sad  lady,  rise ! 

Hip.  Stand  up  ! 

End.  No  knees  to  me!  AVlint  woman  1 
May  sied  that  is  distress'd,  does  hind  me  to 
her.  [for  all. 

Thru.  What's  your  request?  Deliver  von 
1 Queen.  We  ure  three  queens,  v\  how 
sovereigns  fell  before 
The  Wrath  of  cruel  (Jreon;  who  endur'd 
The  beaks  of  ravens,  talons  of  the  kites, 
And  pecks  of  crows,  in  the  foul  fields  of 
Thebes. 

He  will  not  suffer  us  to  burn  their  bones. 

To  urn  their  ashes,  nor  to  take  th*  offence 


1 Then  Hippofita  the  bride,  led  by  Theseus.]  Mr.  Theobald  very  justly  changed  Theseus 
here  to  Terithous.  Seward. 

3 Not  an  angel  of  the  fli’r.]  Mr.  Theobald  was  very  fond  of  a change  here,  which  I can  by 
no  means  admit ; as  he  happened  not  to  see  the  authors’  design  in  applying  the  word  angd 
to  birds,  he  would  read  augel , from  the  Italian  nugcllo,  a bird.  But  beside  the  objection 
there  is  to  admitting  words  of  foreign  extraction  without  authority  into  the  text  (a  tiling  by 
no  means  justifiable),  there  would  be  a needless  tautology. 

Not  an  angel  or  bird  of  the  air, 

Bird  melodious,  or  bird  fair. 

Several  birds  too  are  excluded  in  the  next  stanza,  which  renders  augel  improper,  whereas 
angel  very  beautifully  expresses  the  birds  of  melody  and  good  omen.  Seward. 

4 The  boding  raven,  nor  dough  he 

Nor  c halt' ring  pie.]  Clough  he,  which  is  the  reading  of  all  the  editions,  is  neither  sense 
nor  rhiine.  My  dictionaries  at  least  have  no  such  bird  ns  c/ough.  Chough  is  Shakespeare 
and  Fletcher’s  name  of  a jack-daw,  of  which  Ray  says,  Postica  pars  capitis  cinerascit.  But 
he  (and  from  him  the  Oxford  editor)  mistakes,  in  making  the  chough  the  coracias  a frequenter 
of  the  Cornish  cliffs  only,  which  has  no  such  grey  fenthers.  Besides,  Shakespeare's  chough 
feeds  on  corn,  for  Autolocus,  in  the  Wf inter’s  Tale,  says,  * My  choughs  an.*  scar’d  from  the 
« chaff/  So  that  the  chough  must  he  the  daw  or  the  rook,  which  has  often  grey  feathers  on 
the  head  and  back.  See  Ray  on  Birds.  There  can  be  no  reason  to  doubt  therefore  of  our 
having  got  the  true  substantive;  for  he  we  must  have  an  adjective  that  suits  the  chough , and 
also  rhimes  to  nor ; hoar  will  do  both,  the  chough  having  greyish  feathers  on  his  head,  from 
whence  Shakespeare  calls  him  the  russct-paUd  chough.  Midsummer-Night's  Dream.  Seward.* 
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Act  1.  Scene  1.] 

Of  mortal  loathsomeness  from  the  blest  eye 
Of  holy  Phoebus,  but  infects  the  winds 
With  stench  of  our  slaiu  lords.  Oh,  pitv, 
duke!  [sword, 

Thou  purger  of  the  earth,  draw  thy  fear’d 
That  does  good  turns  to  th*  world;  give  us 
the  bones 

Of  our  dead  kings,  that  we  may  chapel  them ! 
And, of  thy  boundless  goodness,  take  some  note 
That  for  our  crowned  heads  we  have  no  roof 
Save  this,  which  is  the  lion’s  and  the  bear's, 
And  vault  to  every  thing! 

The*.  Pray  you  kneel  not!  [suffer’d 

I  was  transported  with  your  speech,  and 
Your  knees  to  wrong  themselves.  I've  heard 
the  fortunes  [lamenting 

Of  your  dead  lords,  which  gives  me  such 
As  wakes  my  vengeance  and  revenge  for  'cm. 
King  Capaneus  was  your  lord : the  day 
That  he  should  marry  you,  at  such  a season 
As  now  it  is  with  me,  1 met  your  groom 
By  Mars’s  aliar;  you  were  that  time  fair. 
Not  Juno's  mantle  fairer  than  your  tresses, 
Nor  in  more  bounty  spread  her5;  your 
w beaten  wreath  [at  you 

Was  then  nor  thresh’d,  nor  blasted;  Fortune 
Dimpled  her  cheek  with  smiles;  Hercules 
our  kinsman 

(Then  weaker  than  your  eyes)  laid  by  his  club, 
lie  tumbled  down  upon  his  Nemean  hide6, 
And  swore  his  sinews  thaw’d:  oh,  grief  and 
time. 

Fearful  consumers,  you  will  all  devour ! 

1 Queen.  Oh,  I hope  some  god,  [hood, 

Some  god  hath  put  his  mercy  in  your  man- 
Whereto  he'll  infuse  power,  and  press  you 
Our  undertaker!  [lorth 

That.  Oh,  no  knees,  none,  widow ! 

Unto  the  helnieted  Bellona  use  them, 

Anri  pray  for  me,  your  soldier.— Troubled  I 
am.  * [Turin  away. 

2 Queen.  Honour’d  Hippolita, 

Most  dreaded  Amazonian,  that  hast  slain 


The  scithe-tusk'd  boar;  that,  with  thy  arm 
as  strong 

As  it  is  white,  wast  near  to  make  the  male 
To  thy  sex  captive ; but  that  this  thy  lord 
(Born  to  uphold  creation  in  that  honour 
First  nature  stil’d  it  in)  shrunk  thee  into 
The  hound  thou  wast  o’er-flowing,  at  once 
subduing 

Thy  force,  and  thy  affection ; soldicrcss, 

That  equally  canst  poise  sternness  with  pity. 
Who  now,  I know,  hast  much  more  power 
on  hint  [strength7, 

Than  e'er  he  had  on  thee;  who  ow’st  his 
And  his  love  too,  who  is  a servant  to 
The  tenor  of  thy  speech;  dear  glass  of  ladies, 
Bid  him  that  we  whom  flaming  war  doth 
scorch. 

Under  the  shadow  of  his  sword  may  cool  us! 
Require  him  he  advance  it  o’er  our  heads ; 
Speak't  in  a woman’s  key,  like  such  a woman 
As  any  of  us  three ; weep  ere  you  fail ; 

Lend  us  a knee; 

But  touch  the  ground  for  us  no  longer  time 
Than  a dove’s  motion,  when  th:  head's 
pluck'd  off!  fswoln. 

Tell  him,  if  he  i’  th*  blood-size’d  field  lay 
Shewing  the  sun  his  teeth,  grinning  at  the 
What  you  would  do!,  [moon, 

Hip.  Poor  ladv,  say  no  more ! 

I had  as  lief  trace  thi-  good  action  with  you 
As  that  whereto  I'm  going,  and  never  yet 
Went  [ so  willing  way*.  My  lord  is  taken 
Heart-deep  with  your  distress : let  him  con- 
sider; 

I’ll  speak  anon. 

3  Queen.  Oh,  my  petition  was 

[Knee/s  to  Emilia. 
Set  down  in  ice,  which  by  hot  grief  uncanriicd 
Melts  into  drops ; so  sorrow  wanting  form 
is  press'd  with  deeper  matter. 

Etui.  Pray  stand  up; 

Your  grief  is  written  in  your  cheek. 

3 Queen.  Oh,  woe! 


5 Not  Juno's  mantle  fuirer  than  your  tresses, 

Nor  in  more  bounty  spread  her.]  The  reader  will  sec  that  her  is  prejudicial  to  the  sense 
and  measure,  and  to  be  discarded.  The  mantle  of  Juno  is  beautifully  described  in  the 
fourteenth  book  of  the  Iliad.  It  was  wrought  by  Minerva,  and  adorned  with  variety  of 
figures ; allegorically,  it  may  signify  the  aether  adorned  with  the  sun  and  stars  formed  by 
Minerva,  i.  e.  the  wisdom  of  the  Creator.  Seward. 

We  cannot  * see  that  her  is  prejudicial  to  the  sense  and  measure/  nor  that  it  ought  * to 
1 be  discarded.’  The  construction  is  easy. 

6 Nenuan  hide.]  Corrected  in  1730. 

7 Whom  now  1 know  hast  much  more  power  on  him 
Than  ever  hr.  had  on  thee , who  ow’st  his  strength 
And  his  love  too , who  is  a servant  for 

The  tenor  of  the  speech.]  The  change  of  particles  and  monosyllables  frequently  destroy 
both  the  grammar  and  sense  of  our  authors.  Whom  might  have  been  corrected  without  a 
note,  but  what  is,  Who  is  a servant  for  the  tenor  of  the  speech*  The  original  probably  was, 

- — who  is  a servant  to 
The  tenor  of  thy  speech ; 

i.  e.  He  who  before  conquered  thee,  is  now*  obedient  to  every  word  thou  uttercst.  Ow’st,  is 
the  suite  as  oun’st , in  all  the  old  w iters.  Seward. 

• and  never  yet 

llcnf  1 so  willing  way;]  i.  c . v r went  so  willing  a journey.  Seward. 

You 
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[Act  1.  Scene  1. 


You  cannot  read  it  there9;  here  thro’ my  tears, 
Like  wrinkled  pebbles  in  a glassy  stream, 
You  may  behold  ’em!  Lady,  lady,  alack, 

He  that  will  all  the  treasure  know  o’th*  earth, 
Must  know  the  centre  too;  he  that  will  fish 
For  my  least  minnow,  let  him  lead  his  line 
lo  catch  one  at  my  heart.  Oh,  pardon  me! 
Extremity,  that  sharpens  sundry  wits. 

Makes  me  a tool. 

Bray  you  say  nothing;  pray  you! 
jy  ho  cannot  feel  nor  see  the  rain,  being  in’t, 
Knows  neither  wet  nor  dry.  If  that  you  were 
i he  ground-piece  ot  some  painter,  I would 
buy  you, 

'I - instruct  me  ’gainst  a capital  grief  indeed  ; 
Y, uc  1 heart-pierc’d  demonstration ! \ but,  alas, 
Weing  a natural  sister  of  our  sex, 
l our  sorrow  beats  so  ardently  upon  me, 

1  hat  Jt  shall  make  a counter-rellect  ’gainst 
1 iy  brother’s  heart,  and  wann  it  to  some  pity 
° lt,we.rc  made  of  stone:  pray  have  good 
comfort!  fa  jot 

J/wrs.  Forward  to  th’  temple!  leave  notout 
V tn  sacred  ceremony. 

WMN,iCC”'  this  celebration 
v 1 *onl?e*’  last10,  and  be  more  costlv,  than 
lour  suppliants’  war!  Remember  that  your 
ta™e.  , [nu.ckly 

noils  in  the  ear  o’th*  world:  what  you  do 
s not  done  rashly;  your  first  thought  is  more 
J ban  others’  labour’d  mcditancc;  your  pre- 
meditating 

More  than  their  actions;  but,  (oh,  Jove!) 
your  actions, 

^oon  as  they  move,  as  osprays  do  the  fish, 
ouhdue  before  they  touch:  think,  dear  duke, 
think 

^ hat  beds  our  slain  kings  have! 

2 Qu  een.  W hat  griefs  our  beds, 

That  our  dear  lords  have  none ! 

3 Queen.  None  fit  for  th’dead: 


Those  that  with  cords,  knives,  drains11,  preci- 
pitance, [selves 

Weary  of  this  world’s  light,  hare  to  tliem- 
Becn  death’s  most  horrid  agents,  human  grace 
Affords  them  dust  and  shadow. 

1  Queen.  But  our  lords 
Lie  blist’ring  ’fore  the  visitating  sun, 

And  were  good  kings,  when  living. 

Thcs.  It  is  true; 

And  I will  give  you  comfort, 

To  give  your  dead  lords  graves1*  : 

The  which  to  do  must  make  some  work 
with  Creon.  [to  th’doing*1: 

1 Queen.  And  that  work  now  presents  itself 
Now  ’twill  take  form ; the  heats  are  gone 

to-morrow' ; 

Then  bootless  toil  must  recompense  itself. 
With  its  own  sweat;  now  he’s  secure, 

Not  dreams  we  stand  before  your  puissance, 
Rinsing  your  holy  begging14  in  our  eyes, 

To  make  petition  clear. 

2 Queen.  Now  you  may  take  him, 

Drunk  with  his  victory. 

3 Queen.  And  his  army  full 
Of  bread  and  sloth. 

Thes.  Artesius,  that  best  know’st 
How  to  draw  out,  fit  to  this  enterprize 
The  prim’st  for  this  proceeding,  and  the 
number 

To  carry  such  a business;  forth  and  levy 
Our  worthiest  instruments;  whilst  we  dis- 
patch 

This  grand  act  of  our  life,  this  daring  deed 
Of  fate  in  wedlock ! 

1 Queen.  1 )ow  agers,  take  hands ! 

Let  us  be  widows  to  our  woes15 ! Delay 
Commends  us  to  a famishing  hope. 

All.  Farewell!  [could  grief 

2 Queen.  We  come  unseasonably;  but  when 

Cull  forth,  as  uupnng’d  judgment  can,  fit’st 
For  best  solicitation  ? [time 


9 You  cannot  read  it  there ; there  thro'  my  tears , 

Like  wrinkl'd  pebbles  in  a glasse  stream.]  Mr.  Sympson  and  I change  the  second  there 
to  here,  as  she  evidently  points  at  her  heart,  and  so  explains  herself  in  the  sequel.  Glassy 
for  glassCy  Mr.  Theobald  agreed  with  us  in.  Seward. 

,u  Will  long  lust.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

11  Drums  precipitance.]  Mr.  Sympson  and  I disjoin  these  two,  the  one  expressing  poison, 
the  other  leaping  down  precipices.  Seward. 

Precipitance  is,  we  think,  rightly  disjoined  from  drams;  but  signifies,  in  general,  the 
unhappy  precipitation  of  suicides  in  getting  rid  of  their  lives,  not  the  particular  act  of  leaping 
don  n precipices , w hich  seems  to  us  a ridiculous  explanation. 

11  To  give  your  dead  lords  £rares.]  As  both  the  sense  and  measure  are  somewhat  de- 
ficient, there  is  reason  to  suspect  a part  of  the  sentence  dropt,  perhaps  somewhat  like  die 
following  might  have  been  the  original. 

But  I will  give  you  comfort,  and  engage 

Myself  and  powers  to  give  your  dead  lords  graves.  Seward. 

11  And  that  zcork  presentsy  Ac.]  Former  editions.  Seward. 

14  Wrinching  our  holy  begging.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

15  Let  us  be  widows  to  our  icocs;]  i.  c.  Let  us  continue  still  in  the  most  distress’d  widow- 
hood by  the  continuance  of  our  woes.  The  expression,  tho’  not  quite  clear,  w ill  give  this 
sense,  whic  h is  certainly  a fine  one;  and  in  sucli  writers  as  our  authors  we  must  not  always 
expect  that  perspicuity  as  we  meet  with  in  poems  of  less  depth.  For  this  reason  I cannot 
admit  a conjecture  of  Mr.  Sympson,  tho’  it  is  undoubtedly  an  ingenious  one : 

Let  us  be  wedded  to  our  woes.  Seward. 


Thes. 
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Act  1.  Scene  2.] 

Then.  Why,  good  ladles, 

This  is  a service,  whereto  I am  going, 
Greater  than  any  war 16 ; it  more  imports  me 
Than  ail  the  actions  that  I have  foregone, 
Or  futurely  can  cope. 

1 Queen.  The  more  proclaiming 
Our  suit  shall  he  neglected  : when  her  arms, 
Able  to  lock  Jove  from  a synod,  shall 
By  warranting  moon-light  corslet  thee,  oh, 
when  [fall 

Her  twinning  cherries'7  shall  their  sweetness 
Upon  thy  tasteful  lips,  what  wilt  thou  think 
Oi  rotten  kings,  or  blubber’d  queens?  what 
care  [being  able 

For  what  thou  feePst  not,  what  thou  feel’st 
To  make  Mars  spurn  his  drum  ? Oh,  if  thou 
couch 

But  one  night  with  her,  every  hour  in’t  will 
Take  hostage  of  thee  for  a hundred,  and 
Thou  shall  remember  nothing  more  than  what 
That  banquet  bids  thee  to. 

Hip.  Tho*  much  unlike 
You  should  be  so  transported,  as  much  sorry 
I should  be  such  a suitor ; yet  I think 
Did  I not,  by  th'  abstaining  of  my  joy, 
Which  breeds  a deeper  longing,  cure  their 
surfeit, 

That  craves  a p resent  med’eine,  I should  pluck 
All  ladies’  scandal  on  me  : therefore,  sir, 

As  I shall  here  make  trial  of  my  prayers, 
Either  presuming  them  to  have  some  force, 
Or  sentencing  for  ay  their  vigour  dumb, 
Prorogue  this  business  we  are  going  about, 
and  hang 

Your  shield  afore  your  heart,  about  that  neck 
Which  is  my  fee,  and  which  I freely  lend 
To  do  these  poor  queens  service ! 

All  Queens.  Oh,  help  now! 

Our  ciuse  cries  for  your  knee. 

jsmi.  If  you  grant  not 
My  sister  her  petition,  in  that  force, 

With  that  celerity  and  nature,  which 
She  makes  it  in,  from  henceforth  I'll  not  dare 
To  ask  you  any  thing,  nor  be  so  hardy 
Ever  to  take  a husband. 

Then.  Pray  stand  up ! 


I am  entreating  of  myself  to  do 
That  which  you  kneel  to  have  me.  Perithous, 
Lead  on  the  bride!  Get  you  and  pray  the  god 
For  success  and  return ; omit  not  any  thing 
In  the  pretended  celebration.  Queens, 
Follow  your  soldier  (as  before)  hence  you, 
And  at  the  banks  of  Aulis18  meet  us  with 
The  forces  you  can  raise,  where  we  shall  find 
The  moiety  of  a number,  for  a business 
More  bigger  look’d ! — Since  that  our  theme 
is  haste, 

I stamp  this  kiss  upon  thy  currant  lip; 

Sweet,  keep  it  as  my  token!  Set  you  forward; 
For  I will  see  you  gone. 

[Er^unt  towards  the  Temple. 
Farewell,  my  beauteous  sister!  Perithous, 
Keep  the  feast  full;  bate  not  an  hour  on't! 
J*cr.  Sir, 

HI  follow  you  at  heels:  the  feast's  solemnity 
Shall  want  till  your  return  ,9. 

The*.  Cousin,  I charge  you 
Budge  not  from  Athens;  we  shall  be  returning 
Ere  you  can  end  this  feast, of  which  I pray  you 
Make  no  abatement.  Once  more,  farewell  all ! 
1 Queen.  Thus  dost  thou  still  make  good 
the  toUuue  o’ th’ world. 

'iQnecn.  And  earn’st  a deity  equal  with  Mars. 
3 Queen.  If  not  above  him  ; for 
Thou  being  but  mortal,  mak’st  affections  bend 
To  godlike  honours ; they  themselves,  some 
Groan  under  such  a mastery.  [say, 

The*.  As  we  are  men, 

Thus  should  we  do ; being  sensually  subdued, 
We  lose  our  humane  title.  Good  cheer, 
ladies!  [ Flourish . 

Now  turn  we  tow'rds  your  comforts. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Pulamon  and  Arcite. 

Arc.  Dear  Palamon,  dearer  in  love  than 
blood, 

And  our  prime  cousin,  yet  unharden’d  in 
The  crimes  of  nature ; let  us  leave  the  city 
Thebes,  and  the  temptings  in’t,  before  we 
further 


16  This  is  a service , whereto  J am  going , 

Greater  than  any  was.]  War  (which  is  Theobald’s  variation^  instead  of  was , is  a great 
improvement  of  the  old  text,  and  I verily  believe  it  the  author  s word.  The  service  I am 
now  going  to,  ft.  e.  my  marriage)  is  of  more  import  to  ray  happiness  than  any  war  can 
possibly  be.  Seward. 

17  Her  twining  cherries .J  Theobald  corrected  the  spelling  here. 

lS  And  at  the  banks  of  Anly.]  Mr.  Theobald  sent  me  a very  probable  conjecture  upon 
this  place ; none  of  us  being  able  to  find  in  any  geographer  such  a name  as  Anly  in  Greece, 
he  reads  Aulis , the  celebrated  sea-port  between  Athens  and  Thebes,  it  would  indeed  be 
more  convincing  were  there  a river  of  that  name,  for  I don’t  know  w hether  it  be  proper,  in 
6peakiug  of  Calais  or  Dover  to  say,  Meet  me  at  the  banks  of  Dover.  But'Aims  being  a 
situation  so  exceedingly  proper  to  1m?  mention’d  here,  I still  believe  it  the  true  word,  and 
perhaps  banks  may  be  also  a corruption;  it  might  have  been  At  the  gatesf  or  at  the  portf  or 
at  the  back  of  Aulis.  Seu  ard.  / 

19  Shall  want  till  your  return .]  The  editors  of  1750,  for  want  read  zcait ; but  want  seems 
genuine ; signifying,  the  celebration  of  the  nuptials  should  remain  incomplete  till  his  return, 
as  Perithous  had  rather  accompany  Theseus  than  stay  behind  to  be  his  proxy,  as  the  latter 
desires. 

Sully 
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[Act  1.  Scene  $. 


Are.  Tis  not  this 

I did  begin  to  speak  of;  this  is  virtue 
Of  no  respect  in  Thvbes : I spake  of  Thebes, 
How  dangerous,  if  we  will  keep  our  honours, 
It  is  for  our  residing  ; where  ev’ry  evil 
Hath  a good  colour ; where  ev’ry  seeming 
good’s 

A certain  evil;  where  not  to  be  ev'njump 
As  they  are11,  here  were  to  be  strangen 
and 

Such  things  to  be  mere  monsters,  n 
Pul.  It  is  in  our  power 
(Unless  we  fear  that  apes  can  tutor’s)  to 
Be  masters  of  our  manners  : what  need  I 
Affect  another’s  gait,  which  is  not  catching 
Where  there  is  faith?  or  to  he  fond  upon 
Another’s  way  of  speech,  when  by  mine  own 
I may  be  reasonably  conceiv’d  ; *av*d  too. 
Speaking  it  truly?  Why  am  I bound 
By  anv  generous  bond  to  follow  him 
Follows  his  tailor,  haply  so  long,  until 
The  follow’d  make  pursuit?  Or  let  me  know, 
Why  mine  own  barber  is  unhlcss’d,  with  him 
My  poor  chin  too,  for  us  not  srissar’d  just 
To  such  a favourite’s  gkiss?  What  canon  is 
there 

That  does  command  my  rapier  from  my  hip, 
To  dangle’t  in  my  hand,  or  to  go  tip-toe 
Before  the  street  Ire  foul?  Either  1 am 
The  fore  horse  in  the  team,  or  1 am  none 
That  draw  i’th’  sequent  trace!  These  poor 
slight  sores  [bosom, 

Need  not  a plantain;  that  which  rips  my 
Almost  to  tli’ heart,  ’s — 

Arc.  Our  uncle  Creon. 

Pal . He, 

A most  uubouuded  tyrant ! whose  successes 
Make  lleav’n  unfear’d11,  and  villainy  assur’d. 

Bey  oud 

from  Theobald’s  conjecture,  which  we  thiuk 
a happy  one,  tho’  rejected  by  Seward.  The  old  reading,  if  sense,  is  very  hard.  Palaiuoa 
says,  a few  speeches  lower, 

———Either  I am 

rY\\e  fore-horse  in  the  team,  or  I am  none 

That  draw  i’th’  sequent  trace. 

*•  Where  not  to  be  cron  jump 

As  they  flrr.l  Jumpy  in  our  ancient  writers,  frequently  means  just,  exact ; sometimes  to 
agree.  So,  in  Otnello,  act  ii.  scene  3. 

* Myself,  the  while,  will  draw  the  Moor  apart, 

* And  bring  him  jump  where  he  may  Cassio  find 
4 Soliciting  his  wife.* 

Again,  * Not  two  of  them  jumpe  in  one  tale.’  Pierce  Pennilessc  his  Supplication,  p.  29.  K. 
22  Makes  llcav'n  unfear  d,  ami  villainy  assur'd. 

Beyond  its  pon  er ; there's  nothing  almost  puts 
Faith  in  a faunui'y  anil  deifies  alone 

Voluble  chance .]  This  sentence,  as  hitherto  printed,  has  been  a mere  chaos,  for  first,  what 
is  making  villainy  assur’d  beyond  its  power?  and  how*  does  nothing  almost  put  faith  in  a 
fever?  The  true  adjustment  of  the  points  restores  connection,  sense,  and  beauty: ‘The 
4 successes  of  the  tyrant  makes  Heaven  un fear’d,  and  villainy  assur’d  that  nothing  is  beyond 
4 its  power ; which  almost  staggers  the  faith  of  good  men,  and  makes  them  tlunk  that  chance, 
4 ana  not  a just  Providence,  governs  the  world.*  The  moral  of  this  is  extremely  beautiful,  for 
it  is  just  utter'd  before  they  hear  that  Theseus,  the  instrument  of  divine  vengeance,  is  at  baud, 
and  the  thunder  bursting  on  the  head  of  Creon.  In  the  emendation  of  the  points  in  this 
passage.  Mr.  Sympson  concurr’d  with  me.  Sarard. 

Seward 


Sully  our  gloss  of  youth! 

And  here  to  kVcp  in  abstinence  we  shame 
As  in  incontinence:  for  not  to  swim 
I’th*  head  o*th’ current10,  were  almost  to  sink, 
At  least  to  frustrate  striving;  and  to  follow 
The  common  stream,  ’twould  bring  us  to  an 
eddy  [thro’, 

Where  we  should  turn  or  drown  ; if  labour 
Our  gain  but  life,  and  weakness. 

Pal.  Your  advice 

Is  cried  up  with  example  : w hat  strange  ruin*^ 
Since  first  we  went  to  school, may  we  perceive 
Walking  in  Thebes ! Scars,  and  bare  weeds, 
The  gain  o’th’  martialisc,  w ho  did  propound 
To  his  hold  ends,  honour,  and  golden  ingots, 
Which,  tho'  he  won,  he  had  not;  and  now 
flurted  [shall  offer 

By  peace,  for  whom  he  fought!  Who  then 
To  Mars’s  so-scom’d  altar?  I do  bleed 
When  such  I meet,  and  ^vish  great  Juno 
would 

Resume  her  ancient  fit  of  jealousy, 

To  get  the  soldier  work,  that  peace  might 
purge 

For  her  repletion,  and  retain  anew 

Her  charitable  heart,  now  hard,  and  harsher 

Than  strife  or  war  could  be. 

Arc.  Are  you  not  out? 

Meet  you  no  ruin,  but  the  soldier  in 
The  cranks  and  tuyis  of  Thebes?  You  did 
begin 

As  if  you  met  decays  of  many  kinds  : 

Perceive  you  none  that  do  arouse  your  pity, 
But  th’  unconsider’d  soldier  ? 

Pul.  Yes;  I pity  [most 

Decays  where-e’er  I find  them ; but  such 
That,  sweating  in  an  honourable  toil. 

Arc  paid  with  ice  to  cool  ’em. 

*°  l'th ’ aid  o'th*  current.]  The  variation  i 
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Act  1.  Scene  3.] 

Beyond  its  power;  there’s  nothing  almost 
puts 

Faith  in  a fever,  and  deifies  alone 
Voluble  chance — who  only  attributes 
The  faculties  of  other  instruments 
To  his  own  nerves  and  act;  commands  men’s 
service, 

And  what  they  win  in’t,  boot  and  glory  too13 : 
That  fears  not  to  do  harm ; good  dares  not : 
let  [suck’d 

The  blood  of  mine  that’s  sibbe  to  him**,  be 
From  me  with  letches : let  them  break  and 
fall 

Off  me  with  that  corruption ! 

Arc.  Clear-spirited  cousin,  [share 

Let’s  leave  his  court,  that  we  may  nothing 
Of  his  loud  infamy  ! for  our  milk 
Will  relish  of  the  pn9ture,  and  we  must 
Be  vile  or  disobedient ; not  his  kinsmen 
In  blood,  unless  in  quality. 

Pal.  Nothing  truer! 

I think  the  echoes  of  his  shames  have  dcafd 
The  cars  of  heav’nlv  justice  : widows’  cries 
Descend  again  into  their  throats,  and  have  not 
Due  audience  of  the  gods. — Valerius! 

Enter  Valerius. 

Val.  The  king  calls  for  you;  yet  be  leaden- 
footed, 

Till  his  great  rage  be  off  him  ! Phoebus,  when 
He  broke  his  whipstock,  and  exclaim’d  against 
The  horses  of  the  sun,  but  whisper'd,  to 
The  loudness  of  his  fury. 

Pal.  Small  winds  shake  him  : 

But  what’s  the  matter? 

Val.  Theseus(who  where  he  threats  appals) 
hath  sent 

Deadly  defiance  to  him,  and  pronounces 
Ruin  to  Thebes;  who  is  at  hand  to  seal 
The  promise  of  his  wrath. 

Arc.  Let  him  approach  ! v [not 

But  that  we  fear  the  gods  in  him,  he  brings 


A jot  of  terror  to  us  : yet  what  man 
Thirds  his  own  worth  (the  case  is  each  of 
ours)  [sur’d 

When  that  his  action’s dregg’d  with  mind  asr- 
Tis  bad  he  goes  about  ? 

Pal.  Leave  that  un  reason’d  ! 

Ourservices  stand  now  for  Tiiebes,  notCreon. 
Yet,  to  be  neutral  to  him,  were  dishonour. 
Rebellious  to  oppose  ; therefore  we  must 
With  him  stand  to  the  mercy  of  our  late, 
Who  hath  bounded  our  Inst  minute. 

Arc.  So  we  must. 

la’t  said  this  war's  afoot?  or  it  shall  be, 

On  fail  of  some  condition  ? , 

Val.  ’Tis  in  motion ; 

The  intelligence  of  state  cauic  in  the  instant 
With  the  defier. 

Put.  Let’s  to  the  king  ! who,  were  he 
A quarter  carrier  of  that  honour  w hich 
llis  enemy  comes  in,  the  blood  we  venture 
Should  he  as  for  our  health;  which  were  not 
spent, 

Rather  laid  out  for  purchase:  but, alas, 

Our  hands  advanc’d  before  our  hearts,  w hat 
will 

The  fall  o’th’  stroke  do  damage? 

Arc.  Let  th*  event, 

That  never-erring  arbitrator,  tell  us  [low 
When  we  know  all  ourselves  ; and  let  us  Ibh 
The  becking  of  our  chance  ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Peril  hous,  Hippo!  ita,  and  Emilia . 
Per.  No  further! 

Hip.  Sir,  farewell ! Repeat  my  wishes 
To  our  great  lord,  of  whose  success  I dare  not 
Make  any  timorous  question;  yet  I wish  him 
Excess  and  overflow  of  power,  an’t  might  be. 
To  cure  ill-dealing  fortune15.  Speed  to  him! 
Store  never  hurts  good  governors. 

Per.  Tho’  I know 

His  ocean  needs  not  my  poor  drops,  yet  they 


Seward  points, 

Beyond  its  pow’r  there’s  noticing;  almost,  &c. 

In  more  than  the  two  last  lines,  it  is  difficult  to  make  out  even  u tolerable  construction,  and 
in  the  first  line  and  half  at  least,  Seward  has  perverted  the  sense  by  altering  the  points: 

Whose  successes 

Make  Heav’n  unfear’d,  and  villainy  assur’d 
Beyond  its  power; 

plainly  signifies,  that 4 Cr eon’s  success  diminishes  our  fear  of  the  gods,  by  making  us  suppose 
4 that  guilt  can  oppose  their  pow  er,  and  defend  irself  from  their  justice.’ — Its  power  relers  to 
Hcav'n,  not  to  villainy.  The  next  sentence  appears  to  be  incomplete,  probably  by  a casual 
omission,  or  possibly  on  purpose  broken  off'  abruptly;  if  the  latter,  there  should  be  a dash 
after  voluble  chance. 

23  Bool  and  glory  on.]  Former  editions;  I read  too,  i.  e.  both  the  advantage  and  honour. 

Scaard. 

24  That's  sibbe  to  hint;]  i.  e.  Kin . It  is  pelt  sib  by  Spenser,  and  sybbe  by  Chaucer. 

Seward. 

25  To  dure  ilt-dealine  Fortune.]  This  makes  an  odd  conclusion  to  the  climax  of  HippoLtu* s 
good  wishes  toiler  husband.  Shu  wished  ban  not  only  success,  but  such  excess  of  it,  as  to  do 
what?  why,  to  be  able  to  bear  ill  'or tune ; I read, 

To  cure  ill-dealing  Fortune; 

i.  e.  To  take  from  Fortune  her  mal  gnity,  or  I he  power  of  ever  dealing  ill  to  him  again.  Mr. 
Svmpson  has  since  sent  me  dare , as  his  conjecture.  Seward. 

* VOL.  III.  3 E Must 
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Must  yield  their  tribute  there.  My  precious 

maid, 

Those  best  affections  that  the  Heav'ns  infuse 
In  their  he* t- temper’d  pieces,  keep  enthron’d 
In  vou r dear  heart! 

F.mi.  '1  hanks,  sir!  Remember  me 
To  our  all-royal  brother!  for  whose  speed 
The  great  Bel  Iona  I’ll  solicit:  and 
Since,  in  our  terrene  state,  petitions  arc  not 
Without  gilts  understood,  I’ll  oiler  to  her 
What  I shall  be  advis’d  she  likes.  Our  hearts 
Are  in  his  army,  in  his  teut! 

Hip.  In's  bosom  ! 

We  have  been  soldiers,  and  we  cannot  weep 
When  our  friends  don  their  helms,  or  put  to 
sea,  [inen 

Or  tell  of  babes  broach'd  on  the  lance,  or  wo- 
That  have  sod  their  infants  in  (and  after  eat 
them) 

The  brine  they  wept  at  killing  ’em : then  if 
You  stay  to  see  of  us  such  spinsters,  we 
Should  hold  you  here  for  ever. 

Per.  Peace  be  to  you, 

As  I pursue  this  war!  which  shall  be  then 
Beyond  further  requiring.  [ Exit. 

Emi.  How  his  longing  ' 

Follows  his  friend ! Since  his  depart,  his 
sports, 

Tho’ craving  seriousness  and  skill,  past  slightly 
His  careless  execution,  where  nor  gain 
Made  him  regard,  or  loss  consider;  but 
Playing  o’er  business  in  his  hand,  another 
Directing  in  his  head,  his  mind  nurse  equal 
To  these  so  diff’ring  twins!  Have  you  ob- 
serv’d him 

Since  our  great  lord  departed? 

Hip.  With  much  labour, 

And  I did  love  hiinfor’t.  They  two  have  ca- 
bin’d 

Tn  many  as  dangerous,  as  poor  a corner, 
Peril  and  want  contending,  they  have  skift 
Torrents,  whose  roaring  tyranny  and  power 


[Act  1.  Scene  3. 

I’  th’  least  of  these  was  dreadful10:  and  they 
have  [lodg'd, 

Fought  out  together,  where  death’s  self  was 
Yet  fate  hath  brought  them  off.  Their  knot 
of  love 

Tied,  weav’d, entangled,  with  so  true,  so  long, 
And  with  a linger  of  so  deep  a cunning, 
May  he  out-worn,  never  undone.  I think 
Theseus  cannot  be  umpire  to  himself, 
Cleaving  his  conscience  into  twain, and  doing 
Each  side  like  justice,  which  he  loves  best. 
Emi.  Doubtless, 

There  is  a best,  and  Reason  has  no  manners 
To  say  it  is  not  you.  I was  acquainted 
Once  w ith  a time,  when  I enjoy’d  a playfellow; 
You  w ere  at  wars  when  she  the  grave  enrich'd, 
Who  made  too  proud  the  bed,  took  leave 
o’  tli’  moon  [count 

(Which  then  look’d  pale  at  parting)  when  our 
Was  each  eleven. 

Hip.  Twas  Flavina. 

Emi.  Yes. 

You  talk  of  Perithous’  and  Theseus’  love: 
Theirs  has  more  ground,  and  is  more  ma- 
turely season’d,  [their  needs 

More  buckled  with  strong  judgment,  and 
The  one  of  th’ other  may  be  said  to  water 
Their  intertangled  roots  of  love;  but  I 
And  she  (I  sigh  and  spoke  of)  were  things 
innocent, 

Lov’d  for  we  did,  and  like  the  elements 
That  know  not  what,  nor  why,  yet  do  effect 
Rare  issues  by  their  operauce ; our  souls 
Did  so  to  one  another:  what  she  lik’d, 

Was  then  of  me  approv’d;  what  not,  con- 
demn'd, 

No  more  arraignment*7;  the  flower  that  I 
would  pluck 

And  put  between  iny  breasts,  (oh,  then  but 
beginning 

To  swell  about  the  blossom'8)  she  w ould  long 
’Till  she  had  such  another,  and  commit  it 


76  they  hare  skift 

Torrents , whose  roaring  tyranny  and  power , 

Pth ’ least  of  these  was  dreadful .]  The  expression  here  is  obscure;  the  pronoun  ihese, 
.whether  it  relates  to  tyranny  and  power  or  to  torrents,  seems  very  forc’d.  II  hose  tyranny 
and  power  in  the  least  of  these  torrents , or  of  their  tyranny  and  power,  was  dreadful.  I shall 
not  obtrtide  my  conjecture  upon  the  reader,  as  the  original ; it  departs  rather  too  far  from  the 
trace  of  the  letters,  but  it  is  offer’d  as  what  I could  have  wish’d  tne  poets  to  have  wrote. 

they  have  skift 

Torrents,  whose  soaring  tyranny  and  power 
I’  tli’  best  of  ships  were  dreadful ; 

i.  f.  in  a small  skiff  they  have  endured  storms  which  would  have  been  terrible  to  the  largest 

ships.  Seward. 

The  text  is  obscure;  but  the  conjectural  reading  ridiculous.  The  sense  seems  to  be, 
4 That  the  very  least  of  their  dangers  and  distresses  w as  dreadful .’ 

77  No  more  arraignment ;]  i.  e.  says  Dr.  Dodd,  ‘ Her  not  liking  it  was  sufficient  to  con- 
4 detnn  it,  without  any  further  arraignment,  or  bringing  it  to  its  trial/ 

28  Oh,  then  but  beginning 

To  swell  about  the  blossom .1  Somewliat  similar  to  this  is  a passage  in  Cymbcline,  where 
Jachiino,  describing  Imogen  asleep,  says, 

* ou  her  left  breast 

1 A mole  cinque-spotted,  like  the  crimson  drops 
4 1’th’  bottom  of  a cowslip,  &c/ 

To 
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Act  1.  Scene  3.] 

To  the  like  innocent  cradle,  where  phoenix* 
like 

They  died  in  perfume:  on  my  head  no  toy 
But  was  her  pattern ; her  affections  (pretty, 
Tho*  happily  her  careless  wear)  I follow’d 
For  my  most  serious  decking19;  had  mine  car 
Stol’n  some  new  air,  or  at  adventure  hunun’d 
one30 

From  musical  coinage,  why,  it  wa6  a note 
• on  my  head  no  toy 
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Whereon  her  spirits  would  sojourn  (rather 
dwell  on11), 

And  sing  it  in  her  slumbers:  this  rehearsal 
•(Which  surely  innocence  wots  well31)  comes 
in 

Like  old  importment’s  bastard;  has  this  end, 
That  the  true  love  ’tween  maid  and  maid 
may  be 
More  than  in 


sex  dividual33. 


Hip. 


But  zi  as  her  patterns ; her  affections  ( pretty 
Tho  happely,  her  carcfcs , were,  1 followed 
For , &c.J  Thus  the  old  quarto.  Sympson  first  proposed, 

But  was  her  pattern;  her  affections  pretty 
(Tho’ happily  they  careless  were)  I followed; 

and  afterwards, 

But  was  her  pattern,  her  affections;  pretty 
Tho’  happily  her  careless  wear  I follow’d. 

The  first,  Seward  rejects,  because  ‘ to  term  an  accidental  careless  ornament  the  affections  of 

* the  wearer,  is  scarcely  to  be  defended;’  and  the  second,  ‘ as  not  thinking  the  words  Eug- 
{ lish.’  That  gentleman  prints  thus: 

But  was  her  pattern, heroic/ ion;  her 
Pretty,  tho’  haply  careless  wear,  1 follow’d; 

•and  observes,  that  the  being  obliged  to  depart  so  far  from  the  trace  of  the  letters,  is,  he  be- 
Jievcs,  the  chief  objection  to  his  reading. 

Dr.  Dodd  [Beauties  of  Shakespear,  vol.  i.  p.  912]  reads, 

But  was  her  pattern : her  affections  (pretty, 

Tho’  happily  they  careless  were)  I follow’d  ; 

giving  ns  upon  this  passage  the  following  note:  ‘ she  snvs,  * She  had  no  toy  on  her  head, 

“ but  that  became  her  friend’s  pattern  : and  her  affections  [the  things  her  friend  affected, 
“ or  lik’d,  in  which  sense  the  word  is  frequently  used]  (ever  pretty,  tho’  perhaps  they  were 
“ merely  casual  and  careless  at  first)  yet  she  so  much  approved,  that  she  follow’d 
u them  for  her  most  serious  dressing.’  The  reader  will  find  this  passage  differently  read  by 
1 the  late  editors:  possibly  some  may  object  against  a careless  dress  being  called  the  affection 
1 of  the  wearer,  and  ask  how  any  one  can  affect  or  like  that,  which  they  take  no  care  about? 
1 I think  two  answers  may  be  given:  it  is  well  known  how  much  some  ladies  affect  u careless 
‘ way  of  dressing;  and  what  seems  in  them  often  the  effect  of  mere  chance,  is  the  produce  of 
1 their  utmost  study — conformable  to  the  old  maxim,  art  cst  cclare  art  cm,  or  it  may  be,  the 
4 lady  calls  those  the  affections  of  her  friend,  which  she  herself  esteem’d  so,  and  which,  as 
4 being  hers,  she  admir’d : — Perhaps  we  might  read  the  passage  thus,  if  these  reasons  are  not 
4 satisfactory: 

* But  was  her  partem,  her  affect ; her  pretty 
4 Though  happily  her  careless  wear,  I follow’d; 

* which  is  almost  the  same  with  that  Mr.  Seward  places  in  the  text.’ 

The  difficulties  of  the  passage  appear  to  lmvc  arisen  partly  from  a mis-spelling  ( were  for 
wear ) and  partly  from  the  commentators*  mis-apprehension  of  the  word  affections , which  is 
not  here  used  to  signify  a solid  mature  preference  (as  Seward  seems  to  think  it)  but  merely 
choice, fancy.  The  plain  signification  then  appear?  to  be,  * Her  fancy  (which  was  sure  to  be 
4 pretty,  even  in  her  most  careless  dress)  I copied  in  iny  most  studied  adornments.’  If  this 
explanation  is  admissible,  there  wants  only  the  orthographical  correction : we  need  not  so 
much  :is,  with  Dr.  Dodd,  alter  her  to  they,  much  less  subscribe  to  i\Ir.  Seward’s  violent 
modes. — It  may  not  be  amiss  to  remark,  that,  in  the  old  quarto,  the  parenthesis  begins  at  the 
word  pretty , but  is  no  where  closed. 

30  Or  at  adventure  hummd  on 

From  musical  coinage .]  The  correction  proposed  by  Seward. 

31  Whereon,  &c.]  Dr.  Dodd  makes  the  following  very  ingenious  remark:  f The  reader  will 
4 pleased,  well  to  observe  that  heavy  line, 

4 Whereon  her  spirits  would  sojourn  ( rather  dwell  on  ) : 

4 Do  not  the  last  words  sound  as  if  they  had  been  a marginal  note  of  some  critic,  or  a rc- 
4 mark  of  a prompter?’  The  conjecture  is  so  very  probable,  and  the  passage  would  be  so 
much  amended,  we  are  almost  inclined  to  discard  the  words. 
iX  (Which  fury-innocent  wots  well).]  Amended  by  Sympson. 

33  More  than  in  sex  individual.]  As  the  word  individual  is  very  common,  but  dividual  not 
so,  the  transcriber  or  printer  put  the  one  for  the  other  here,  though  it  absolutely  destroyed 

3 E 2 both 
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Hip.  You're  out  of  breath; 

.And  this  high-speeded  pace  is  but  to  say. 
That  you  shall  never,  like  the  maid  Flavina, 
Love  any  that's  call’d  man. 

Emi.  I’m  sure  I shall  not. 

Hip . Now,  alack,  weak  sister, 

I  must  no  more  believe  thee  in  tliis  point 
(Tho*  in’t  I know  thou  dost  believe  thyself) 
Than  I will  trust  a sickly  appetite,  [sister, 
That  loaths  even  as  it  longs.  But  sure,  iny 
If  I were  ripe  for  your  persuasion,  you 
Have*  said  enough  to  shake  me  from  the  arm 
Of  the  all-noble  Theseus;  for  whose  fortunes 
I will  now  in  and  kneel,  with  gFeat  assurance, 
That  we,  more  than  his  Perithous,  possess 
The  high  throne  in  his  heart. 

Emi.  i am  not 

Against  your  faith;  yet  I continue  mine. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

A Hattie  struck  within ; then  a Retreat ; 
flourish.  Then  enter  Theseus  (Victor); 
the  three  Queens  meet  him,  and  Jail  on  their 
faces  before  him. 

1 Queen.  To  thee  no  star  be  dark  ! 

2 Queen.  Both  lieav’n  and  earth 
'Friend  thee  for  ever! 

3 Queen.  All  the  good  that  may 

Be  wish'd  upon  thy  head,  I cry  amen  to't ! 
The*.  Th’  impartial  gods,  who  from  the 
mounted  Ueav’ns 

View  us  their  mortal  herd,  behold  who  err, 
And  in  their  time  chastise.  Go,  and  find  out 
The  bones  of  your  dead  lords,  and  houour 
them 

With  treble  ceremony  ! rather  than  a gap 
Should  he  in  their  dear  rites,  we  would  sup- 
ply’t. 

But  those  wc  will  depute  which  shall  invest 
You  in  your  dignities,  and  ev’n  each  thing 


[Act  1.  Scene  4* 

Our  haste  does  leave  imperfect:  so  adieu, 
And  Heav’n’sgood  eyes  look  on  you! — What 
are  those  ? [Ercunt  Queens. 

Herald.  Men  of  great  quality,  as  may  be 
judg’d  [told’s 

Bv  their  appointment;  some  of  Thebes  have 
They’re  sister’s  children,  nephew  s to  the  king. 
The*.  By*  tlf  helm  of  Mars,  I saw  them  in 
the  war. 

Like  to  a pair  oflions,  succour’d  with  prey, 
Make  lanes  in  troops  aghast:  I fix’d  my  note 
Constantly  on  them ; for  they  were  a mark 
Worth  a god’s  view!  What  prisoner  was’t 
that  told  me, 

When  1 enquir’d  their  names? 

Herald.  With  leave,  they’re  called 
Arcite  and  Palamon. 

Thes.  Tis  right;  those,  those. 

They  are  not  dead?  [been  taken 

Herald.  Nor  in  a state  of  life : had  they 
When  their  last  hurts  were  given,  ’twas  pos- 
sible [breathe, 

They  might  have  been  recover’d ; yet  they 
And  have  the  name  of  men. 

Thes.  Then  like  men  use  ’em ! 

The  very  lees  of  such,  millions  of  rates 
Exceed  the  wine  of  others;  all  our  surgeons 
Convent  in  their  behoof;  our  richest  balms, 
Rather  than  niggard,  waste!  their  lives  con- 
cern us  [than  have  'em 

Much  more  than  Thebes  is  worth.  Rather 
Freed  of  this  plight,  and  iu  their  raomingstate 
Sound  and  at  liberty,  l would  ’em  dead; 
But,  forty  thousand  fold,  we’d  rather  have  ’em 
Prisoners  to  u9  than  death.  Bear  ’em  speedily 
From  our  kind  air  (to  them  unkind),  and 
minister  [more! 

Whatman  to  man  may  do!  for  our  sake, 
Since  I have  known  frights,  fury,  friends, 
behests, 

Loves,  provocations1*,  zeal,  a mistress’  task, 

Desire 


both  sense  and  measure.  Mr.  Sympson  too  saw  and  corrected  the  error.  Sex  dividual  for 
different  sexes,  is  perhaps  an  uncommon,  but  a perfectly  poetical  expression.  Seieard. 

34  Since  1 hure  known  frights,  Jury,  friends,  behests, 

Loves,  provocations,  zeal,  a mistress  task , 

Desire  of  liberty,  a fever,  madness , 

Hath  set  n mark  which  Nature  could  not  reach  to 
Without  some  imposition,  sickness  in  will 
Or  wrestling  strength  in  reason,  for  our  love 
And  great  Apollo's  mercy,  all  our  best 

Their  best  skills  tender Tis  a great  pity  that  this  fine  enumeration  of  the  ill*  of  hu- 
man life  (which  for  conciseness  and  beauty  may  almost  vie  with  the  celebrated  one  in  the 
soliloquy  of  Hamlet  ),  should  at  last,  by  the  errors  of  the  transcriber  or  printer,  vanish  into 
darkness  and  obscurity.  There  is  hopes  that  it  is  now  restored  by  a very  small  change  iu 
the  auxiliary  verb  hath , and  a transposition  of  the  lines  into  the  order  which  the  sense  seems 
to  require.  I read, 

a fever,  madness, 

Sickness  in  will,  or  wrestling  strength  in  reason; 

9Thnth  set  a mark  which  Nature  could  not  reach  to 
Without  sonic  imposition.  For  our  love,  &c. 

The  sentiment  is  the  common  bnc, 

Non  ignara  mali , miseris  succurrere  disco, 

* That  our  ow  n miseries  naturally  awaken  our  compassion  for  those  of  others*’  When  there- 
fore 
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Act  2.  Scene  1.] 

Desire  of  liberty,  a fever,  madness, 

Sickness  in  will,  or  wrestling  strength  in  rea- 
son ; 

T hath  set  a mark  which  Nature  could  not 
reach  to 

Without  some  imposition.  For  our  love, 

And  great  Apollo's  mercy,  all  our  best 
Their  best  skill  tender! — Lead  into  the  city: 
Where  having  bound  things  scatter’d,  we  will 
post 

To  Athens  Tore  our  army15.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE  V. 

Enter  the  Querns  with  the  Hearses  of  their 
Knights , in  a funeral  solemnity,  <$  c« 

Urns  and  odours  bring  away. 

Vapours,  sighs,  darken  the  day! 


Our  dole  more  deadly  looks  than  dying! 
Balms,  and  gums,  and  heavy  cheers. 
Sacred  vials  fill’d  with  tears, 

And  clamours,  thro*  the  wild  air  flying; 
Come,  all  sad  and  solemn  shows, 

That  are  quick-ey’d  Pleasure’s  foes ! 

We  convent  nought  else  but  woes. 

We  convent,  &c. 

3 Queen.  This  funeral  path  brings  to  your 
houshold  graves : [him  • 

Joy  seize  on  you  airain!  Pence  sleep  with 

2 And  this  to  yours ! 

1 Queen.  Yours  this  way ! Heavens  lend 
A thousand  differing  ways  to  one  sure  end! 

3 Queen.  This  world’s  a city,  fill!  of  stray- 
ing streets; 

And  death’s  the  market-place,  where  each 
one  meets.  [Exeunt  severally. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. 

Enter  Jailor  and  TFooer.  / 

Jailor.  T MAY  depart  with  little36,  while 
A I live  ; 

Something  I limy  cast  to  you,  not  much.  Alas, 

The  prison  I keep,  tho’  it  be  for  great  ones, 

_ >el 

They  seldom  come : before  one  salmon,  you 
Shall  take  a number  o’  minnows.  I am  given 
out 

To  be  better  lin’d,  than  it  can  appear  to  me 
Report  is  a true  speaker:  I would  I were 
Really,  that  I am  delivered  to  be ! Marry, 
what 

I have  (be*t  what  it  will)  I will  assure 
Upon  my  daughter  at  the  day  o’iny  death. 

Wooer.  Sir,  1 demand  no  more  than  your 
own  offer; 

And  I’ll  estate  your  daughter,  in  what  I 
Have  promised. 

Jailor.  Well,  we’ll  talk  more  of  this, 

W hen  the  solemnity  is  past.  But  have  you 

fore  he  has  enumerated  the  various  ills  which  he  has  gone  thro’,  he  says,  That  these  ills  have 
set  a mark  of  humanity  on  his  heart  that  Nature,  without  some  imposition , i.  e.  without  the 
addition  of  such  experience,  could  not  have  arrived  at.  The  reader  will  find  another  change, 
instead  of  makingyWend*,  behests , loves , provocations , four  of  the  ills  of  life,  as  in  the  former 
editions,  1 join  them  ami  make  only  two , friends'  Ixhc&ts,  and  lore's  provocations;  the  former 
is  particularly  applicable  to  Theseus ; the  latter  gives  much  the  same  idea  as  Shakespear’s 
pangs  of  despised  love.  Seward. 

This  passage  is  extremely  difficult  and  obscure.  Seward’s  reading  and  explanation  are 
certainly  ingenious,  mid  his  slight  transposition  in  the  latter  part  admissible ; but  the  two 
first  lines  of  the  old  text  arc  preferable. 

33  To  Athens  for  our  army.]  The  correction  of for  into  fore  is  self-evident,  and  occurred 
to  us  all  three.  Seuurd. 

36  Depart y]  «.  e.  in  this  place,  part.  So  Ben  Jonson,  in  the  Induction  to  Bartholomew- 
Fair, 

‘ ■ the  author  having  now  departed  with  his  right.*  JL 

They 


A full  promise  of  her?  When  that  shall  be 
seen, 

Enter  Daughter . 

I tender  my  consent. 

Wooer.  I have,  sir.  Here  she  comes. 
Jailor.  Your  friend  and  I have  chanc’d  to 
munc  you  here, 

On  the  old  business:  but  no  more  o’ that  now! 
So  soon  os  the  court-hurry  is  o’er,  we’ll  have 
An  end  of’t : i’th’  mean  time,  look  tenderly 
To  the  two  prisoners ! I can  tell  you  theyrc 
princes. 

Duuuh. These  strewings  are  for  their  cham- 
ber. It  is  pity  they  are 
In  prison,  and’twere  pity  they  should  he  out. 
I do  think  they  have  patience  to  make  any 
Adversity  asham'd:  the  prison  itself  is  proud 
Of  them:  and  they  have  all  the  world  in  their 
chamber.  [solute  men. 

Jailor.  They’re  fam’d  to  be  a pair  of  ab- 
Daugh.  By  ray  troth,  I think  fame  but 
stammers  'em ; 
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They  stand  a griff 57  above  the  reacli  of  re- 
port. 

Jailor.  I heard  them  reported,  in  the  battle 
To  be  the  only  doers. 

Daugh.  Nay,  most  likely; 

For  tliey  are  noble  sufferers.  I marvel 
llow  they’d  have  look’d,  hud  tliey  been  vic- 
tors, that 

With  such  a constant  nobility  enforce 
A freedom  out  of  bondage,  making  misery 
Their  mirth,  and  affliction  a toy  to  jest  at. 
J<u lor.  Do  they  so  l 
Dough,  It  seems  to  me, 

They’ve  no  more  sense  of  their  captivity, 
Then  I of  ruling  Athens:  they  eat  well. 

Look  merrily,  discourse  of  many  things, 

But  nothing  of  their  own  restraint  and  dis- 
asters. 

Yet,  sometime,  a divided  sigh,  martyr’d 
As  ’twere  in  the  deliverance,  will  break 
From  one  of  them  ; when  tli’ othe^presently 
Gives  it  so  sweet  a rebuke,  that  I could 
wish 

Myself  a sigh  to  be  so  chid,  or  at  least 
A sigher  to  be  comforted. 

Wooer,  I ne’er  saw  ’em. 

Jailor.  The  duke  himself  came  privately  in 
the  night. 

Enter  Palamon  and  Arctic  above. 

And  so  did  they58;  what  the  reason  of  it  is,  I 
Know  not. — Look,  yonder  they  are!  that  is 
Arcite  looks  out. 

Dough.  No,  sir,  no;  that’s  Palamon  : 
Arcite’s  the  lower  of  the  twain  : you  may 
Perceive  a part  of  him. 

Jailor.  Go  to,  leave  your  pointing  ! 

They'd  not  make  us  their  object:  out  of  their 
sight ! 

Da  ugh-  It  is  a holiday  to  look  on  them ! 
Lord,  the  difference  of  men  ! [Exeunt, 


[Act  2.  Scene  t . 
SCENE  II. 

Enter  Palamon  and  Arcite , in  Prison. 

Pal.  IIow  do  you,  noble  cousin? 

Arc.  How  do  you,  sir?  [scry, 

Pol.  Why,  strong  enough  to  laugh  at  rui- 
And  bear  the  chance  of  war  yet.  We  arc 
I fear  for  ever,  cousin.  [prisoners 

Arc.  I believe  it ; 

And  to  that  destiny  have  patiently 
Laid  up  iny  hour  to  come. 

Pul.  Oi»,  cousin  Arcite,  [country? 

W here  is  Thebes  now'  ? vriicre  is  our  noble 
Where  are  our  friends,  and  kindreds?  Never 
more 

Must  we  behold  those  comforts;  never  see 
The  hardy  youths  strive  for  the  games  of  ho- 
nour, 

Hung  with  the  painted  favours  of  their  ladies, 
Like  mil  ships  uuder  sail ; then  start  amongst 
’em, 

And,  ns  an  cast  wind,  leave ’em  all  behind  us 
Like  lazy  clouds,  whilst  Palamon  and  Arcite, 
Ev’n  in  the  wagging  of  a wanton  leg,  [lands, 
Out-btript  the  people’s  praises,  won  the  gar- 
Ere  they  have  time  to  wish  ’em  ours.  Oh, 
never 

Shall  we  two  exercise,  like  twins  of  honour, 
Our  arms  again,  and  feel  our  fiery  horses, 
Like  proud  seas  under  us!  Our  good  swords 
now, 

(Better  the  red-ey’d  god  of  war  ne’er  wore39) 
Ravish’d  our  sides,  like  age,  must  run  to  rust, 
And  deck  the  temples  of  those  gods  that 

hate  us ; [light’ning, 

These  baud'*  shall  never  draw  ’em  out  like 
To  blast  whole  armies  more  ! 

Arc.  No,  Palamon,  [are, 

Those  hopes  arc  prisoners  with  us:  here  we 
And  here  the  graces  of  our  youths  must 

wither,  [us. 

Like  a too-timely  spring;  here  age  must  hnd 


37  They  stand  a grief.]  This  is  n stiff  expression,  and  only  the  conjectural  reading  of  the 
late  editions : the  old  quarto  rends, 

they  stand  a griesc. 

Mr.  Sympson  and  I both  read  and  conjecture,  grec,  the  old  word  for  gradus  or  degree..  See 
Urry’s  Glossary  to  Chaucer.  Indeed  spelling  of  words  was  formerly  so  very  uncertain,  tliat 
griette  for  a step,  might  have  been  in  use  as  well  as gree,  and  therefore  it  is  best  to  restore  it. 

Seward. 

We  see  no  objection  to  the  text,  but  think  it,  both  in  expression  and  sentiment,  every 
way  superior  to  the  proposed  restoration. 

38  The  duke  himself  came  privately  in  the  night, 

Enter  Palamon  and  Arcite. 

And  so  did  they — ] There  is  a deficiency  in  the  sense  here,  that  seems  to  denote  the 
loss  of  at  least  one  whole  line,  nor  can  I,  from  the  context,  easily  guess  the  purport  of  it. 
By  striking  out,  And  so  did  they , the  whole  would  be  sense,  but  the  measure  would  be  lost. 
So  we  must  leave  it  to  some  more  fortunate  conjecture.  Seward, 

We  do  not  perceive  any  fault. 

39  our  good  su  ords  now 

(Better  the  red-ei/d  god  of  war  nex’r  were) 

Bravish’d  our  sides.]  J’he  two  mistakes  of  were  for  wore,  and  bravish'd  for  ravish'd , are 
eery  easily  amended,  and  the  render  will  observe  that  the  second  arose  from  the  initial 
letter  of  the  former  line  being  repeated.  I had  the  concurrence  here  of  both  my  assistants. 

Seward. 

And, 
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Act  3.  Scene  3.] 

Ami,  which  is  heaviest,  Palamon,  unmarried ; 
The  sweet  embraces  of  a loving  wife  [pids, 
Louden  witli  kisses,  arm'd  witii  thousand  Cu- 
Shall  never  clasp  our  necks!  no  issue  know 
us, 

No  figures  of  ourselves  shall  we  e’er  see, 

To  glad  our  age,  and  like' young  eagles  teach 
'em 

Boldly  to  gaze  against  bright  arms,  and  say, 
Remember  what  your  fathers  were,  and 
conquer!  [meats, 

The  fair-ey’d  inaids  shall  weep  onrlmmsh- 
And  in  their  songs  curse  ever-blinded  fortune, 
Till  site  for  shame  see  what  a w rong  sb’  bus 
done 

To  youth  and  nature : this  is  all  our  world; 
We  si  tall  know  nothing  here,  hut  one  another; 
Hear  nothing,  but  the  clock  that  tells  our 
woes ; 

The  vine  shall  grow,  but  we  shall  never  see  it ; 
Summer  shall  come,  and  with  her  all  delights, 
But  dead-cold  winter  must  inhabit  here  still ! 
Pal.  Tis  too  true,  Arcite!  To  our  Theban 
hounds, 

That  shook  the  aged  forest  with  their  echoes, 
No  more  now  must  we  halloo;  no  more  shake 
Our  pointed  javelins,  whdst  the  angry  swine 
Flies  like  a Parthian  quiver  from  our  rages. 
Struck  with  our  well-steeTd  darts!  All  va- 
liant uses 

(The  food  and  nourishment  of  noble  minds) 
In  us  two  here  shall  perish ; we  shall  die, 
(Which  is  the  curse  of  honour!)  lazily40, 
Children  of  grief  and  ignorance. 

Arc.  Yet,  cousin, 

Even  from  the  bottom  of  these  miseries 
From  all  that  fortune  can  inflict  upon  us, 

I see  two  comforts  rising,  two  mere  blessings, 
If  the  gods  please  to  hold  here;  a brave 
patience. 

And  the  enjoying  of  our  griefs  together. 


Whilst  Palamon  is  with  me,  let  me  perish 
If  l think  this  our  prison! 

Pal.  Certainly,  [tunes 

Tis  a main  goodness,  cousin,  that  our  for- 
Were  twinu’d  together : ’tis  most  true,  two 
souls 

Put  in  two  noble  bodies,  let  ’em  suffer 
The  gall  of  latzard,  so  they  grow  together, 
Will  never  sink;  they  must  not;  say  they 
could, 

A willing  man  dies  sleeping,  and  all’s  done. 

Arc.  Shall  we  make  worthy  usesofthis  place. 
That  all  men  hate  so  much  ? 

Pul.  How,  gentle  cousin? 

Arc.  Let’s  think  this  prison  a holy  sanctuary, 
To  keep  us  from  corruption  of  worse  men  I 
We’re  young,  and  yet  desire  the  ways  of 
honour ; 

That,  liberty  and  common  conversation, 

The  poison  of  pure  spirits,  might,  like  women, 
Wooe  us  to  wander  from.  What  worthy 
blessing 

Can  be,  hut  our  imaginations  [gether, 

May  make  it  ours?  and  here  being  thus  to- 
We  are  au  endless  mine  to  one  another; 
We’re  one  another’s  wife,  ever  begetting 
New  births  of  love;  we’re  father,  friends, 
acquaintance ; 

We  are,  in  one  another,  families; 

1 am  your  heir,  and  you  are  mine;  this  place 
Is  our  inheritance  ; no  hard  oppressor 
Dare  take  this  from  us:  here,  with  a little 
patience,  [seek  us; 

We  shall  livelong,  and  loving;  no  surfeits 
The  hand  of  war  hurts  none  here,  nor  the 
seas 

Swallow  their  youth;  were  we  at  liberty, 

A wife  might  part  us  lawfully,  or  business; 
Quarrels  consume  us;  envy  of  ill  men 
Crave  our  acquaintance41 ; 1 might  sicken, 
cousin, 


40  (Which  is  the  curse  of  honour ) lastly, 

Children  of  grief,  and  ignorance. \ When  a word  is  flat  and  unpoetical,  and  at  the  same 
time  detrimental  to  the  measure,  there  is  almost  a certainty  of  its  being  corrupt.  Lustly 
has  both  these  bad  qualities;  it  is  a mere  degrading  expletive  us  to  the  sense,  and  wants  a 
syllable  to  complete  the  measure.  I cannot  doubt  therefore  of  the  true  word  being  lazily ; 
laziness  to  a man  of  spirit  being  the  true  curse  of  honour.  Hence  the  sentence  becomes  a 
fine  climax  to  that  noble  spirit  of  poetry  that  atiiiqptes  the  whole  speech.  Seward* 

Seward’s  emendation  here, is  happy,  and  we  believe  gives  the  genuine  text,  lie  supports 
his  conjecture  by  the  following  quotation  from  the  Lovers’  Progress ; 

We  shall  grow  old  rneu  anil  feeble, 

Which  is  the  scorn  of  love  and  rust  of  honour. 

41  — envy  of  ill  men 

Crave  our  acquaintance.]  We  have  each  a different  conjecture  here,  Mr.  Theobald 
leads  cruze , Mr.  Sympson,  carve,  and  I,  reave!  I know  not  whether  self-partiality  makes  me 
prefer  the  latter.  It  is  a common  word  in  old  authors,  though  now  we  seldom  use  it  except 
in  the  perfect  tense  reft , as  in  Mr.  Mallet’s  charming  song,  the  first  stanza  of  which  is  taken 
from  Fletcher : 

‘ Such  is  the  robe  that  kings  must  wear 
* When  death  has  reft  tlieir  crown.’ 

See  Skinner  on  the  word  reave : Spoliure , to  spoil  or  take  away.  The  two  former  words, 
craze  and  carve,  seem  stiffer  than  this.  Seward. 

Heave  is  a plausible  reading,  and  much  better  than  cruze  or  carve;  but  the  old  text 
( crave)  being  easy  and  iutelligible,  should  not  be  disturbed. 

Where 
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Where  yon  should  never  know  it, and  so  perish 
Without  your  noble  hand  to  close  mine  eyes, 
Or  prayers  to  the  gods:  a thousand  clianccs, 
Were  we  from  hence,  would  sever  us. 

Pat.  You  have  made  me 
(I  thank  you,  cousin  Arcite!)  almost  wanton 
With  my  captivity:  what  a misery 
It  is  to  live  abroad,  and  every  where! 

Tis  like  a beast,  methinks ! I find  the  court 
here,  [sures 

I’m  sure  a more  content;  and  all  those plea- 
That  wooc  the  wills  of  men  to  vanity, 

I see  thro’  now;  and  am  sufficient 
To  tell  the  world,  'tis  but  a gaudy  shadow. 
That  old  time,  as  he  passes  by,  takes  with 
him. 

W hat  had  we  been,  old  in  the  court  of  Creon, 
Where  sin  is  justice,  lust  and  ignorance 
The  virtues  of  the  great  ones?  Cousin  Arcite, 
Had  not  the  loving  gods  found  this  place  for 
us, 

We  bad  died  as  they  do,  ill  old  men  unwept. 
And  had  their  epitaphs,  the  people’s  curses! 
Shall  I say  more  ? 

Arc.  I would  hear  you  still. 

Pal.  You  shall. 

I*  there  record  of  any  two  that  lov’d 
Better  than  we  do,  Arcite? 

Arc.  Sure  there  cannot. 

Pat.  I do  not  think  it  possible  our  friendship 
Should  ever  leave  us. 

Arc.  Till  <»ur  deaths  it  cannot ; 

Enter  Emilia  and  her  Servant. 

And  after  death  our  spirits  shall  he  led 
To  those  that  love  eternally.  Speak  on,  sir ! 

Emi.  This  garden  has  a world  of  pleasures 
What  flower  is  this?  • [in't4*. 

Serv.  Tis  call'd  Narcissus,  madam. 


Emi.  That  was  a fair  boy  certain,  but  a fool 
To  love  himself:  were  therenot  maids  enough? 
Arc.  Pray  forward ! 

Pal.  Yes. 

Emi.  Or  were  they  all  hard-hearted  ? 

Serv.  They  could  not  be  to  one  so  fair. 
Emi.  Thou  wouldst  not  ? 

Serv.  I think  I should  not,  madam. 

Emi.  That’s  a good  wench ! 

But  take  heed  to  your  kindness  tho'l 
Serv.  Why,  madam  ? 

Emi.  Men  art*  mad  things. 

Arc.  W dl  you  go  forward,  cousin  ? 

Emi.  Canst  not  thou  work  such  flowers  in 
Serv.  Yes.  [silk,  wench? 

Emi.  I’ll  have  a gown  full  of 'em;  and  of 
This  is  a pretty  colour : will’t  not  do  [these; 
Rarely  upon  a 9kirt,  wench? 

Serv.  Dainty,  madam. 

Arc.  Cousin!  Cousin!  How  do  you,  sir? 
Why,  Falamon! 

Pal . Never 'till  now  I was  in  prison,  Arcite. 
Arc.  Why,  what’s  the  matter,  man? 

Pal.  Behold,  and  wonder! 

By  llcav’n,  she  is  a goddess! 

Arc.  Ha! 

Pal.  Do  reverence ! 

She  is  a goddess,  Arcite ! 

Emi.  Of  all  flowers, 

Methinks  a rose  is  best. 

Serv.  Why,  gentle  madam  ? 

Emi.  It  is  the  very  emblem  of  a maid ? 
For  w hen  the  west  wind  courts  her  gently4*, 
How  modestly  she  blows,  and  paints  the  suu 
With  her  chaste  blushes!  when  the  north 
comes  near  her,  x 

Rude  and  impatient,  then,  like  chastity, 

She  locks  her  beauties  in  her  bud  again, 
And  leaves  him  to  base  briers44 


41  This  garden  has  a world  of  pleasures  in’/.]  This  in  all  the  former  editions  w as  made  the 
end  of  Arctic's  speech ; the  absurdity  was  evident  to  us  all,  and  must  have  been  so  to  every 
reader  of  the  leust  attention.  Seward . 

41  For  when  the  ucst-uind  courts  her  gently.]  As  there  is  a deficiency  in  measure,  Mr. 
Theobald  reads, 

courts  her  beauties  gently. 

But  the  necessity  of  such  an  insertion  does  not  appear,  as  making  gentily  three  syllables,  a 
thing  very  common  in  our  authors,  sufficiently  fills  up  the  measure.  Seward. 

Theobald's  variation  is  best,  but  nei liter  is  necessary : our  authors  are  not  so  precise  in 
their  measure. 

44  It  is  the  very  emblem  of  a maid : 

For  when  the  west-wind  courts  her  gently, 

How  modest  ly  she  blows , and  paints  the  sun 

With  her  chaste  blushes Y When  the  north  comes  near  her , 

Pudc  and  vupatknty  then  like  chastity 
She  locks  her  beauties  in  her  bud  again , 

And  leaves  him  to  base  briers .]  Dr.  Farmer  (Appendix  to  Shakespeare,  1773)  quotes 
this  speech,  and  with  Seward  (line  2)  reads  gentily  for  gently.  1 mention  this  minutenesj 
of  the  doctor,  because  (line  5)  he  substitutes  charity  for  chastity , and  (line  6)  shuts  for  locks. 
The  quotation  is  made  in  support  of  a proposal,  by  * an  eminent  critic/  to  alter  the  word 
shakes  to  shutst  in  the  following  passage  in  Cymbeline: 

‘ ———like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north, 

1 Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing.’ 

I dare  say,  the  doctor  did  not  iuteutioually  violate  the  poets'  text ; hut  think  each  of  the 
errors  very  remarkable.  J.  JV. 

Serv, 
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Act  2.  Scene  2.J 


Sen.  Yet,  good  madam. 

Sometimes  her  modesty  will  blow  so  far 
She  falls  for  it : a maid, 

If  she  l»ave  any  honour,  would  be  loath 
To  take  example  by  her. 

JE mi.  Thou  art  wanton. 

Arc.  She’s  wondrous  fair! 

Pal.  She’s  all  the  beauty  extant! 

Emi.  The  sun  grows  high ; let’s  walk  in ! 
Keep  these  flowers ; 

Well  see  how  near  art  can  come  near  their 
colours. 

I’m  wondrous  merry-hearted ; I could  laugh 
now. 

Sere.  I could  lie  down,  I’m  sure. 

Pm.  And  take  one  with  you  ? 

Serv.  That’s  as  wc  bargain,  madam. 

P.rni.  Well,  agree  then.  [ Exit  with  Scrr. 
Pal.  What  think  you  of  this  beauty  ? 

Arc.  Tis  a rare  one. 

Pal.  fs’t  but  a rare  one? 

Arc.  Yes,  a matchless  beauty. 

Pal.  Might  not  a man  well  lose  himself, 
and  love  her?  [have, 

Arc.  I cannot  tell  what  you  have  done;  I 
Beshrew  mine  eyes  for’t!  Now  I feel  my 
shackles. 

Pal.  Y’ou  love  her  then  ? 

Arc.  W ho  would  not  ? 

Pal.  And  desire  her? 

Arc.  Before  my  liberty. 

Pal.  I saw  her  first. 

Arc.  That’s  nothing. 

Pal.  But  it  shall  be. 

Arc.  I saw  her  too. 

Pal.  Yes  ; but  you  must  not  love  her. 

Arc.  I will  not,  as  you  do;  to  worship  her, 
As  she  is  heav’nl  v,  and  a blessed  goddess : 

1 love  her  as  a woman,  to  enjoy  her; 

So  both  may  love. 

Pal.  You  shall  not  love  at  all! 

Arc.  Not  love  at  all?  who  shall  deny  me  ? 
Pal.  I that  first  saw  her ; l tliat  took  pos- 
session [her 

first  with  mine  eye  of  all  those  beauties  in 
He  veal ’d  to  mankind!  If  thou  Invest  her, 

Or  entertain’st  a hope  to  blast  my  wishes, 
Thou  art  a traitor,  Arcite,  and  a fellow 
False  as  thy  title  to  her:  friendship,  blood. 
And  all  the  ties  between  us,  I disdain), 

If  thou  once  think  upon  her! 

Arc.  Yes,  I love  her; 

And  if  the  lives  of  all  my  name  lay  on  it, 

I must  do  so ; I love  her  with  my  soul. 

If  that  will  lose  you,  farew  ell,  Pnlainon! 

I say  again,  I love;  and,  io  loving  her, 
maintain 

I am  as  worthy  and  as  free  a lover, 

And  have  as  just  a title  to  l»er  beauty, 

As  any  Palamon,  or  any  living, 

That  fs  a man’s  son. 

Pal . Have  I call’d  thee  friend? 

Arc.  Yes,  and  have  found  me  so.  Why 
are  you  mov’d  thus  ? 

Let  me  deal  coldly  with  you ! am  not  I " 
VOL.  III. 


Part  of  yotir  blood,  part  of  your  soul  ? you’ve 
told  me 

That  I was  Palamon,  and  you  were  Arcite. 
Pal.  Yes. 

Arc.  Am  not  I liable  to  those  affections. 
Those  joys,  griefs,  angers,  fears,  my  friend 
Pal.  You  may  be.  [shall  suffer? 

Arc . Why  then  would  you  deal  so  cun- 
ningly, 

So  strangely,  so  unlike  a Noble  Kinsman, 

To  love  alone  ? Speak  truly ; do  you  think  me 
Unworthy  of  her  sight  ? 

Pal.  No;  but  unjust 
If  thou  pursue  that  sight. 

Arc.  Because  another 
First  sees  tl>c  enemy,  shall  I stand  still, 

And  let  mine  honour  down,  and  never  charge? 
Pal.  Yes,  if  he  be  but  one. 

Arc.  But  say  that  one 
Had  rather  combat  me  ? 

Pol.  Let  that  one  say  so,  [her. 

And  use  thy  freedom ! else,  if  thou  pursuest 
Be  as  that  cursed  man  tlmt  hates  his  country, 
A branded  villain ! 

Arc.  You  are  inad. 

Pal.  I must  be, 

’Till  thou  art  worthy,  Arcite;  it  concerns  me! 
And,  in  this  madness,  if  I hazard  thee 
And  take  thy  life,  I deal  but  truly. 

Arc.  Fy,  sir! 

You  play  the  child  extremely  : I will  love  her, 
I must,  1 ought  to  do  so,  uud  1 dare ; 

And  all  this  justly. 

Pal.  Oh,  that  now,  that  now  [fortune, 
Thv  false  self,  and  thy  friend,  had  but  this 
To  be  one  hour  at  liberty,  and  grasp 
Our  good  swords  in  our  hands,  I’d  quickly 
teach  thee 

What  ’twere  to  filch  affection  from  another! 
Thou’rt  baser  in  it  than  a cutpurse! 

Put  but  thy  head  out  of  this  window  more. 
And,  its  I have  n soul,  I’ll  nail  thy  life  to’t! 
Arc.  Thou  dar'st  not,  fool ; thou  caust 
not ; thou  art  feeble! 

Put  my  head  out?  I’ll  throw  my  body  out. 
And  leap  the  garden,  when  I sec  her  next. 

Enter  Jailor. 

And  pitch  between  her  arms,  to  anger  thee. 
Pul.  No  more!  the  keeper's  coming:  I 
shall  live 

To  knock  thy  brains  out  with  my  shackles. 
Arc.  Do! 

Jailor.  By  vour  leave,  gentlemen ! 

Pal.  Now,  honest  keeper?  [th’duke: 

Jui/or.  Lord  Arcite,  you  must  presently  to 
The  canse  I know  not  yet. 

Arc.  I’m  ready,  keeper.  [reave  you 

Jailor.  Prince  Palamon,  I must  awhile  be- 
Of  your  fair  cousin’s  company. 

[ Exit  with  Arcite. 

Pal.  And  me  too, 

Ev’n  when  you  please,  of  life  ! — Why  is  he 
sent  for  ? 

It  may  be,  he  shall  marry  her:  he’s  good  l v; 

3 f And 
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And  like  enough  the  duke  hath  taken  notice 
Both  of  his  blood  and  body.  But  his  talsliood! 
Why  should  a friend  be  treacherous?  If  that 
Get  him  a wife  so  noble,  and  so  fair, 

J**t  honest  men  ne’er  love  again.  Once  more 
I would  hut  see  this  fair  one.  Blessed  garden, 
And  bruit,  and  flowers  more  blessed,  that  still 
blossom  [were, 

As  her  bright  eyes  shine  on  ye!  ’Would  I 
F«»r  all  the  fortune  of  tny  life  hereafter. 

You  little  tree,  yon  blooming  apricot! 
llow  l would  spread,  ami  fling  tny  wanton 
arms 

In  at  her  window!  T would  bring  her  fruit 
1 it  for  the  gods  to  feed  on;  youth  and  plea- 
sure, 

Still  as  she  tasted,  should  be  doubled  on  her; 
And,  if  she  be  not  licuv'iily44, 1 would  make 
her  [her ; 

So  near  the  gods  in  nature,  they  should  fear 

Enter  Jailor. 

And  then  I’m  sure  she’d  love  me.  How  now 
keeper ! 

Where’s  Arcite*  ? 

Jailor.  Banished.  Prince  Perithous 
Obtain’d  his  liberty ; hut  never  more, 

1 ' poll  his  oath  and  life,  must  he  set  foot 
Upon  this  kingdom. 

Pal.  He’s  a blessed  man  ! 

He  shall  see  Thebes  again,  and  call  to  arms 
The  bold  young  men,  that,  when  lie  bids  ’em 
charge, 

Fall  on  like  fire:  Arcite  shall  have  a fortune, 
If  be  dare  make  himself  a worthy  lover. 

Yet  in  the  field  to  strike  a battle  for  her; 
And  if  he  lose  her  then,  he’s  a cold  coward: 
How  bravely  may  he  bear  himself  to  win  her, 
If  he  be  noble  Arcite,  thousand  ways! 

Were  1 at  liberty,  I would  do  things 
Of  such  a virtuous  greatness,  that  this  ladv, 
This  blushing  virgin,  should  take  manhood  to 
And  seek  to  ravish  me.  [her, 

Jailor.  My  lord,  for  you 
I have  this  c harge  too. 

Pal.  To  discharge  my  life?  [your  lordship; 
Jailor.  No;  but  from  this  place  to  remove 
The  windows  are  too  open. 

Pal.  Devils  take  ’em, 

That  are  so  envious  to  me ! Prithee  kill  me  ! 
Jailor.  And  hang  for’t  afterward? 

Pal.  By  this  good  light, 

Ilad  I a sword,  I’d  kill  thee. 


Pal.  Thou  bring’st  such  pelting  scurvy 
news  continually, 

Thou  art  not  worthy  life ! I will  not  go. 
Jailor.  Indeed  you  must,  my  lord. 

Pul.  May  I see  the  garden? 

Jailor.  No. 

Pol.  Then  I’m  resolv’d  I will  not  go. 
Jailor.  I must  [ou% 

Constrain  you  then!  and,  fi>r you’re  danger* 
I’ll  i lap  more  irons  on  you. 

Pal.  Do,  good  keeper ! 

I’ll  shake  ’em  so,  you  shall  not  sleep; 

I’ll  make  you  a new  morris ! Must  I go? 
Jailor.  There  is  no  remedy. 

PaL  Farewell,  kiud  window! 

May  rude  wind  never  hurt  thee  ! Oh,  my  lady, 
If  ever  thou  hast  felt  what  sorrow  was, 
Dream  how  1 sudor ! Come,  now  bury  me. 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE  HI. 

Enter  Arcite. 

Arc.  Banish’d  the  kingdom  ? Tis  a benefit, 
A mercy  l must  thank  ’em  for;  hut  banish’d 
1 he  free  enjoying  of  that  face- 1 die  for, 

Oh,  ’twns  a studied  punishment,  a death 
Beyond  imagination  ! Such  a vehgcance, 
That,  were  I old  and  wicked,  all  mv  sins 
Could  never  pluck  upon  nie.  Palamon, 
Thou  hast  the  start  now;  thou  shalt  stay  and 
9ce  [thy  window, 

Her  bright  eyes  break  each  morning  ’gainst 
And  Jet  in  life  into  thee;  thou  shalt  feed 
Upon  the  sweetness  of  a noble  beauty,  , 
That  nature  ne'er  exceeded,  nor  ne'er  shall: 
Good  gods,  what  happiness  has  Palamon ! 
Twenty  to  one  he’ll  come  to  speak  to  her; 
And,  ii’  she  be  as  gentle  as  she's  fair, 

I  know  she’s  his;  he  has  a tongue  will  tame 
Tempests,  and  make  the  wild  rocks  wanton. 

Come  what  con  come,  [dom: 

The  worst  is  death;  I will  not  leave  the  king* 
I know  my  own  is  hut  a heap  of  ruins. 

And  no  redress  there!  if  I go,  he  has  her. 

I am  resolv’d:  another  shape  shall  make  me. 
Or  end  my  fortunes;  either  way,  I’m  happy: 
I’ll  see  her,  and  be  near  her,  or  no  more. 

Enter  four  Country  People ; erne  with  a Gar- 
land Inf  ore  them. 

1 Conn.  My  masters,  I’ll  be  tliero,  that’s 

2 Conn.  And  1 11  be  there.  [certain. 

3 Coun.  And  I.  [’tis  but  a chiding; 

4 Coun.  Why  then,  have  with  ye,  boys! 


Jailor.  Why,  my  lord? 

44  And  if  she  be  not  heartily — "]  This  and  the  end  of  the  next  speech,  which  may  at  first  sight 
appear  a rant,  are  inimitably  beautiful  in  a character  of  such  warm  passions  under  a pbrensy 
or  love.  Our  authors  have  improv’d  upon  Chaucer,  in  making  Palamon  and  Arcite  such  very 
-distinct  characters;  but  Arcite , who  is  not  crownlcl  with  success,  becomes  by  tliis  means  the 
more  amiable,  and  lias  the  reader's  wishes  iu  his  favour.  This  is  a fault  that  Chaocer  par- 
ticularly guards  against,  for  he  makes  the  Two  Kinsmen  under  an  engagement  upon  oath,  to 
assist  each  oilier  when  either  happened  to  be  in  love.  Had  our  nutliors  inserted  this,  they 
had  obviated  all  prejudi*  e against  Palamon , aud  given  sufficient  matter  to  kiudie  his  rago 
and  violence.  Stwartl. 

Who  entertains  any  prejudice  against  Palamon  here? 

Let 
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Act  2.  Scene  4.] 

Let  tlie  plough  play  to-day ! I’ll  tickle't  out 
Of  the  jades’  tails  to-morrow  ! 

1 Coun.  I ain  sure 

To  have  my  wife  as  jealous  ns  a turkey  : 

But  that’s  all  one ; I’ll  go  thro',  let  her  mum- 
ble. [and  stow  her, 

2 Coun.  Clap  her  aboard  to-momm  night, 
And  all's  made  up  again. 

3 Coun.  Ay,  do  but  put 

A feskuc  in  her  list, and  you  shall  see  her 
Take  a new  lesson  out,  and  be  a good  wench. 
Do  we  all  hold  against  the  untying? 

4 Coun.  Hold!  what 
Should  ail  us  ? 

3 Coun.  Areas  will  be  there. 

2 Coun.  And  Sennois, 

And  Rycas;  and  three  better  lads  ne’er 
danc’d  [Ha ! 

Under  green  tree;  and  ye  know  what  wenches. 
But  will  the  dainty  domirie,  the  schoolmaster, 
Keep  touch,  do  you  think  ? for  he  does  all, 
ye  know.  [Go  to  ! 

3 Coun.  He’ll  eat  a hornbook,  ere  he  fail: 
The  matter  is  too  far  driven  between 

Him  and  the  tanners  daughter,  to  letsiip  now; 
And  sue  must  see  the  duke,  and  she  must 
dance  too. 

4 Coun.  Shall  we  be  lusty  ? 

2  Coun.  All  the  hoys  iu  Athens 
Blow  wind  i’  tb*  breech  on  us  ! and  here  I’ll  be, 
And  there  I’ll  be,  for  our  town,  and  here 
Again,  [weavers ! 

And  there  again ! Ha,  boys,  heigh  for  the 

1 Coun.  This  must  be  done  i tb’  woods. 

4  Coun.  Oh,  pardon  me! 

2 Coun,  By  any  means;  our  tiling  of  learn- 
ing says  so ; 

Where  lie  himself  will  edify  tlie  duke 
Most  parlously  iu  our  be  halls : he’s  excel- 
lent i’th*  woods;  [cry. 

Bring  him  to  th’  plains  his  learning  makes  no 

3 Coun.  We’ll  see  the  sports;  then  every 

man  to’s  tackle!  [means, 

And,  sweet  companions,  let’s  rehearse  by  any 
Belore  the  ladies  see  us,  and  do  sweetly, 

And  God  knows  what  may  coinc  on’t ! 

4 Coun.  Content:  the  sports 

Once  ended,  we’ll  perform.  Away  boys, 
and  hold!  [you,  whither  go  you? 

Arc . By  your  leaTcvhonest  friends ! Pray 
4 Court.  Whither?  why,  what  a question's 
that!  [not. 

Arc.  Yes,  *tis  a question,  to  me  that  know 
3 Coun.  To  tlie  games,  my  friend. 

2 Coun.  Where  were  you  bred,  you  know  it 
not? 


Arc.  Not  far,  sir. 

Are  there  such  games  to-day? 

1 Coun.  Yes,  marry  are  there; 

And  such  as  you  ne’er  saw : the  duke  himself 
Will  l>e  in  person  there. 

Arc.  What  pastimes  are  they? 

2 Coun.  \V rustling  and  running.  'Tis  a 
pretty  fellow. 

3 Conn.  Thou  wilt  not  go  along? 

Arc.  Not  yet,  sir. 

4 Coun.  Well,  sir, 

Take  your  own  time.  Come,  hoys ! 

1 Coun.  My  mind  misgives  me 

This  fellow  has  a veng’ance  trick  o’  th’  hip; 
Mark,  how  his  body’s  made  for’t! 

2 Coun.  I’ll  be  hung’d  tho’ 

If  he  dare  venture ; hang  him,  plumb-por- 
ridge ! [gone,  lads ! 

He  wrastle  ? He  roast  eggs.  Come,  lei’s  be 
[ Exeunt  Countrymen. 
Arc.  This  is  an  offer d opportunity 
I durst  not  wish  for.  Well  1 could  have 
wrestled, 

The  best  men  call’d  it  excellent ; and  run. 
Swifter  the  wind  upon  a field  of  corn45 
(Curling  the  wealthy  ears;  ne’er  flew!  I’ll 
venture,  [knows 

And  in  some  poor  disguise  be  there : who 
Whether  my  brows  may  not  begirt  with  gnr- 
And  happiness  prefer  me  to  a place,  [lands. 
Where  I may  ever  dwell  in  sight  of  her? 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter'  Jailor  s Daughter. 

Dough.  Why  should  1 love  this  gentleman? 
’J  is  odds 

He  never  will  affect  me:  I am  base, 

My  father  the  mean  keeper  of  his  prison, 

And  he  a prince : to  i usury  him  is  hopeless, 
To  be  his  whore  is  witless.  Out  upon’t! 

What  pushes  are  we  wenches  driven  to. 
When  fifteen  once  ha*  found  us  ! First,  I saw 
him; 

T,  seeing,  thought  he  was  a goodly  man  ; 

He  has  as  much  to  please  a woman  m him, 

(If  he  please  to  bestow  it  so)  as  ever 
These  eyes  y et  look’d  on:  next,  I pitied  him; 
And  so  would  any  young  wench,  o’ my  con- 
science, 

That  ever  d ream’d,  or  vow’d  her  maidenhead 
To  a young  handsome  man  : then,  l lov’d  him. 
Extremely  lov’d  him,  infinitely  lov’d  him ! 

And  yet  he  had  a cousin,  fair  as  he  too  ; 

But  in  my  heart  was  Paluinon,  and  there. 
Lord,  what  a coil  he  keeps40  ! To  hear  him 


45  Swifter  than  Amended  by  Seward  and  Sympson. 

46  Lord,  what  a coil  he  keeps/  'Dr  hear  /»/«.]  This  line  wants  two  syllables  of  its  due 
measure,  and  the  words  that  I have  inserted  seem  to  improve  the  sense  as  well  as  compleuc 
the  measure,  as  they  imply  a continuance  of  his  singing,  and  her  attention  to  it.  Seward. 

Seward  reads, To  sit  and  hear  him; 

but  iht-se  supposed  improvements  of  the  sense,  and  arbitrary  completions  of  the  measure , are 
unwarrantable.  2b  sit,  would  rather  imply  silting  in  his  company,  which  is  not  supposed  in 
this  place. 

3 F 2 Sing 
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Sing  in  an  evening47,  what  a heaven  it  is! 
And  yet  las  songs  tire  sad  ones.  Fairer  spoken 
Was  never  gentleman : when  I come  in 
To  bring  him  water  in  a morning,  first 
lie  bows  his  noble  body,  then  salutes  me  thus  : 
4 Fair  gentle  maid,  good  morrow  ! may  thy 
goodness 

4 Get  thee  a happy  husband  !’  Once  he  kiss’d 
me ; 

T lov’d  my  lips  die  better  ten  days  after : 
'Would  lie  w ould  do  so  ev’ry  day ! lie  grieves 
much, 

And  me  as  much  to  see  his  misery : [him? 

What  should  l do,  to  make  him  know  I love 
For  I would  fain  enjoy  him:  say  I ventur’d 
To  set  him  free?  what  says  the  law  tbeu? 
Thus  much  for  law,  or  kindred  ! I will  do  it48, 
And  this  night,  or  to-morrow ; lie  shall  love 
me!  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

[A  short  flourish  of  cornets,  and  shouts 
within. 

Enter  Theseus,  Hippolita , Ferithous , Emilia, 
and  Arcite  with  a Garland,  SfC. 

Thes.  You  have  done  worthily;  I have  not 
seen, 

Since  Hercules,  a man  of  tougher  sinews  s 
Whate’er  you  are,  you  run  die  best,  and 
wresde, 

That  these  times  can  allow. 

Arc.  I’m  proud  to  please  you. 

Thes.  What  country  bred  you? 

Arc.  This;  but  far  bflf,  prince. 

Thes.  Are  you  a gentleman  ? 

Arc.  My  lather  said  so; 

And  to  those  gentle  uses  gave  me  life49. 

Thes . Arc  you  his  heir? 


Arc.  HU  youngest,  sir. 

Thes.  Your  father 

Sure  is  a happy  sire  then.  What  prove  you? 

Arc.  A little  of  all  noble  qualities  : 

I could  have  kept  a hawk,  and  well  have 
holloa’d 

To  a deep  cry  of  dogs;  I dare  not  praise 
My  feat  in  horsemanship,  yet  they  diat  knew 
me  [greatest, 

Would  say  it  was  iny  best  piece;  last,  aud 
I would  be  thought  a soldier. 

Thes.  You  are  perfect. 

Fcr.  Upon  my  soul,  a proper  man  ! 

Enu.  lie  is  so. 

Fcr.  How  do  you  like  him,  lady? 

Hip.  I admire  him: 

I have  not  seen  so  young  a man  so  noble, 

(If  lie  say  true)  of  his  sort. 

Emi.  Believe, 

I I is  mother  tvasa  w ondrous  handsome  woman? 
His  face  uietiiiuks  goes  that  way. 

lhp.  But  his  body, 

And  ticry  mind,  illustrate  a brave  father. 

Fer.  Mark  how  his  virtue,  like  a hidden 
Breaks  thro’  his  baser  garments.  [sun, 
Hip.  lie's  well  got,  sure. 

The*.  What  made  you  seek  tiiis  place,  sir  I 
Arc.  Noble  Theseus, 

To  purchase  name,  and  do  my  ablest  service 
To  such  a well-found  wonder  as  thy  worth; 
For  only  in  thy  court,  of  all  the  world. 
Dwells  fair-ey’d  Honour. 

Fer.  All  his  words  are  worthy.  [travel, 
Thes.  Sir,  we  are  much  indebted  to  your 
Nor  shall  you  lose  your  w ishes.  Ferithous, 
Dispose  of  this  fair  gentleman. 

Fer.  Thanks,  Theseus!—  [give  you 

Wluue’er  you  are,  you’re  mine;  aud  I shall 


47  To  hear  him 

Sing  in  an  evening , tfC J In  All’s  Well  that  ends  Well,  act  i.  sc.  1,  Helena  says: 

4 "I  was  pretty,  tbo’  a plague, 

* To  see  him  every  hour;  to  sit  and  draw 
4 His  arched  brows,  his  hawking  eye,  ids  curls, 

4 In  our  heart's  table : heart,  too  capable 
4 Of  every  line  and  trick  of  his  sweet  favour! 

4 But  now  he’s  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  fancy 
4 Must  sanctify  Ids  relics.’  Ji. 

48  For  law  or  kindral : I will  do  it. 

And  this  night,  or  to-morrou)  he  shall  love  me.]  The  first  verse  wants  a syllable,  and  *ti* 
odd  iu  her  to  say  that  he  should  love  her  cither  tins  night  or  to-morrow  ; wrhat  site  would  na- 
turally say,  is,  that  she  would  free  Idm  this  night,  unci  that  would  so  oblige  him,  that  to-mor- 
row  lie  would  love  her.  I have  added  one  particle  and  chang'd  another,  iu  which  I hope  I 
have  only  restor’d  the  original.  Seuard. 

Seward  reads, 

For  law,  or  kindred  : I will  do  it,  ay 

And  this  night;  and  to-morrow  he  shall  love  me. 

Our  punctuation,  we  hope,  restores  the  poets’  meaning,  without  committing  any  violence  on 
the  old  text.  A similar  expression  occurs,  p.  402  of  this  volume; 

they  should  fear  her; 

And  then  I'm  sure  shtfd  love  me. 


49  And  to  those  gentle  uses  gave  me  life ;J  i.  e.  Gave  me  life  on  purpose  to  educate  me  gen- 
tilely:  the  reading  may  be  defended,  but  it  would  certainly  be  more  natural  if  we  read  gate 
in y life,  i.  e.  brought  me  up  aud  dedicated  my  life  to  all  gentile  habits  aud  exercises. 

Seward. 

- V. 
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Act  3.  Scene  6.] 

To  a most  noble  service,  to  this  lady, 

This  bright  young  virgin:  pray  observe  her 
goodness.  [virtues, 

You’ve  honour’d  her  fair  birth-day  with  your 
And,  us  your  due,  you’re  hers;  kiss  her  fair 
hand,  sir.  [beauty, 

Arc.  Sir,  you’re  a noble  giver. — -Dearest 
Thus  let  me  seal  my  vow’d  faith  V when  your 
servant  (you, 

(Your  most  unworthy  creature)  but  ofieuds 
Command  him  die,  he  shall. 

Emu.  That  were  too  cruel. 

If  you  deserve  well,  sir,  I shall  soon  see’t : 
You’re  mine;  and  somewhat  better  than 
your  rank  I’ll  use  you.  [you  say 

Per.  I’ll  see  you  furnish’d : and  because 
You  are  a horseman,  I must  needs  entreat  you 
This  afternoon  to  ride ; but  ’us  a rough  one. 

Arc.  I like  him  better,  prince;  I shall  not 
Freeze  in  my  saddle.  s [then 

Thes.  Sweet,  you  must  be  ready; 

Aud  you,  Emilia;  and  you,  friend;  and  all; 
To-morrow,  by  the  sun,  to  do  observance 
To  flow’ry  Mayso,  in  Diau’s  wood.  Wait 
well,  sir. 

Upon  your  mistress!  Emily,  I hope 
He  shall  not  go  afoot. 

Emi.  That  were  a shame,  sir,  [what 
While  l have  horses.  Take  your  choice ; and 
You  want  ut  any  time,  let  me  but  know  it: 
If  you  serve  faithfully,  I dare  assure  you 
You'll  find  a loving  mistress. 

Arc.  If  I do  not. 

Let  me  find  tiiat  my  father  ever  hated, 
Disgrace  and  blows ! 

Thes.  Go,  lead  the  way;  you’ve  won  it; 

It  shall  be  so:  you  shall  receive  all  dues 
Fit  for  the  houuur  you  have  won;  'twere 
wrong  else. 

Sister,  beshrew  my  heart,  you  have  a servant. 
That,  if  I were  a woman,  would  be  master; 
But  you  are  wise.  [Flourish. 

Emi.  I hope  too  wise  for  that,  sir. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Jailor's  Daughter. 

Daugk.  Let  all  the  dukes,  and  all  the  de* 
vils  roar, 


lie  is  at  liberty!  Tve  ventur’d  for  him; 

And  out  I’ve  brought  him  to  a little  wood 
A mile  hence.  I have  sent  him,  where  a 
cedar, 

Higher  than  all  the  rest,  spreads  like  a plane' * 
Fast  by  a brook ; and  there  he  shall  keep 
close, 

Till  I provide  him  files  and  food ; for  yet 
His  iron  bracelets  are  not  olT.  On,  Love, 
What  a stout-hearted  child  thou  art  ! Mr 
lather  [done  1L 

Durst  better  have  endur’d  cold  iron,  than 
I love  him  beyond  love,  ami  beyond  reason. 
Or  wit,  or  safety!  I have  made  him  kuowit: 
I care  not;  I am  desperate!  If  the  law 
Find  me,  and  then  condemn  me  for’t,  some 
wenches, 

Some  honest-hearted  maids,  will  singmy  dirge, 
And  tell  to  memory  my  death  was  noble, 
Dying  almost  a martyr.  That  way  he  takes, 

I purpose,  is  iny  way  too:  sure  he  cannot 
lie  so  unmanly  as  to  leave  me  here! 

If  lie  do,  maids  will  not  so  easily  [ine 

Trust  men  again : and  yet  he  has  not  thank'd 
For  wlmt  I’ve  done ; no,  not  so  much  us  kiss’d 
me ; 

And  that,  methinks,  is  not  so  well;  nor 
scarcely 

Could  I persuade  him  to  become  a freeman. 
He  made  such  scruples  of  the  wrong  lie  did 
To  me  and  to  tny  father.  Yet,  I hope. 
When  he  considers  more,  this  love  of  mine 
Wiil  take  more  root  within  him:  let  him  do 
What  he  will  with  inc,  so  he  use  me  kindly! 
For  use  me  so  lie  shall,  or  I'll  proclaim  huu. 
And  to  his  face,  no  man.  I’ll  presently 
Provide  him  necessaries,  and  pack  mycloatli* 
up, 

And  where  there  is  a path  of  ground  1*11  veu- 
ture, 

So  lie  he  with  me ! by  him,  like  a shadow. 
I’ll  ever  dwell.  Within  this  hour  the  w hoobub 
Will  be  all  o’er  the  prison:  I am  then 
Kissing  the  mun  they  look  for.  Farewell, 
father ! 

Get  many  more  such  prisoners,  and  such 
daughters, 

And  shortly  you  may  keep  yourself.  Sow  to 
him!  [Erie 


50 to  do  observance  • 

To  floury  May.]  Of  the  custom  of  going  into  the  woods  to  celebrate  the  introduction 
of  May,  and  the  several  rites  observed  by  different  people  on  that  occasion,  the  reader  will 
see  an  ample  account  in  Bourne’s  Observations  on  Popular  Antiquities.  See  Brand's  edition, 
Bvo.  IT 77,  primed  at  Newcastle,  p.  235.  li. 

*1  Plane;]  i.  e.  The  plane-tree.  K. 
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[Act  3.  Scene  }. 


ACT  Iir. 


SCENE  T. 

Cornett  in  sundry  flares.  Noise  and  halloo- 
ing, as  reop/e  a-maying. 

Enter  Arcitc. 

Areite.  'T’lIE  duke  has  lost  Hippolita;  each 
took 

A several  land.  This  is  a solemn  rite 
They  owe  bloom’d  May,  and  the  Athenians 
pay  it 

To  th’  heart  of  ceremony.  Oh,  queen  Emilia, 
Fresher  than  May,  sweeter 
Than  her  gold  buttons  on  the  boughs,  or  all 
Th’enameird  knacks  o’ th*  mead  or  garden! 
yea, 

We  challenge  too  the  hank  of  any  nymph, 
That  makes  the  stream  seem  flowers ; thou, 
oh  jewel  [place 

O’tli’  wood,  «»*th'  world,  hast  likewise  blest  a 
With  thy  sole  presence”.— In  thy  rumination 
That  I pour  man  might  eftsoons  come  be- 
tween, [blessed  chance. 

And  chop  on  some  cold  thought ! — Thrice 
To  drop  on  such  a mistress!  Expectation 
Most  guiltless  oft ! Tell  me,  oh,  lady  Fortune, 
(Next  after  Emily  my  sovereign)  how  far 
I may  be  proud.  She  takes  strong  note  of  me, 
Hath  made  me  near  her,  and  this  beauteous 
morn 

(The  prim’st  of  all  the  year)  presents  me  with 
A brace  of  horses ; two  such  siecds  might  well 
Be  by  a pair  of  king?  back’d,  in  a field 
That  their  crowns’  titles  tried.  A I s,  alas, 
Toor  cousin  Palamon,  poor  prisoner ! thou 
So  little  dreain'st  upon  my  fortune,  that 
Thou  think'st  thyself  the  happier  thine,  to  he 
So  near  Emilia;  me  thou  deein’st  nt'l  liebes, 
And  therein  wretched,  altho’  free:  but  if 
Thou  knew’st  my  mistress  hreath’c^  011  me, 
and  that 

I earM  her  language,  liv’d  in  her  eve,  oh,  coz, 
What  passicn  would  enc  lose  thee! 

Enter  Palamon  ns  on l of  a Hush,  with  his 
Shackles  ; bends  his  Fist  at  Arcitc. 

Pal.  Traitor  kinsman  ! [signs 

Thou  shouldst  perceive  my  passion,  if  these 


Of  prisonment  were  off  me,  and  this  hand 
But  owner  of  a sword.  By  all  oaths  in  one, 
I,  and  the  justice  of  in  y love,  would  make  thee 
A confess’d  traitor  ! Oh,  thou  most  perfidious 
That  ever  gently  look’d ! the  void’s!  of  honour 
That  e’er  bore  gentle  token51!  falsest  cousin 
That  ever  blood  made  kin ! call’st  thou  licr 
thine  ? 

I’ll  prove  it  in  my  shackles,  with  these  hands 
Void  of  appointment,  that  thou  best,  and  art 
A very  thief  in  love,  a chaffy  lord, 

Nor  worth  the  name  of  villain!  Had  I a sword, 
And  these  house-clogs  away— 

Arc.  Dear  cousin  Palamon—  [such 
j Pal.  Cozener  Areite,  give  me  language 
As  thou  hast  skew’d  me  feat ! 

Arc.  Not  finding,  in 
The  circuit  of  my  breast,  any  gross  stuff 
To  form  me  like  your  blazon,  holds  me  to 
This  gentleness  of  answer:  *tis  your  passion 
That  thus  mistakes;  the  which  to  you  being 
enemy, 

Cannot  to  me  be  kind.  Honour  and  honesty 
1 cheiish,  and  depend  on,  liowsoe’er. 

You  skip  them  in  me,  and  with  them,  faircoz, 
I’ll  maintain  my  proceedings.  Pray  be  pleas’d 
To  shew  in  generous  terms  your  griefs,  since 
that  [fesseS 

Your  question’s  with  your  equal,  who  pro 
To  clear  his  own  way,  with  the  mind  and 
Ufa  true  gentleman.  [sword 

Pal.  That  thou  durst,  Areite!  [advertis’d 
Arc.  My  coz,  my  coz,  you  have  been  well 
How  much  1 dare:  you’ve  sceu  me  use  my 
sword 

Against  th’ advice  of  fear.  Sure,  of  another 
You  would  not  hear  me  doubted,  but  your 
silence  ' 

.Should  break  out,  tho*  i’th*  sanctuary. 

Pal.  Sir,  [well 

I’ve  seen  you  move  in  such  a place,  which 
Might  justify  your  manhood;  you  werecall’d 
A good  knmht  and  a bold  : but  the  whole 
#week*s  not  fair, 

If  any  day  it  rain  ! Their  valiant  temper 
Meu  lose,  when  they  incline  to  treachery ; 


J*  . hast  likewise  blest  a pare 

With  thy  sole  presence , in  thy  rumination 
That  1 poor  man  might  eftsoons  come  between 

And  chop  on  some  cold  thought , thrice  blessed  chance,  SfC.]  The  amendment  of  the  punc- 
tuation in  this  passage,  and  altering  pace  to  place,  are  by  Seward. 

Si  ■ O thou  most  perfidious 

That  ever  gently  look'd  the  voids  of  honour, 

That  ever  bore  gentle  token.]  The  reader  will,  I believe,  find  this  difficult  passage 
(which  had  loug  puzzled  us  all  three)  at  last  clear’d  up  by  Mr.  Sympsou  to  entire  satisfac- 
tion. SewurA* 

And 
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Act  *J.  Scene  S.] 

And  then  they  fight  like  compell’d  bears, 
would  fly 

Were  they  not  tied. 

Arc.  Kinsman,  you  might  as  well 
Speak  this,  and  act  it  in  your  glass,  as  to 
His  ear,  which  now  disdains  you! 

Pal.  Come  up  to  me  ! [sword 

Quit  me  of  these  cold  gyves54,  give  me  a 
(Tin/ it  be  rusty),  ami  the  charity 
Of  one  meal  lend  me;  come  before  me  then, 
A good  sword  in  thy  hand,  and  do  but  say 
That  Emily  is  thine,  I will  forgive 
The  trespass  thou  hast  done  me,  yea  my  life, 
If  tlieu  thou  carry ’t ; and  brave  souls  in  shades. 
That  have  died  manly,  which  will  seek  of  me 
Sonic  news  from  earth,  they  shall  get  uone 
That  thou  art  brave  and  noble.  [but  this, 
Arc.  Be  content; 

Again  betake  you  to  your  hawthorn-house ! 
With  counsel  of  the  night,  I will  be  here 
With  wholesome  viands;  these  impediments 
Will  I file  otf ; you  shall  have  garments,  and 
Perfumes  to  kill  the  smell  o’th’  prison ; after, 
When  you  shall  stretch  yourself,  and  say  but, 
1 Arcite, 

* I am  in  plight!*  there  shall  be  at  your  choice 
Both  sword  and  armour. 

Pal.  Oh,  you  lieav’ns,  dare  any 
So  noble  bear  a guilty  business?  None 
But  only  Arcite;  therefore  none  but  Arcite 
In  this  kind  is  so  hold. 

Arc.  Sweet  Palamon — 

Pal.  I do  embrace  you,  and  yourolTer:  for 
Your  offer  do’t  1 only,  sir;  your  person, 
Without  hypocrisy,  1 may  not  wish 
More  than  my  sword’s  edge  on’t. 

[Wind  /urns  of  cornets. 
Are.  You  hear  the  horns:  [tween's 

Enter  your  muse  quick55,  lest  this  match  be- 
lie crost  ere  met.  Give  me  your  hand ; fare- 
well ! 

Fll  bring  you  every  needful  tiling:  I pray  you 
Take  coinfort,  and  be  strong! 

Pal.  Pray  hold  your  promise,  [certain 
And  do  the  deed  with  a bent  brow ! most 
You  love  me  not : be  rough  with  me,  and  pour 
This  oil  out  of  your  lauguage  : by  this  air, 


I could  for  each  word  give  a cuff!  my  stomach 
Not  reconcil’d  by  reason. 

Arc.  Plainly  spokcu ! 

Yet  pardon  me  hard  language:  when  I spur 
My  horse,  1 chide  him  not;  content  and  anger 


[ Wind  horns. 

In  me  have  but  one  face.  Ilark,  sir  ! they  call 
The  scatter’d  to  the  banquet : you  must  guess 
I have  an  office  there. 

Pal.  Sir,  your  attendance 
Cannot  please  l leaven;  and  l know  your  office 
Unjustly  is  atchiev’d. 

Arc.  I’ve  a good  title56, 
lam  persuaded:  thisquestion,  sick  between’s, 
By  bleeding  must  be  cur’d.  I am  a suitor 
That  to  your  sword  you  will  bequeath  tliis 
And  talk  of  it  no  more.  [p|ea> 

Pal.  But  this  one  word : 

You’re  going  now  to  gaze  upon  my  mistress; 
For,  note  yoo,  mine  she  is — 

Arc.  Nay,  then  — 

Pal.  Nay,  pray  you! — 

You  talk  or  feeding  me  to  breed  me  strength: 
You're  going  now  to  look  upon  a sun 
1 hat  strengthens  what  it  looks  on;  there  you 
have 

A vantage  o’er  me ; but  enjoy  it  till 
I may  enforce  my  remedy.  Farewell! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  ir. 


Enter  Jailor's  Daughter. 

Daugh.  He  has  mistook  the  beck  I meant57, 
’is  gone 

After  ins  fancy.  Tis  now  well-nigh  morning; 
No  matter!  'would  it  were  perpetual  night. 
And  darkness  lord  o’th’  world  !— Hark  f ’tis 
a wolf:  [thing. 

In  me  hath  grief  slain  fear,  and,  but  lor  one 
I care  for  nothing,  aud  that’s  Palamon: 

I reck  not  if  the  wolves  would  jaw  me,  so 
He  had  this  file.  What  if  I halloo’d  for  him? 
I cannot  halloo:  if  I whoop'd,  what  then  ? 

If  he  not  answer’d,  f should  call  a wolf, 

And  do  him  hut  that  service.  I have  heard 
Strange  howls  this  live-long  night;  why  inay’t 
not  be 


54  Owes.]  See  note  31  on  Beggars’  Bush. 

55  You  hear  the  horns; 

Enter  your  music  lest  this  match  between  s 

Be  crost  e'er  met.]  Music  is  evidently  corrupt ; I rea  l,  muse  quick ; the  muse  of  a hare 
is  exactly  the  idea  the  context  requires.  I find  this  emendation  in  Mr.  Theobald’s  margin, 
but  as  I sent  it  him,  I know  not  whether  he  haJ  it  from  me,  or  hit  upon  it  before.  Seward. 

This  emendation  had  been  made  before  by  sir  William  Davcnant,  to  whom,  ns  it  seems 
a happy  conjecture,  the  merit  or  it  ought  to  be  ascribed,  lie  reads  (Rivals,  act  iii.  p.  23), 

‘ You  hear  the  horns:  enter  your  muisc.  Take 
1 Comfort  and  be  strong.’  li. 

56  If  a good  title , 

Tm  persuaded  this  question , SfC.]  The  reading  and  pointing  of  former  editions.  Sezeurd. 

57  He  has  mistook  the  beake  I meant.]  Seward  alters  benkc  to  beck,  wliich,  says  he,  1 is  an 
‘ old  English  word,  and  now  in  use  in  all  the  northern  counties;  it  signifies  a brook  or  river; 
‘ and  some  towns,  as  Welbeck,  Hoi  beck,  be.  take  their  names  from  it.  See  Ray’s  Nor- 
4 them  Dialects,  and  Skinner  on  the  word.  * 

Davenant  here  is  less  successful  in  his  alteration  than  in  other  pnssages : lie  reads  beach.  R. 

They 
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They. have  made  prey  of  him  ? lie  has  no 
weapons ; 

He  cannot  run ; the  jingling  of  his  gyves 
Alight  call  fell  things  to  listen,  who  have  in 
them 

A sense  to  know  n man  unarm’d,  and  can 
Smell  where  resistance  is.  I’ll  set  it  down 
He’s  tom  to  pieces;  they  howl’d  many  toge- 
ther. 

And  then  they  fed  on  him : so  much  for  that! 
Ik*  bold  to  ring  the  bell;  how  stand  I then  ? 
All’s  char’d  when  lie  is  gone.  No,  no,  I lie; 
JVIv  fat l*er’s  to  he  hang'd  for  his  escape; 
Myself  to  beg,  if  I priz’d  life  so  much 
As  to  deny  my  act ; but  that  I would  not. 
Should  I trv  death  by  dozens! — I am  mop’d: 
Food  took  1 none  these  two  days56, 

Sipt  some  water;  I’ve  not  clos’d  mine  eyes, 
Save  when  my  lids  scower’d  oft'  their  brine. 
Alas, 

Dissolve,  my  life!  let  not  my  sense  unsettle, 
Lest  I should  drown,  or  stab,  or  hang  iny- 
self! 

Oh,  state  of  nature,  fail  together  in  me, 
Since  thv  best  props  are  warp’d! — So!  which 
way  now  ? 

The  best  way  is,  the  next  way  to  a grave : 
Each  errant  step  beside  is  torment.  Lo, 
The  moon  is  down,  the  crickets  chirp,  the 
screech-owl 

Calls  in  the  dawn!  all  offices  are  done. 

Save  w hat  I fail  in  : but  the  point  is  this, 

An  end,  and  that  is  all ! [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Arcitr , with  Meat,  ]Vinet  and  Files. 
Arc.  I should  he  near  the  place.  Ho, 
cousin  Pulamon ! 

Enter  Falnmon. 

Pal.  Arcite?  [files. 

Arc.  The  same : I’ve  brought  you  food  and 
Come  forth,  and  fear  not;  here’s  no  Theseus. 
Pul.  Nor  none  so  honest,  Arcite. 

Arc.  That’s  no  matter; 

We'll  argue  that  hereafter.  Come,  take  cou- 
rage; [drink! 

You  shall  not  die  thus  benstlv;  here,  sir, 
I know  you’re  faint ; then  I’ll  talk  further 
with  you. 

Pal.  Arcite,  thou  mighl’st  now  poison  me. 
Arc . I might ; 


[Act  0.  Scene  3. 

But  I must  fear  you  first.  Sit  down ; and, 
good  now, 

No  more  of  these  vain  parlies!  let  us  not, 
Having  our  ancient  reputation  with  us, 
Make  talk  for  fools  and  cowards.  To  your 
Pal.  Do-—  [health! 

Arc.  Pray  sit  down  then;  and  let  lue 
entreat  you, 

By  all  the  honesty  and  honour  in  you. 

No  mention  of  this  woman  ! ‘twill  disturb  us; 
We  shall  have  time  enough. 

Pul.  Well,  sir,  I’ll  pledge  you. 

Arc.  Drink  a good  hearty  draught!  it 
breeds  good  blood,  man. 

Do  not  you  feel  it  thaw  you  ? 

Pal.  Stay  ; I’ll  tell  you 
After  a draught  or  two  more. 

Arc.  Sparc  it  not ; 

The  duke  has  more,  coz.  Eat  now! 

Pat.  Yes. 

Arc.  I’in  glad 

You  have  so  good  a stomach. 

Pul.  I am  gladder 
I have  so  good  meat  to’t. 

Arc.  Is’t  not  mad  lodging 
Here  in  the  wild  woods,  cousin? 

Pal.  Yes,  for  them 
That  have  wild  consciences. 

Arc.  How  tastes  your  victuals? 

Your  hunger  needs  no  sauce,  I see. 

Pal.  Not  much: 

Rut  if  it  did,  yours  is  too  tart,  sweet  cousin. 
What  is  this? 

Arc.  Venison. 

Pal.  *Tis  a lusty  meat.  [wenches 

Give  me  more  wine:  here,  Arcite,  to  die 
We  have  kuown  in  our  days ! The  lonl- 
ste ward’s  daughter; 

Do  you  remember  her? 

Arc.  After  you,  coz. 

Pal.  She  lov’d  a black-hnlr’d  man. 

Arc.  She  did  so : well,  sir? 

Pat.  And  I have  heard  some  call  him 
Arcite;  and — 

Arc.  Out  with  it,  faith! 

Put.  She  met  him  in  an  arbour: 

What  did  she  there,  coz?  Play  o’th’  virginals? 
Arc.  Something  she  did,  sir. 

Pal.  Made  her  groan  a month  for't; 

Or  two,  or  three,  or  ten. 

Arc.  The  marshal’s  sister 
Had  her  share  too,  as  I remember,  cousin. 


58  Food  t(K»k  I none  these,  trro  days , 

Sipt  unne  water  y ]*re  not  ctosd  mine  eyes 

Save  when  my  lids  ucower'd  off  their  brine.]  Here  both  sense  and  measure  are  very  defi- 
cient; Mr.  Sympton  reads, 

Food  took  I none  these  two  days,  *cept  some  water; 

But  then  the  second  line  becomes  an  hemistich,  and  seems  to  be  deficient  too  in  sense,  n« 
•he  does  not  specify  how  long  she  had  continued  sleepless;  I fill  up  both  verses  with  what 
seems  perfectly  natural  for  her  to  say  : 

Food  took  1 none  liie^e  two  days,  only  sipt 

Some  water,  two  nights  I’ve  not  clos’d  mine  eves,  Ate.  Seward. 

It  is  not  nnnaturul  she  should  say  this;  but  not  seeing  the  defect  in  sense  as  well  as  mc»- 
ture,  we  think  this  way  of  Jilting  up  verses  an  unwarrantable  licence  in  an  editor. 

Else 
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Act  3.  Scene  4.] 


The  little  stars,  and  all  that  look  like  aglets: 
The  sun  has  seen  my  folly.  Palainon! 

Alas,  no;  he’s  in  tleav’n! — Where  ain  1 
now? — [tumbles! 

Yonder’s  the  sen,  and  there’s  a ship ; boa  t 
And  there’s  a rock  lies  watching  under  water; 
Now,  now,  it  beats  upon  it!  now,  now,  now! 
There’s  a leak  sprung,  a sound  one;  how 
they  cry  ! [else ! 

Up  with  her  ’fore  the  wind60,  you’ll  lose  all 
Up  with  a course  or  two,  and  tack  about, 
boys ! 

Good  night,  good  night;  you’re  gone! — Tin 
very  hungry: 

'Would  I could  find  a fine  frog!  he  would 
tell  me  [make 

News  from  all  parts  o’th*  world  ; then  would  I 
A carrack  of  a cockle-shell,  and  sail 
By  east  and  north-east  to  the  king  of  pigmies. 
For  he  tells  fortunes  rarely.  Now  my  father, 
Twenty  to  one,  is  truss'd  up  in  a trice 
To-morrow  morning ; I’ll  say  never  a word. 

SONG. 

For  I’ll  cut  my  green  coat61,  a foot  above 
my  k nee ; 

And  I’ll  clip  my  yellow  locks,  an  inch  below 
mine  eye. 

Iley,  nonny,  nonny,  nonny. 

He’s  buy  ine  a white  cut,  forth  lor  to  ride, 
And  I'll  go  seek  him,  thro’  the  world  that  is 
so  wide. 

Hey,  nonny,  nonny,  nonny. 

Oh,  for  a prick  now,  like  a nightingale61. 

To  put  my  breast  against!  I shall  sleep  like 
a top  else.  [Exit. 

59  Sir , huA  Former  copies. 

60  Upon  Ivor  ^before  the  wind.]  Mr.  Sympson  thinks  this  not  true  sea  language,  and  puts 
what  I believe  is,  * 

Up  with  her  Tore  the  wind 

Mr.  Theobald  reads, 

Spoon  lier  before  the  wind,-« 

Either  of  them  will  do.  Seward. 

61  For  /’//  cut,  ^-c.]  Davenant  altered  this  song  in  the  following  manner: 

‘ For  straight  my  green  gown  into  breeches  I’ll  make, 
i And  my  long  yellow  locks  much  shorter  I'll  take. 

* Sing  down  a-down,  &c. 

* Then  I’ll  cut  me  a switch,  and  on  that  ride  about, 

* And  wander  and  wander  'till  I find  him  out. 

* With  a heigh  down,  &c.’  R. 

61  Oh , for  a prick  now , like  a nightingale. 

To  put  my  breast  aguinst. J This  allusion  is  very  frequent  in  our  ancient  poets:  from 
several  examples  which  might  be  produced,  we  shall  select  the  following,  from  a poem 
written  by  Fletcher’s  cousin,  which  at  present  is  scarcely  known  : 

* So  Philomel,  perch’t  on  an  aspin  sprig, 

‘ Weeps  all  the  night  her  lost  virginitie, 

* And  sings  her  sad  tale  to  the  merrie  twig, 

* That  dances  at  such  joyfull  misene, 

‘ Ne  ever  lets  sweet  rest  invade  her  eyes: 

‘ But  leaning  on  a thorn  her  dainty  chest, 

* For  fear  soft  sleep  should  steal  into  her  l/rcst , 

* Expresses  in  her  song  grief  not  to  he  exprest.’ 

Christs  Victoric  and  Triumph  in  Heaven  and  Earth  over  and  after  Death.  By  Giles 
Fletcher,  2d  edit.  4to.  1632,  p.  68.  R. 

VOL.  111.  3 G SCENE 


Else  there  be  tales  abroad : you’ll  pledge 
iicr? 

Pal.  Yes.  [a  time 

Arc.  A pretty  brown  wench  ’tis!  There  was 
When  young  men  went  a-hunting,  and  a 
wood, 

Ami  a broad  beech;  and  thereby  hangs  a tale. — 
Heigh-ho ! 

Pal.  For  Emily,  upon  my  life!  tool, 

Away  with  tbis  strain’d  mirth!  I say  again, 
That  sigh  was  breath’d  for  Emily : base  cousin, 
Dar’st  thou  break  first? 

Arc.  You’re  wide. 

Pal.  By  ileav'n  and  earth, 

There’s  nothing  in  thee  honest ! 

Arc.  Tlien  I’ll  leave  you : 

You  are  a beast  now. 

Pal.  As  thou  roak’st  tne,  traitor. 

Arc.  There’s  all  things  needful ; files,  and 
shirts,  ami  perfumes : 

I’ll  come  agaiu  some  two  hours  lienee,  and 
bring 

That  that  shall  quiet  all. 

Pal.  A sword  and  armour  ? 

Arc.  Fear  me  not.  You  are  now  too  foul : 
Farewell ! 

Get  off  your  trinkets;  you  shall  want  nought. 
Pal.  Sirrah59 — 

Arc.  I'll  hear  no  more!  [Exit. 

Pul.  If  he  keep  touch,  he  dies  for’t  f 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Jailors  Daughter. 

Duugk.  I’m  very  cold ; and  all  the  stars 
are  out  too, 
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[Act  3.  Scene  S. 


SCENE  V. 

Enter  Grrrold,  Jour  Cenntrt/inen  (awl  (he 
Barian),  tuo  or  three  II  caches , with  a \ 
laborer, 
tier.  Fv,  fy ! 

What  tediosity  and  disensanity 
Is  here  among  ye!  Have  my  rudiments 
Been  labour’d  so  long  with  jf,  milk’d  unto  ye, 
And,  by  a figure,  ev*n  I he  very  plumb-broth 
And  marrow  of  my  understanding  laid  upon 
ye,  * [/ore  Y 

And  do  yc  still  cry  where,  and  how,  and  u here - 
Ye  most  coarse  freeze  capacities,  ye  sleave 
judgments61. 

Have  1 said  thus  let  ire,  and  there  let  be, 

And  then  let  be,  and  no  man  understand  me? 
Proh  Dcum,  media*  tiding ; ye  are  all  dunces! 
I'or  why?  here  stand  I ; here  the  duke  comes ; 

there  are  you,  [meet  him, 

Close  in  the  thicket;  the  duke  appears,  I 
And  unto  him  I utter  learned  things, 

And  many  figures;  he  hears,  and  nods,  and 
hums,  [length 

And  then  cries  rare ! and  I go  forward;  at 
l fling  my  cap  up;  mark  there!  then  do  you, 
As  once  did  Meleager  and  the  hoar, 

Break  comclv  out  before  him,  like  true  lovers, 
Cast  yourselves  in  a hotly  decently,  [hoys ! 
And  sweetly,  by  a figure,  trace,  and  turn, 

1 Court.  And  sweetly  we  will  do  it,  master 

Gerrold.  [the  tahorer  ? 

2 (vun.  Draw  up  the  company.  Where’s 

3 ( butt.  Why,  Timothy ! 

Tab.  Here,  my  mad  boys;  have  nt  ye! 

(Jer.  But  I s%v  where’s  their  women  ? 

4 Court.  Here's  Friz  and  Maudlin. 

2  Court . And  little  Luce,  with  the  white 
legs,  and  bouncing  Barbary. 

1 Court.  And  freckled  Nell,  that  never 
fail’d  her  master. 

tier.  Where  be  your  ribands,  maids ? Swim 
with  your  bodies. 


And  carry  it  sweetly,  and  deliverly; 

And  now  and  then  a favour,  and  a frisk! 
AW/.  Let  us  alone,  sir. 

Grr.  Where’s  the  rest  o*th* music? 

3 Court.  Dispers’d  as  you  commanded. 
Ger.  Couple  then, 

And  sec  what’s  wanting.  Where's  the  Barian? 
My  friend,  carry  your  tail  without  offence 
Or  scandal  to  the  Indies;  and  be  sure 
You  tumble  with  audacity,  and  manhood  ! 
And  when  you  hark,  do  it  with  judgment. 
Bar.  Yes,  sir.  [wanting. 

Ger.  Quo  usque  tandem  ? Here’s  a woman 

4 Court.  We  may  go  whistle;  nil  the  fat’s 

Ger.  We  have,  [i’th’fire! 

As  learned  authors  utter,  wash’d  a tile; 

Wc  have  been  futuus,  and  labour’d  vainly. 

2 Court.  This  is  that  scornful  piece,  that 

scurvy  bilding,  [be  here. 

That  gave  her  promise  faithfully  she  would 
Cicely,  the  sempster’s  daughter!  [skin  ! 
The  next  gloves  that  I give  her  shall  be  dog’s 
Nay,  an  she  fait  me  once — You  can  tell,  Ar- 
eas, [break. 

She  swore,  by  wine  and  bread,  she  would  not 
Ger.  An  eel  and  woman, 

A learned  poet  says,  unless  by  th’  tail 
And  with  thy  teeth  thou  hold,  will  either  fail. 
In  manners,  this  wus  fabe  position,  [now? 
1 Court.  A fire  ill  take  her04!  docs  she  flinch 

3 Court.  What 

Shall  we  determine,  sir? 

Ger.  Nothing; 

Our  business  is  become  a nullity. 

Yea,  and  a woful,  and  a piteous  nullity ! 

4 Court.  Now,  when  the  credit  of  our  town 
lay  on  it, 

Now  to  be  fratnpal65,  now  to  piss  o’th’nettlc! 
Go  thy  ways : I’ll  remember  thee,  I'll  fit  thee  ! 

Enter  Jailor *s  Daughter . 

Dough.  The  George  alow  came  from  the 
From  the  coast  of  Barbary- a.  [south, 


63  Fie  javeyiu/^roertB.]  Whether  juic  be  some  sort  of  coarse  cloth  as  well  as  /raze,  or  a 
mistake  of  the  press,  must  be  uncertain  to  all  who  are  unacquainted  with  the  word.  Sup- 
posing it  the  latter,  I have  two  conjectures  to  offer,  first,  ye  bays  judgments,  or  yc  sleave 
judgments.  Sleave  is  the  term  the  si  lk>- weavers  use  for  the  ravella  knotty  gouty  parts  of  the 
silk,  from  whence  Shakespeare  has  taken  an  extremely  beautiful  metaphor  that  has  been 
hitherto  generally  misunderstood,  and  therefore  dislik'd  and  ev’n  discarded  from  the  text  as 
spurious  by  Mr.  Pope  and  tlte  Oxford  edition.  It  is  in  Macbeth,  in  the  tine  scene  after  the 
murder  of  the  king  ; 

* Sleep,  that  knits  up  the  rareU'd  sleeve  of  care.’ 

It  should  have  been  sleave.  The  trouble  that  this  ru veil'd  knotty  silk  gives  the  knitter  or 
weaver:  and  the  confusion  and  embarrassment  of  the  sleave  itself,  makes  it  an  exceeding 
proper  emblem  of  the  perplexities  and  uneasiness  of  care  and  trouble.  See  Skinner  on  the 
word.  I owe  the  emendation  in  S-hakespeare  to  an  ingenious  friend.  Seward. 

04  A fire  ill  take  her .]  This  may  be  defended,  but  as  the  expression  is  not  a very  common 
or  eligible  one,  and  the  dialogue  is  with  a schoolmaster,  who  says  of  himself  that. 

He  humbles  with  \\  ferula  the  tall  ones, 

I hope  I only  restore  the  original  in  readimr, 

A j'eril  take  her.  Seward. 

Wc  believe  there  is  no  such  word  ns/cril.  May  we  not  understand  by  fiue  ill,  a mighty 
ill,  a severe  punishment  ? A similar  use  oi  jiie.  adject ively  is  frequent. 

**  l rcwpul .]  See  note  i>0  on  Wit  at  Several  Weapous. 

And 
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Act  3.  Scene  5.] 

And  there  he  met  with  brave  gallants  of  war, 
By  one,  by  two,  by  thrce-a. 

Well  hail’d,  well  hail'd,  you  jolly  gallants  ! 

And  whether  now  are  you  bound-a  ? 

Oh,  let  me  have  your  company 

Till  I come  to  the  Sound-a! 

There  was  three  fools,  fell  out  about  an  howlet: 
The  one  said  *twas  an  owl, 

The  other  he  said  nay, 

The  third  he  said  it  wat  a hawk, 

And  her  bells  were  cut  away. 

3 Coun.  There  is  a dainty  mad  woman, 
inagister65, 

Comes  i’th*  nick;  as  mad  as  a March  hare! 
If  we  can  get  her  dance,  we’re  made  again: 

I warrant  her,  she’ll  do  the  rarest  gambols  ! 

1 Coun.  A mad  woman  ? We  are  made* 
boys ! 

Gcr.  And  are  you  mad,  good  woman? 
Dough.  1 would  be  sorry  else ; 

Give  me  your  hand. 

Gcr.  Why  ? 

Dough.  l ean  tell  your  fortune: 

You  are  a fool.  'Fell  ten:  I’ve  poz’d  him. 

Buz ! [do. 

Friend,  you  must  eat  no  white  bread  ; it  you 
Your  teeth  tvitt  bleed  extremely.  -Shall  we 
dance,  ho? 

1 know  you;  you’re  a tinker  : sirrah  tinker66, 
Stop  no  more  holes,  i.ut  wlnvt  you  should ! 

Gcr.  DU  boni ! 

A tinker,  damsel? 

Dough.  ( )r  a conjurer : 

Raise  ine  n devil  now,  and  let  him  play 
Quipassa,  o’ th’ bells  and  bones! 

Ger.  Go,  take  her. 

And  fluently  persuade  her  to  a peace67* 

At ne  opus,  exegi,  quod  nee  Juris  ini , ncc 
Strike  up,  and  lead  her  in  ! 

U Coun.  Come,  lass,  let’s  trip  it! 

Dough . I’ll  lead.  [Wind  horns. 

3 Coun.  Do,  do.  [boys ! 

Ger.  Persuasively,  and  cunningly ; away, 
| Exeunt  all  hut  (lerrotd. 
I hear  the  horns:  give  me  some  meditation. 
And  mark  your  cue.  Pallas  inspire  me! 

Enter  Theseus,  Peril  lions,  1 lip  pot  it  a,  Emilia, 
Arctic,  and  Train. 

Thet.  This  way  the  stag  took. 

Ger . Stay,  and  ed i ;y  ! 

Thet.  What  have  we  here? 

Per.  Some  country-sport,  upon  my  life,  sir. 
Thet.  Well,  sir,  go  forward:  we  will  edify. 
Ladies,  sit  down  ! we’ll  stay  it. 
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Ger.  Thou  doughty  duke,  all  hail!  all  hail, 

sweet  Indies ! 

Thet.  This  is  a cold  beginning. 

Ger.  If  you  but  favour,  our  country  pas- 
time made  is. 

We  are  a few  of  those  collected  here. 

That  ruder  tongues  distinguish  villager; 

And  to  say  verity,  and  not  to  fable. 

We  arc  a merry  rout,  or  else  a rabble, 

Or  company,  or  by  a figure,  chorus, 

That  Yore  thy  dignity  will  d:\pcc  a morris. 
And  I that  am  the  rectifier  of  all. 

By  title  Pedagogus,  that  let  fall 

The  birch  upon  the  breecbe*ofthe  small  ones. 

And  humble  with  a ferula  th*;  tail  ones, 

Do  here  present  this  machine,  or  tins  frame : 
And,  dainty  duke,  whose  doughty  di»mal  fame 
From  Dis  to  Dcdalus,  from  post  to  pillar, 
b blown  abroad:  help  iue,  thy  poor  well- 
wilier,  [straight 

And  with  thy  twinkling  eyes,  look  right  and 
Upon  this  mighty  morr — of  mickle  weight; 

Is — now  comes  in,  which  being  glow’d  toge 
ther  [hither. 

Makes  morris,  and  the  cause  that  we  cam© 
The  body  of  our  sport  of  no  small  study. 

I first  appear,  tbo’  rude,  and  raw,  and  muddy. 
To  speak  before  thy  noble  Grace,  this  tenor j 
At  whose  great  feet  I offer  up  my  penner. 
'The  next,  the  lord  of  May,  and  lady  bright, 
l lie  chambermaid,  and  serviutzman  by  night. 
That  seek  out  silent  hanging:  then  mine  host. 
And  his  fat  spouse,  that  w elcome  to  their  cost 
The  galled  traveller,  and  with  a beck’ning 
Informs  the  tapster  to  inflame  the  resk’ning: 
Then  the  beast -eating  clown,  and  next  the  fool. 
The  Bavian,  with  long  tail,  and  eke  long  tool; 
Cum  mult  is  alas,  that  make  a dance; 

Say  ay,  and  all  shall  presently  advance, 

'Dus.  Ay,  ay,  by  any  means,  dear  domino! 
Per.  Produce. 

Gcr.  bit  rate  ftlii!  Come  forth,  and  foot  it, 

* Enter  Countrymen , Ac.  They  dance . 
Ladies,  if  we  have  been  merry6*. 

And  have  pleas’d  ye  with  a derry, 

Aiui  a derry,  and  a down, 

Say  the  .Schoolmaster’s  no  clown. 

Duke,  if  we  have  pleas’d  thee  too. 

And  have  done  as  good  boys  should  do. 
Give  us  hut  a tree  or  twain 
For  a Maypole,  and  again, 

F.re  another  year  run  out. 

Well  make  tlice  laugh,  and  all  this  rout. 

Thes.  Take  twenty,  do/nine. — How  docs 
my  sweetheart  ? 


THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN. 


65  There's  a dainty  mad  woman,  Mr.]  As  most,  and  I believe  all  the  Countrymen  6 speeches 
are  in  verse,  I fancy  Mr.  stood  for  Mugistcr  here.  The  Schoolmaster’s  first  speech  and  the 
greatest  part  of  this  scene  was  printed  as  prose.  But  1 have  found  it  running  easily  into 
measure,  which  Fletcher’s  drollery  frequently  does.  Hcuard. 

66  Sir,  ha,  Tinker .]  Former  copies. 

67  Persuade  her  to  a peace.]  I think  we  should  read  appease;  i.  e.  be  quid,  or  silent. 

68  Ladies,  if  xce  have,  &c.]  We  have  ventured  to  prefix  the  Schoolmaster's  name  to  this 
speech.  It  has  always  been  given  to  Peril  huus. 

3 0 2 niP. 
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Hip.  Never  sn  pleas'd,  3ir. 

Ewi.  Twas  an  excellent  dance; 

And,  tor  a preface,  I never  heard  n better. 
'files.  Schoolmaster,  I thank  you.  One  see. 
’em  all  rewarded  ! [pole  withal. 

Per.  And  here's  something  to  paint  your 
Thes.  Now  to  our  sports  again! 

Ccr.  May  the  stag  thou  hunt’st  stand  long, 
And  thy  dogs  he  swift  and  strong! 

May  they  kill  him  without  letts, 

And  the  ladies  eat’s  do w sets ! 

Come,  we  are  all  made!  [II7;ir/  horns. 

DU  Dcatjut  onmts ! ye  have  danc’d  rarely, 
wenches.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Palamon  jiwn  the  Bush. 

Pal.  About  this  hour  my  cousin  gave  his 
faith 

To  visit  me  again,  and  w ith  him  bring 
Two  swords,  and  two  good  urmours;  if  he 
fail  [me, 

lie’s  neither  man,  nor  soldier.  When  he  left 
I did  not  think  a week  could  have  restor’d 
My  lost  strength  to  me,  I was  grow  n so  low 
And  crest-fall’n  with  my  wants:  I thank  thee, 
Areite, 

Thou’rt  vet  a fair  foe ; and  I feel  myself, 
With  this  refreshing,  able  once  again 
To  out-dure  danger.  To  delay  it  longer 
Would  make  the  world  think,  when  it  comes 
to  hearing, 

That  I lay  fatting,  like  a swine,  to  fight, 

And  notasoldicr:  therefore,  this  blest  morn- 

ing 

Shall  be  the  last;  and  that  sword  he  refuses, 
If  it  hut  hold,  I kill  him  with:  ’ns justice: 
So,  I.ove  and  Fortune  for  me!  Oh,  good- 
morrow  ! 

Enter  Areite , a nth  Armours  and  Swords . 
Arc.  Good-morrow,  Noble  Kinsman! 

Pal.  1 have  put  you 
To  too  much  pains,  sir. 

Arc.  That  too  much,  fair  cousin, 

Is  but  a debt  to  honour,  and  my  duty. 

Pal.  ’Would  you  were  so  in  all,  sir!  1 
could  wish  you 

As  kind  a kinsman,  as  you  force  me  find 
A beneficial  foe,  that  my  embraces 
Might  thank  you,  not  my  blows. 

Arc.  I shall  think  either, 

W ell  done,  a noble  recompense. 

Pal.  Then  I shall  quit  you. 

Arc.  Defy  me  in  these  lair  terms,  and  you 
shew 

More  than  a mistress  to  me : no  more  anger, 
As  you  love  any  thing  that’s  honourable! 

Wc  were  not  bred  to  talk,  man;  when  we’re 
arm’d, 

And  both  upon  our  gunrds,  then  let  our  fury', 
Like  meeting  of  two  tides,  lly  strongly  from  us ! 
And  then  to  whom  the  birthright  of  this 
beauty 


[Act  3.  Scene  C. 

Truly  pertains  ( without  upbrnidmgs,  scorns, 
Despisings  of  our  jiersons,  and  such  poutings, 
Fitter  for  girls  and  schoolboys)  will  bo  seen. 
And  quickly,  ynurs,  or  mine.  Wilt  please 
you  ann,  sir? 

Or  if  you  feel  yourself  not  fitting  yet, 

And  furnish’d  with  your  old  strength,  I’ll 
stay,  cousin,  * 

And  every  day  discourse  you  into  hesdth, 

As  1 am  spar'd  : your  person  I am  friends 
with, 

And  1 could  wish  I had  not  said  I lov’d  her, 
Tho’  i had  died  ; hut  loving  such  a lady. 
And  justifying  my  love,  1 must  not  fly  firom’t. 

Pal.  Areite,  thou  art  so  brave  an  enemy. 
That  no  man  but  thy  cousin’s  fit  to  kill  thee: 
I’m  well,  and  lusty  ; chuse  your  anus! 

Arc.  Chuse  you,  sir! 

Pal.  Wilt  thou  exceed  in  all,  or  dost 
To  make  me  spare  thee  ? [thou  do  it 

Arc.  If  you  think  so,  cousin. 

You  are  deceiv'd ; for,  as  I am  a soldier, 

I’ll  not  spare  you ! 

Pal.  That’s  well  said ! 

Arc.  You  will  find  it.  [lore 

Pul.  Then,  as  I am  an  honest  man,  aud 
With  all  the  justice  of  affection, 

I’ll  pay  thee  soundly!  This  I’ll  take. 

Arc.  That’s  mine  then; 
l’li  arm  vou  first. 

Pal.  bo.  Pray  thee  tell  me,  cousin, 

W here  got’st  thou  this  good  armour? 

Arc.  Tis  the  duke’s  ; 

And,  to  say  true,  I stole  it.  Do  I pinch  you? 
Pal.  No'. 

Arc.  Is’t  not  too  heavy  ? 

Pul.  I have  worn  a lighter; 

But  I shall  make  it  serve. 

Arc.  I’ll  buckle’t  close. 

Pal.  By  any  means. 

Arc.  You  care  not  for  a grand-guard  ? 
Pal.  No,  no;  we’ll  use  no  horses;  I 
perceive 

You  would  fain  be  at  that  fight. 

Arc.  I'm  indifferent.  [the  buckle 

Pal.  Faith,  so  am  I.  Good  cousin,  thrust 
Thro’  far  enough ! , 

Arc.  I warrant  you. 

Pul.  My  casque  now ! 

Arc.  Will  you  fight  barc-ann’d? 

Pal.  We  shall  he  the  nimbler. 

Arc.  But  use  your  gauntlets  tho’ : those 
are  o'tli’least; 

Prithee  take  mine,  good  cousin! 

Pal.  Thank  you,  Areite! 

IIow  do  I look  r am  I fall’ll  much  away? 
Arc.  Faith,  very  little;  Love  has  us’d  you 
kindly. 

Pul.  I’ll  warrant  thee  I’ll  strike  home. 
Arc.  Do,  and  spare  not ! 

I’ll  give  you  cause,  sweet  cousin. 

Pal.  Now?  to  you,  sir! 

Methinks  this  armour’s  very  like  that,  Areite, 
'I  hou  worst  that  dav  the  three  kings  fell,  bat 
Uyb*er. 

Arc. 
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Act  3.  Scene  C. 


Arc.  That  was  a very  good  one;  and  that 
dav, 

I well  remember,  you  out-did  me,  cousin  ; 

I never  saw  such  valour : when  you  pharg’d 
Upon  the  left  wing  of  the  enemy, 

I spurr’d  hard  to  come  up,  and  under  me 
I had  a right  good  horse. 

Pat{  You  had  indeed; 

A bright-bay,  I remember. 

Arc.  Yes.  But  all 

Was  vainly  labour'd  in  me;  you  out-went  me, 
Nor  could  my  wishes  reach  you:  yet  a little 
I did  by  imitation. 

Pal.  More  by  virtue; 

You’re  modest,  cousin. 

Arc.  When  I saw  you  charge  first, 
Methought  I heard  ad  readful  clap  of  thunder 
Break  from  the  troop. 

Pal.  But  still  before  that  Hew 
The  lightning  of  your  valour.  Stay  a little! 
Is  not  this  piece  too  straight  ? 

Arc.  No,  no;  ’tis  well. 

Pal.  I would  have  nothing  hurt  thee  but 
my  sword ; 

A bruise  would  be  dishonour. 

Arc.  Now  I’m  perfect. 

Pal.  Stand  off  then ! 

Arc.  Take  my  sword!  I hold  it  better. 
Pal.  I thank  you,  no;  keep  it;  your  life 
lies  on  it : 

Here’s  one,  if  it  but  hold,  I ask  no  more 
For  all  my  hopes.  My  cause  and  honour 
guard  me! 

[They  haw  several  ways ; then  advance 
and  stand. 


Arc.  And  me,  my  love!  Is  there  aught 
else  to  say  ? [mine  aunt’s  son. 

Pal.  This  only,  and  no  more:  thou  art 
And  that  blood  we  desire  to  shed  is  mutual; 
In  me,  thine,  and  in  thee,  mine : ray  sword 
Is  in  my  hand,  and  if  thou  killest  me 
The  gods  and  I forgive  thee!  If  there  be 
A place  prepar’d  for  those  that  sleep  in 
honour, 

I wish  his  weary  soul  that  falls  may  win  it! 
Fight  bravely, cousin : give  me  thy  noble  hand! 
Arc.  Here,  Ualamou!  This  hand  shall 
never  more 

Come  near  thee  with  such  friendship. 

Pal.  I commend  thee.  [coward; 

Arc.  If  I fall,  curse  me,  and  say  I was  a 
For  none  hut  such  dure  die  in  these  just 
trials69. 

Once  more,  farewell,  my  cousin ! 

Pat.  Farewell,  Arcjte!  [Tight. 

[Horns  within ; they  stand . 
Arc.  Lo,  cousin,  lo ! our  folly  has  undone  us! 
Pat.  Why?  [you; 

Arc.  This  is  the  duke,  a-hunting  as  I told 
If  we  be  found,  we’re  wretched!  Oh,  retire, 
For  honour's  sake!  and  safely  presently70 
Into  your  hush  again,  sir!  We  shall  find 
Too  many  hours  to  die  in.  Gentle  cousin, 
If  you  he  seen  you  perish  instantly. 

For  breaking  prison ; and  I,  if  you  reveal  me. 
For  my  contempt : then  all  the  world  will 
scorn  us, 

And  say  wc  had  a noble  difference, 

But  base  disposers  of  it. 

Pal.  Noy  no,  cousin ; 


69  If  If  ally  curse  me,  and  say  1 was  a coward , 

if  or  none  but  such  dare  die  in  these  just  trials .]  Mr.  Sympson  thinks  this  a straugc  senti- 
ment, and  indeed  it  must  appear  so,  till  we  recollect  that  our  scene  lies  in  the  land  of 
knight  errantry  rather  than  in  Athens  : that  our  authors  follow  Chaucer,  nod  dress  their 
heroes  after  the  manners  of  his  age,  when  trials  by  the  sword  were  thought  just,  and  the 
compier’d  always  suppos’d  guilty  and  held  infamous.  In  this  light  the  sentiment  is  proper, 
though  it  would  certainly  be  more  in  character  in  Palawan's  mouth,  whose  enthusiastic  zenl 
for  the  justice  of  his  cause,  would  be  the  proper  father  of  such  a sentiment.  Ferlinps  there- 
fore the  original  might  have  run  thus, 

Pal.  I commend  thee. 

If  1 fall,  curse  inc,  ami  say  I was  a coward, 

For  none  but  such  dare  die  in  these  just  trials. 

Instead  of  returning  this  with  the  like  violence,  Arcitc  (with  a h>ok  where  disdain  and 
tenderness  struggle  awhile  and  then  settle  to  a firm  resolution)  answers, 

Once  more  farewell,  my  cousin. 

Bur  if  this  change  of  the  speakers  takes  place,  it  might  be  necessary  to  give  the  former 
speech  of  Pulamon  to  Arcite,  and  make  Palamon  only  spiak  the  last  line  of  it.  It  is  very 
common  to  have  whole  scenes  confus’d  thus  in  their  speakers.  Scuard. 

We  cannot  see  any  need  of  change. 

70  and  safely  presently 

Into  your  bush  agoin.j  The  two  adverbs,  safely  presently  in  conjunction,  arc  very 
unlike  our  autliors ; by  putting  a comma  between  them  they  may  suit  the  hurry  of  the 
speaker.  But  it  seems  much  more  probable  that  the  first  is  a mistake,  and  that  the  true 
reading  is, 

Oh,  retire 

For  honour’s  sake,  ami  safety  t presently 
Into  the  bush  again, 

Mr.  Theubald  concurred  with  me  in  this  emendation.  Scuard. 

But  being  merely  conjectural,  and  not  nccessary9  is  not  admissible. 

1 will 
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[Act  3.  Scene  6. 


I will  no  more  be  hidden,  nor  put  off 
This  great  adventure  to  a second  trial ! 

I know  your  cunning,  and  I know  your  cause. 
He  that  faints  now,  slmme  take  him!  Put 
Upon  thy  present  guard—  [thyself 

Arcr  You  are  not  mad  ? [hour 

PaL  Or  I will  make  th* advantage  of  this 
Mine  own ; and  what  to  come  shall  threaten 
me,  [cousin, 

I fear  less  than  my  fortune.  Know,  weak 
I love  Emilia ! and  in  that  I'll  bury 
Thee,  and  all  crosses  else! 

Arc.  Then  come  w hat  can  come, 

Thou  shalt  know,  Palamon,  l dare  as  well 
Die  as  discourse,  or  sleep : only  this  fears 
me. 

The  law  will  have  the  honour  of  our  ends. 
Have  at  thy  life! 

Pal.  Look  to  thine  own  well,  Arcite! 

[Fight  again.  Horns. 

Fjiiter  Theseus , Hippolita,  Emilia , Perithousf 
and  train. 

Tties.  What  ignorant  and  mad  malicious 
traitors 

Are  you,  that,  ’gainst  the  tenor  of  my  law  s, 
Are  making  battle, thus  like  knightsappoiuted,  - 
Without  my  leave,  and  officers  of  arms? 

By  Castor,  both  shall  die! 

Pat.  Hold  thy  w ord,  Theseus  ! 

W e're  certainly  both  traitors,  both  despisers  I 
Of  thee,  and  of  thy  goodness : I am  Palamon, 
That  cannot  love  thee,  he  that  broke  thy  prison; 
Think  well  what  that  deserves!  and  this  is 
Arcite; 

A bolder  traitor  never  trod  thy  ground, 

A falser  ne’er  seem’d  friend : this  is  the  man 
Was  begg’d  and  banish'd;  this  is  he  con- 
temns thee, 

And  what  thou  dar’st  do ; and  in  this  disguise, 
Against  this  known  edict,  follows  thy  sister, 
That  fortunate  bright  star,  the  fair  Emilia, 
(Whose  servant,  if  there  he  a right  in  seeing, 
And  first  bequeathing  of  the  soul  to,  justly 
I am);  and,  which  is  more,  dares  think  her 
his! 

This  treachery,  like  a most  trusty  lover, 

I call’d  him  now  to  answer  : if  thou  be’st, 

As  thou  art  spoken,  great  and  virtuous, 

The  true  decider  of  all  injuries,  [Theseus, 
Say,  * Fight  again!’  and  thou  shalt  see  me, 
Do  such  a justice,  thou  thyself  wilt  envy; 

Then  take  my  life!  I’ll  wooe  thee  to’t. 

Per.  Oh,  Heaven, 

What  more  than  man  is  this! 

Theft.  I’ve  sworn. 

Arc.  We  seek  not 

Thy  breath  of  mercy,  Theseus!  *Tis  to  me 
A thing  as  soon  to  die,  as  thee  to  say  it, 

And  no  more  mov’d.  Where  this  man  calls 
me  traitor, 

Let  me  say  thus  much  : if  in  love  be  treason, 

In  service  of  so  excellent  a beauty, 

As  I love  most,  and  in  that  faith  will  perish; 

As  f Invc  brought  my  life  here  to  confirm  it; 


As  I have  serv’d  her  truest,  worthiest; 

As  I dare  kill  this  cousin,  that  denies  it; 

So  let  me  be  most  traitor,  ami  you  please 
me.  • 

For  scorning  thy  edict,  duke,  ask  that  lady 
Why  she  is  fair,  and  why  her  eyes  command 
me 

Stay  here  to  love  her;  and  if  she  say  traitor, 
1 am  a villain  fit  to  lie  unburied. 

Pal.  Thou  slmlt  have  pity  of  us  both,  oh, 
Theseus, 

If  unto  neither  thou  shew  merev ; stop, 

As  thou  art  just,  thy  noble  ear  against  us; 
As  thou  art  valiant,  for  thy  cousin's  soul, 
Whose  twelve  strong  labours  crown  his  me- 
mory. 

Let's  duv together  at  one  instant,  duke! 

Only  a little  let  him  fall  before  me, 

That  I may  tell  mv  soul  lie  shall  not  have  her. 
Thes.  1 grant  your  wish;  lor,  to  say  true, 
your  cousin 

Has  ten  times  more  offi  tided,  for  I gave  him 
More  mercy  than  you  found, sir, your  offences 
Being  no  more  than  his.  None  here  speak 
for  ’em ! 

For,  ere  the  sun  set,  both  shall  sleep  for  ever. 

Hip.  Alas,  the  pity ! no*v  or  never,  sister. 
Speak,  not  to  be  denied  : that  face  of  yours 
Will  bear  the  curses  else  of  after-ages. 

For  these  lost  cousins! 

Emi.  In  my  face,  dear  sister, 

1 find  no  anger  to  ’em,  nor  no  ruin  ; 

The  misadventure  of  their  own  eyes  kills  ’em; 
Yet  that  1 will  he  woman,  and  have  pity, 

My  knees  shall  grow  to  th’  ground  but  I’ll 
get  mercy. 

Help  me,  dear  sister ! in  a deed  so  virtuous, 
The  powers  of  all  women  will  be  with  us. 
Most  roval  brother — 

Hip.  Sir,  by  our  tie  of  marriage — 

Emi.  By  your  own  spotless  honour — 

Hip.  By  tlmt  faith, 

That  fair  baud,  and  that  honest  heart  you 

gave  me — [ther, 

Emi.  By  that  you  would  have  pity  in  ano- 
By  your  own  virtues  infinite — 

Hip.  By  valour,  [vou — 

By  all  the  chaste  nights  I have  ever  pleas'd 
The*.  These  are  strange  conjuring*! 

Per.  Nay,  then  I'll  in  too: 

By  all  our  friendship,  sir,  by  all  our  dangers. 
By  all  you  love  most,  wars,  and  this  sweet 
lady—  [deny, 

Emi.  By  that  you  would  liave  trembled  io 

A blushing  maid — 

Hip.  By  your  own  eyes,  by  strength, 

In  which  you  sw ore  I went  beyond  all  women, 
Almost  all  men,  and  yeti  yielded, Theseus— 
Per.  To  crown  ail  this,  by  your  most  no- 
ble soul, 

Which  cannot  want  due  mercy!  I beg  first. 
Hip.  Next  hear  my  prayers; 

Emi.  Last,  let  me  entreat,  sir! 

Per.  For  mercy ! 

Hip.  Mercy! 

Emi 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN. 


415 


Act  3.  Scene  6.] 

Emi.  Mercy  on  these  princes ! 

Thes.  You  make  my  faith  reel:  sav  I felt 
Compassion  to  'em  both,  how  would  you 
place  it?  [nislnnents. 

Emi.  Upon  their  lives;  but  with  their  ba- 
T/tes.  You’re  a right  woman,  sister;  you 
have  pity, 

But  want  the  understanding  where  to  use  it. 
If  you  desire  their  lives,  invent  a way 
Safer  than  banishment:  can  these  two  live, 
And  have  the  agony  of  love  about  ’em, 

And  not  kill  one  another?  Every  day 
They’ll  fight  about  you;  hourly  bring  your 
honour  [then, 

In  public  question  with  their  swords:  be  « i>$ 
And  here  forget  ’em  ! it  concerns  your  credit. 
And  my  oath  equally  : I have  said,  they  >h  ! 
Better  they  fall  by  tli’law,  than  one  another. 
Bow  not  iny  honour. 

Emi.  Oh,  my  noble  brother. 

That  oath  was  rashly  made,  and  in  you  ranger; 
Your  reason  will  not  hold  it:  if  such  vows 
Stand  for  express  will,  all  the  world  must 
parish. 

Beside.  I have  another  oath  ’gainst  yours, 

Of  more  authority.  I’m  sure  more  love; 

Not  made  in  passion  neither,  but  good  heed. 
Thcs.  What  is  it,  sister? 

Per.  Urge  it ‘home,  brave  lady! 

Emi.  That  you  would  ne’er  deny  me  any 
thing  ’ [ing: 

Fit  for  my  modest  suit,  and  vour  free  grant- 
I tie  you  to  your  word  now;  if  you  fail  in’t, 
Think  how  you  maim  your  honour; 

(For  now  Ftn  set  a-begging,  sir.  I’m  deaf 
To  all  but  your  compassion !)  how  their  lives 
Might  breed  the  ruin  of  my  name,  opinion71 ! 
Shall  any  thing  that  loves  me  perish  for  me? 
That  were  a cruel  wisdom ! do  men  prune 
The  straight  young  boughs  that  blush  with 
thousand  blossoms,  [seas, 

Because  they  may  be  rotten  ? Oh,  dukeThe- 
The  goodly  mothers  tliat  have  groau’d  for 
these, 

And  all  the  longing  maids  that  ever  lov’d, 

If  vour  vow  stand,  shall  curse  me  and  my 
beauty,  [sins, 

And,  in  their  funeral  songs  for  these  two  cou- 
Despise  my  cruelty,  and  cry  woe-worth  me, 
’Till  I am  nothing  but  the  scorn  of  women : 
For  HeavVs  sake  save  their  lives,  and  banish 
Thcs.  On  what  conditions?  [’em! 

Emi.  Swear  ’em  never  more 
To  make  me  their  contention,  or  to  know  me, 
To  tread  upon  thy  dukedom,  and  to  be, 


Wherever  they  shall  travel,  ever  strangers 
To  one  another. 

Pal.  I’ll  be  cut  a-pieces 
Before  I tike  this  oath!  Forget  I love  her? 
Oh,  all  ye  gods,  despise  me  then  ! Thy  ba- 
nishment 

I not  misiike,  so  we  may  fairly  carry 
Our  sword?,  and  cause  along;  else  never  trifle, 
But  taKe  our  lives,  duke ! I must  love,  and 
will  [sin, 

And  f ir  that  love,  must  and  dare  kill  this  cou- 
On  anv  piece  the  eirth  has! 

The*.  Will  you,  Arcite, 

Take  these  conditions  ? 

J‘af.  lie's  a villain  then  ! 

Per.  These  are  men ! Paging, 

Arc.  No, never, duke;  ’tis worse  to  inethan 
To  take  my  life  so  basely.  Tiio*  I think 
T never  shall  enjoy  her,  yet  I’ll  preserve 
The  honour  of  attention,  and  die  for  her, 
Make  death  a devil ! [compassion. 

Thcs.  What  may  he  done?  for  now  I feel 
Per.  Let  it  not  fall  again,  sir! 

7 Acs.  8 ay,  Emilia, 

If  one  oft  hern  were  dead,  as  one  must,  are  you 
Content  to  take  the  other  to  your  husband  ? 
They  cannot  both  enjoy  you;  they  are 
princes 

As  goodly  ns  vour  own  eyes,  and  as  noble 
As  ever  Fame  yet  spoke  of;  look  upon  ’em. 
And  if  you  can  love,  end  this  difference! 

I give  consent ! are  you  content  too,  princes? 
Both.  With  all  our  souls. 

Thcs.  He  that  she  refuses 
Must  die  then. 

Both.  Any  death  thou  canst  invent,  duke. 
Pal.  If  I fall  from  that  mouth,  I fall  with 
favour, 

And  lovers  vet  unhorn  shall  bless  my  ashes. 
Arc.  If  she  refuse  me,  yet  my  grave  will 
wed  me, 

And  soldiers  sing  my  epitaph. 

Thcs.  Make  choice  then  ! [cel lent: 

Emi.  I cannot,  sir;  they’re  both  too  ex- 
For  me,  a hair  shall  never  fall  of  these  men. 
Hip.  What  will  become  of  ’eiu? 

Thcs.  Thus  I ordain  it; 

And,  by  mine  honour,  once  again  it  stands, 
Or  both  shall  die! — You  shall  both  to  your 
country: 

And  cnch  within  this  month,  accompanied 
With  three  fair  knights,  appear  again  in  this 
place, 

In  which  I’ll  plant  a pyramid:  and  whether^ 
Before  us  that  are  here,  can  force  his  cousin 


71 hoi o their  lira  % 

Might  breed  the  ruin  if  my  name ; opinion, 

Shall  any  thing  that  lores  me  perish  for  me  Y]  Opinion  is  often  used  by  the  old  writers 
iu  the  sense  of  reputation,  in  which  sense  it  is  here  to  be  taken.  Macbeth  says, 

1 VVe  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  business; 

1 He  hath  honour’d  tne  of  late;  and  I have  bought 

* Golden  opinions  from  all  sorts  of  people, 

1 V\  hich  would  be  worn  now  in  their  newest  gloss, 

* Not  cast  aside  so  soon.’ 

By 
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By  fair  and  knightly  strength  to  touch  the 
pillar; 

He  shall  enjoy  her ; the  other  lose  his  bend7*, 
Ami  all  k» friends ; nor  shall  begrudge  to  fall, 
Nor  think  he  dies  with  interest  in  this  lady: 
Will  this  content  ye  ? 

Pal.  Yes.  Here,  cousin  Arcite, 

I’m  friends  again  ’till  that  hour. 

Arc.  I embrace  you. 

Thes.  Are  you  content,  sister? 

Emi.  Yes:  (must,  sir; 

Else  both  miscarry. 


[Act  4.  Scene  1. 

Then.  Coine,  shake  hands  again  then ; 
Anti  take  heed,  as  you’re  gentlemen,  this 
quarrel 

Sleep  ’till  the  hour  prefix’d,  and  hold  vour 
course ! 

PaL  We  dare  not  fail  thee,  Theseus. 
Tin's.  Come,  I’ll  give  ye 
Now  usage  like  to  princes,  and  to  friends. 
When  ye  return,  who  wins,  I’ll  settle  liere; 
Who  loses,  yet  I’ll  weep  upon  his  bier. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Jailor  and  a Friend. 

Jailor.  U EA 1 1 you  no  more  ? Was  nothing 
■ * said  of  me 

Concerning  the  escape  of  l'ulatnon? 

Conti  sir,  remember! 

1 Friend.  Nothing  that  I heard; 

Fori  came  home  before  the  business 
Was  fully  ended:  yet  I might  perceive, 

Ere  I departed,  a great  likelihood 
Of  both  their  pardons;  for  liippolita, 

And  fnir-ey’d  Kiuilv,  upon  their  knees 

with  such  handsome  pity,  that  the  duke 
jMelhought  stood  staggering  whether  he  should 
follow 

Ilis  rash  oath,  or  the  sweet  compassion 

71  — - The  other  lose  his  head , 

And  all  his  friends.]  Clmucer’sdoom  on  this  occasion  is  only  banishment,  and  our  aathors 
altered  it,  to  render  the  catastrophe  more  interesting.  As  to  the  probability  of  their  pro- 
curing each  three  seconds  upon  such  odd  terms,  it  may  shock  us  to  suppose  any  such  gallant 
idiots ; hut  even  so  low  as  our  authors’  age,  it  v as  reckon’d  cowardice  to  refuse  any  man, 
even  a stranger,  to  be  a second  in  almost  any  duel  whatever,  of  which  there  is  a most  inimi- 
table burlesque  in  the  Little  French  Lawyer.  Mankind  were  mad  after  knight-errantry ; and 
the  reader  roust  catch  a little  of  the  spirit  himself,  or  he’ll  lose  a great  part  of  the  beauties  of 
this  piny;  he  must  kindle  with  the  Haines  of  military  glorv,  think  life  a small  stake  to  hazard 
in  such  a combat,  and  death  desirable  to  the  conquer’d  as  a refuge  from  sliauie.  While  the 
judicial  trials  by  the  duello  were  part  of  our  law  s,  this  was  really  the  spirit  of  our  ancestors. 
1 have  a treatise  now  before  me  of  Mr.  Scldcn,  wrote  in  1610,  probably  about  the  very  time 
of  our  authors  publishing  this  play,  where  these  duello  trials  are  very  learnedly  traced,  w ith 
all  their  forms  and  ceremonies  from  the  Norman  conquest  to  James  the  First,  in  whose  reign 
they  still  continued  part  of  the  laws  of  our  land,  and  seem  to  have  been  not  out  of  fashion; 
for  we  find  by  all  the  writers  of  that  age,  how  common  the  private  extrajudicial  duel  then 
was,  and  this  author,  after  reciting  the  decrees  of  two  popes  against  such  trials,  and  the 
thunder,  as  he  calls  it,  of  the  Council  of  Trent,  with  a very  serious  face  subjoins:  4 lo  those 
€ which  were  the  observant  sonnes  of  the  Roman  church,  this  und  the  other  decrees  extend 
* their  inhibitions;  but  the  English  customs  never  permitted  themselves  to  be  subjected  to 
‘ such  clergy  cations;  alwuies  (under  parliament  correction)  retaining,  us  whatsoever  they 
4 have  by  long  use  or  allowance  approv’d,  so  this  of  the  duel.’ — I am  told  by  lawyers,  that 
this  superstitious  and  barbarous  law  has  never  to  this  day  met  with  parliament  correction , 
hut  has  by  custom  only  sunk  into  obsoleteness.  Our  ancestors  in  this  instance  as  well  as 
that  of  our  calendar,  most  resolutely  avoided  the  example  of  Rapists,  even  where  the  latter 
were  evidently  right.  Seward. 


Of  those  two  ladies;  and  to  second  them, 
That  truly  noble  prince  Peril  lions, 

Ilnlf  his  own  heart  set.  in  loo,  that.  I bojte 
All  shall  be  well : neither  heard  1 one  ones* 
Of  your  name,  or  liis  ’scape.  [tion 

Enter  Si  cond  Friend. 

Jailor.  Pray  Heav’u,  it  hold  so! 

‘2  Friend.  Be  of  good  comfort,  man  ! I 
bring  you  news. 

Good  news. 

Jailor.  They’re  welcome. 

2 Friend.  Palninon  has  clear’d  you, 

Ami  got  your  pardou,  und  discover'd  how 
And  by  whose  means  lie  ’scap’d,  which  was 
your  daughter's,  [soner 

Whose  pardon  i*  procur'd  too;  and  the  pri- 
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Act  4.  Scerte  1.] 

(Not  to  be  held  ungrateful  to  her  goodness) 
Has  given  a sum  ot  money  to  her  marriage, 
A large  one,  I'll  assure  you. 

Jailor.  You're  a good  man, 

And  ever  bring  good  news. 

1 Friend.  How  was  it  ended  ? 

2 Friend.  Why, as  it  should  be;  they  that 

never  begg’d  [granted. 

But  they  prevail'd,  had  their  suits  fairly 
The  prisoners  have  their  lives. 

1 Friend.  I knew  'twould  be  so. 

2 Friend.  But  there  be  new  conditions, 
which  you’ll  hear  of 

At  better  time. 

Jailor.  I hope  they're  good. 

2 Friend.  They're  Iwnourable; 

How  good  they’ll  prove,  I know  not. 

Enter  Wooer. 

1 Friend.  'Twill  be  known. 

Wooer.  Alas,  sir,  whore’s  your  daughter? 
Jailor.  Why  do  you  ask? 

Wooer.  Oh,  sir,  when  did  you  see  her  ? 

2 Friend.  How  he  looks! 

Jailor.  This  morning.  [sir? 

Wooer.  Was  she  well?  was  she  in  healtli. 
When  did  she  sleep  ? 

1 Friend.  These  are  strange  questions. 
Jailor.  I do  not  think  slic  was  very  well ; 
for,  now 

You  make  me  mind  her,  but  this  very  day 
1 ask'd  her  questions,  and  she  answer’d  me 
So  far  from  what  she  was,  so  childishly, 

So  sillily,  as  if  she  were  a fool, 

An  innocent71!  and  I was  very  angry. 

But  what  of  her,  sir? 

Wooer.  Nothing  but  my  pity  ; 

But  you  must  know  it,  and  as  good  by  me 
As  by  another  that  less  loves  her. 

Jailor.  Well,  sir? 

1 Friend.  Not  right? 

2 Friend.  Not  well? 

Wooer.  No,  sir;  not  well: 

'Tis  too  true,  sl»e  is  mad. 

1 Friend.  It  cannot  be. 


Winter.  Believe,  you'A  find  it  so. 

Jailor.  I half  suspected  [her! 

What  you  have  tola  me ; the  gods  comfort 
Either  this  was  her  love  to  Palamon, 

Or  fear  of  ray  miscarrying  on  his  ’scape. 

Or  both. 

Wooer.  Tis  likely. 

Jailor.  But  why  all  this  haste,  sir? 

Wooer.  I'll  tell  you  quickly.  As  I late 
was  angling 

Inthe  great  lake  that  lies  behind  the  palace74. 
From  the  far  shore,  thick  set  with  reeds  and 
sedges, 

As  patiently  I was  attending  sport, 

I heard  a voice,  a shrill  one;  and  attentive 
I gave  my  ear ; when  I might  well  perceive 
Twas  one  that  sung,  aud,  by  the  smallness 
of  it, 

A boy  or  woman.  I then  left  my  angle 
To  his  own  skill,  came  near,  hut  yet  per- 
ceiv'd  not 

Who  made  the  sound,  the  nishes  and  the  reeds 
Had  so  encompass'd  it : I laid  me  down 
And  listen'd  to  the  words  she  sung;  for  then, 
Thro’  a small  glade  cut  by  the  fishermen, 

I saw  it  was  your  daughter. 

Jailor.  Pray  go  on,  sir! 

Wooer.  She  sung  much,  but  no  sense; 
only  I heard  her 

Repeat  this  often : * Palamon  is  gone, 

* Is  gone  to  th'  wood  to  gather  mulberries ; 

* III  find  him  out  to-morrow.' 

1 Friend.  Pretty  soul!  [he’ll  he  taken; 
Wooer.  4 Iiis  shackles  will  betray  him, 

4 And  what-slmll  I do  then?  I’ll  bring  a heavy, 

* A hundred  black-ey'd  maids  that  love  as  I 

* do, 

* With  chaplets  on  their  heads,  of  daffodillies, 

* With  cherry  lips,  and  cheeks  of  damask 

* roses, 

4 And  all  we’ll  dance  an  Rntick  'fore  the  duke, 

* And  beg  his  pardou.'  Then  she  talk'd  of 

you,  sir;  [morning. 

That  you  must  lose  your  head  to-morrow 
And  she  must  gather  flowers  to  bury  you. 


73  An  innocent.]  In  the  northern  parts  of  this  kingdom,  the  common  appellation  of  an 
ideot  is  an  innocent  to  this  day.  K. 

74  As  I late,  4*c.]  This  description  bears  a striking  resemblance  to  the  following  in 
Hamlet : 

* There  is  a willow  grows  aslant  a brook, 

* That  shews  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glassy  stream  : 

4 There  with  fantastic  garlands  did  she  come, 

4 Of  crow-flowers,  nettles,  daisies,  and  long  purples, 

4 Tlmt  liberal  shepherds  give  a grosser  name, 

* But  our  cold  maids  do  dead  men’s  fingers  call  them: 

4 There  on  the  pendant  boughs,  her  coronet  weedy 

4 Clambering  to  hang,  an  envious  sliver  broke; 

4 When  dowu  her  weedy  trophies  and  herself 
4 Fell  in  the  weeping  brook ; her  cloaths  spread  wide, 

4 And,  mermaid-like,  a while. they  bore  her  up : 

4 Which  time  she  chnunted  snatches  of  old  tunes, 

4 As  one  incapable  of  her  own  distress, 

4 Or  like  a creature  native,  and  iudued 
4 Unto  that  element.’  JL 

VOL.  ni.  s H And 
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And  see  the  house  made  handsome*,  then 
slie  sung  [between 

Nothin"  but  ‘ Willow,  willow,  willow74/  and 
Ever  was,  ‘ Pnlnmon,  fa»r  Palnmon  !' 

And  1 Pnlainon  was  a tall  young  man!*  The 
place  [tresses. 

Was  knee-deep  where  she  sat ; her  careless  ■ 
A wreath  of  bull-rush  rounded75;  about  her  ; 

stuck  [lours;  \ 

Thousand  frcsle water  flowers  of  several  co- 
'I  hat  metliought  she  appear'd  like  the  fair 
nymph 

That  feeds  the  lake  w ith  waters,  or  as  Iris 
Newly  dropt  down  from  lleav’n ! Kings  sire 
made 

Of  rushes  that  grew  by,  and  to  ’em  spoke 
The  prettiest  posies ; * Tims  our  true  love’s 
tied  ;*  [one  : 

' This  you  may  loose,  not  me and  many  u 
And  then  she  wept,  and  sung  again,  and  sigh’d, 
And  with  the  same  breath  smil'd,  and  List 
her  hand. 

2 Friend.  Alas,  what  pity  ’tis ! 

Wooer,  i made  in  to  her ; [sav’d  her. 
She  saw  me,  and  straight  sought  the  flood ; 1 
And  set  her  safe  to  land ; when  presently 
She  slipt  away,  and  to  the  city  made, 

With  such  aery,  and  sw  illness,  that  believe  ine, 
She  Jeft  me  far  behind  her : three,  or  four, 

1 saw  from  far  off  cross  her,  one  of  ’em 
I knew  to  be  your  brotlier ; w here  she  stay’d, 
And  fell,  scarce  to  be  got  away;  I left  them 
with  her. 

Enter  Brother,  Duugh  ter,  and  others. 

And  hither  came  to  tell  you.  Here  they  are ! 

Daugh.  May  you  never  more  enjoy  the 
Is  not  this  a fine  song?  [light,  \c. 

Brother.  Oh,  a very  fine  one ! 

Dough.  I can  sing  twenty  more. 

Brother.  I think  you  can.  [Broom, 

Dough.  Yes,  truly  cun  I ; I can  siug  the 
And  Bonny  Kobin™.  Are  uot  you  a tuiior  ? 
Brother.  Yes. 

Duugh.  Where's  mv  wedding-gown? 
Brother.  I’ll  bring  it  to-morrow. 

Dough.  Do,  very  early77;  I must  be 
abroad  else. 

To  call  the  maids,  and  pay  the  minstrels; 
Tori  must  lose  my  maidenhead  by  cock-light; 
Twill  never  thrive  else. 

Oh,  fair,  oh,  sweet,  &c.  [Sings. 

Brother:  You  must  e\’n  take  it  patiently. 
Juilor.  Tis  true.  [you  ever  hear 

Duugh.  Good  e’en,  good  men ! Pray  did 
Of  one  young  Palamon? 


[Act  4.  Scrne  1. 

Juilor.  Yes,  wentn,  we  know  him. 

Dough.  Is’t  not  a fine  young  geiillcman  > 
Jailor.  ’Tis  love!  [then  distemper'd 

Brother.  By  uo  means  cross  her;  site  is 
Fur  worse  than  now  she  shews. 

1 Friend.  Yes,  he’s  a fine  man. 

Duugh.  Oh,  is  he  so  ? You  have  a swter? 
i Fro  nd.  Yes.  [her  so, 

Duugh.  But  she  shall  never  have  hiiu,  tell 
For  a trick  that  I know  : you  hud  Lest  look 
to  her,  [done, 

For  if  she  see  him  once,  she's  gone ; she's 
And  undone  in  an  hour.  All  the  Vouug  uuiidi 
Of  our  town  are  in  love  with  him;  but  I 
laugh  at  ’em, 

And  let  ’em  all  alone;  is’t  not  a wise  courser 

1 Friend.  Yes. 

Daugh.  There  is  at  least  two  hundred  now 
with  child  by  him, 

There  must  be  four;  yet  I keep  close  for  all 
this, 

Close  as  a cockle ; and  all  these  most  be  boys, 
He  has  the  trick  on't;  and  at  ten  years  old 
They  must  be  all  gelt  for  musicians, 

And  sing  the  Wars  of  Theseus. 

2 Friend.  This  is  strange. 

JJovgh.  As  ever  you  heard ; but  say  nothine- 
1 Friend.  No.  [dukedom  to  him: 

Duugh.  They  come  from  all  parts  of  the 
I’ll  warrant  you,  he  had  not  so  few  lust  night 
As  twenty  to  dispatch ; he'll  tickle'i  up 
In  two  hours,  if  his  hand  be  in. 

Jailor.  She’s  lost, 

Past  all  cure ! ' 

Brother . Ileav’n  forbid,  man  ! 

Duugh.  Come  hither  ; you’re  u wise  roau. 

1 Friend.  Does  she  know  him? 

2 Friend.  No;  ’would  she  did! 

])augh.  You’re  master  of  a ship? 

Juilor.  Yes. 

Duugh.  Where's  your  compass  ? 

Jailor.  Here. 

Duugh.  J'ct  it  to  tir  north  ; 

And  now  direct  your  course  to  tl.’  wood, 
where  Palauion 

Lies  longing  for  me ; for  the  tackling 
Let  me  alone*,  come,  weigh  my  hearts,  checrly! 
All.  Owgb,  ovvglt,  owgh  ! ’tis  up,  the  wiud 
is  fair. 

Top  the  l»owling ; out  with  tire  main-sail! 
Where  is  your  whistle,  master? 

Brother.  Let’s  get  her  iu. 

Jailor.  Up  to  the  top,  boy. 

Brother.  Where’s  the  pilot? 

1 Friend.  Here. 

Daugh.  What  ken’st  thou? 


74  Wiliam,  4*c.]  See  Othello.  The  song  liere  alluded  to,  is  printed  in  Percy’s  Rclnjues  of 
Ancient  Poetry.  R. 

75  A wrenk  of  bu/l-ruJi.J  Corrected  in  1730. 

76  Bonny  Robin.l  Ophelia,  in  Shakespeare's  Hfunlet,  sings  part  of  this  song. 

77  Do,  very  rarely.]  1 had  put  early  into  the  text  here  before  I received  Mr.  Sympson's 

reading  rearly , i.  e.  I ►climes  in  the  morning.  If  there  is  such  a word,  it  is  undoubtedly  tbc 
true  one;  hot  aa^  he  (jnotes  no  authority,  and  I can  find  none  in  my  glossaries,  ( must  let 
tally  tannin,  which  Mr.  'ibeohuld  has  likewise  put  in  his  margin.  St vurtf. 

2 Friend- 
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Act  4.  Scene  2.] 


2 Friend.  A fair  wood. 

Laugh.  Bear  for  it,  master ; tack  about ! 

lieu  Cinthia  with  her  borrow’d  light,  Nc. 

[ilri'tail. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Emilia , with  two  Pictures. 

Fmi.  Yet  I may  bind  those  wounds  up, 
that  must  open  [chuse, 

And  bleed  to  death  for  my  sake  else:  I’ft 
And  end  their  strife ; two  such  young  hand- 
some men 

Shall  never  fid  I firmer  their  weeping  mothers, 
Following  the  dead-cold  ashes  of  their  sous, 
Shall  never  curse  iny  cruelty.  Good  (leav’n. 
What  a sweet  face  has  Arcite ! If  wise  Nature, 
With  all  her  best  endowments,  all  those 
beauties 

She  sows  into  the  births  of  noble  hodics. 
Were  here  a mortal  woman,  and  had  in  her 
The  coy  denials  of  young  maids, yet  doubtless 
She  would  run  mad  for  this  man : what  an  eye! 
Of  what  a fiery  sparkle,  and  quick  sweetness, 
lias  this  young  prince ! here  Love  himself 
sits  smiling ; 

Just  such  another  wanton  Gunimede 
Set  Jove  afire  with77,  and  enforc’d  the  god 
Snatch  up  the  goodly  boy,  and  set  him  by  him 
A shining  constellation  ! what  a brow, 

Of  w hat  a spacious  majesty,  be  carries, 

Arch’d  like  the  great- ey ’cl  Juno’s,  but  far 
sweeter,  [Honour,  ! 

.Smoother  than  Pelupfa  shoulder!  Fame  and 
Methinks,  from  hence,  as  from  a promontory 
Pointed  in  lleuv’u,  should  clap  their  wings, 
and  sing 

To  all  the  under-world,  the  loves  and  fights 


Of gods,  and  such  men  near ’em.  Falnmon 
Is  hut  his  foil;  to  him,  a mere  dull  shadow; 
He’s  swarth  and  meagre,  of  an  eye  as  heavy 
As  if  he’d  lost  his  mother7*;  a Still  temper. 
No  stirring  in  him,  no  alacrity; 

Of  all  this  sprightly  sharpness,  not  a smile. 
Yet  these  that  we  count  errors,  may  become 
him: 

Narcissus  was  a sad  boy,  but  a heav’nly. 

Oh,  w ho  can  find  the  bent  of  woman’s  lancy? 
T am  a tool,  my  reason  is  lost  in  roe  ! 

I have  no  choice,  and  I have  lied  so  lewdly. 
That  women  ought  to  beat  me.  On  mv  knees 
I ask  thy  pardon,  Palamon ! Thou  art  alone, 
And  only  beautiful;  and  these  thy  eves, 
These  the  bright  lamps  of  beauty,  that  com- 
mand [dare  cross  ’em  ? 

And  threaten  love,  and  what  young  maid 
What  a bold  gravity,  and  yet  inviting, 
lias  this  brown  manly  face  ! Oh,  Love,  this 
only  [cite! 

From  this  hour  is  complexion;  lie  there,  Ar- 
TJiou  art  a changeling  to  him,  a mere  gipsy, 
And  this  the  noble  body  — I am  sotted, 
Utterly  lost!  my  virgin*s  faith  has  Hed  me79. 
For  if  my  brother  but  ev’n  now  had  ask’d  me 
Whether  I lov’d,  I had  run  mad  for  Arcite; 
Now  if  my  sister,  more  for  Palamon. 

Stand  both  together ! Now,  come,  ask  me, 
brother, 

Ala9,  I know  not!  atkme,  now,  sweet  sister; 
I may  go  look  ! What  a mere  child  is  fancy, 
That  having  two  fairgawdsofcqual  sweetness, 
Cannot  distinguish,  but  must  cry  for  both  ! 

Enter'  a Gentleman. 

How  now,  sir? 

Gent.  From  the  noble  duke,  your  brother, 


77  — here  Lace  himself  sits  smiling 

Just  such  another  icon  ton  Ganimede, 

Set  Lore  afire  with,  and  enforc'd  the  gwi 

Snatch  up  the  goodly  boy. — 1 This  is  certainly  corrupt;  every  body  must  see  that  Jure 
is  somewhere  left  out.  But  says  Mr.  Syinpson,  suppose  we  read, 

/Set  Jr  c afire  with  - 

it  is  still  not  sense;  he  therefore  proposes, 

Jove  such  another  wanton  Ganimede 
Set  Love  afire  with  -■ — - - 

But  this,  I fear,  will  hardly  he  thought  good  F.nglish.  I had  long  since  discovered  what  still 
seems  the  real  mistake,  fire  like  hour, your,  &c.  is  often  nmde  two  syllables  by  our  authors; 
the  actors  and  transcribers  not  knowing  this,  thought  the  verse  wanted  a syllable,  and  pro- 
bably intruded  the  particle  with  to  supply  it,  not  observing  how  much  it  embarrass'd  ti  e 
construction.  La  we  tor  Jove  seems  a mere  accidental  error  of  the  press.  I read  therefore. 
Just  such  another  wanton  Ganimede 
Set  Jove  afire,  and  enforc’d  the  god.  See. 

Tliere  is  another  way  of  correcting  this,  by  the  insertion  of  a nominative  case  in  the  end  of 
the  second  line,  as 

here  Love  himself  sits  smiling, 

Just  such  another  wanton  Ganimede  he 

Set  Jove  afire  with, 

The  former  seems  far  preferable.  Seward. 

7*  As  if  hed  lost  his  mother.]  This  seems  directly  opposite  to  the  sense  intended,  the  ePW 
minacy  o ( Pa/amtm,  compared  with  Arcite . Perhaps  we  should  read,  As  h'had  hot  lost  h»s 
mother,  i.  e.  the  mother  in  his  mind. 

79  My  virgin  faith  has  fled  we.]  So  reads  Seward. 

3FU  . Madam* 
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Madam,  I bring  you  news . the  knights  are 
come ! 

Emi.  To  end  the  quarrel? 

Gent.  Yes. 

Ena.  'Would  I might  end  first ! 

What  sins  have  l committed,  chaste  Diana, 
That  my  unspotted  youth  must  now  he  soil’d 
With  blood  of  princes  ? and  my  chastity 
Be  made  the  altar,  where  the  iives  of  lovers 
(Two  greater  and  two  better  never  yet 
Made  mothers*  joy)  must  be  the  sacrifice 
To  my  unhappy  beauty? 

Enter  Theseus,  Hippolita , Pcrithous,  and 
* Attendants . 

Thes.  Bring  'em  in 

Quickly  by  any  means  ! I long  to  see  Vm. — 
Your  two  contending  lovers  are  return’d. 

And  with  them  their  fair  knights:  uow,  my 
fair  sister, 

You  must  love  one  of  them. 

Etni . I had  rather  both, 

So  neither  for  my  sake  should  fall  untimely. 

Enter  Messenger .• . 

Thes*  Who  saw  ’em  ? 

Per,  I a while. 

Gent,  And  I. 

Thes.  From  whence  come  you,  sir? 

Mess.  From  the  knights. 

Thes.  Pray  speak, 

You  that  have  seen  them,  wliut  they  are. 
Mess.  I will,  sir, 

And  truly  what  I think:  six  braver  spirits 
Than  these  they've  brought,  (if  we  judge  by 
the  outside) 

1 never  saw,  nor  read  of.  He  that  stands 
In  the  first  place  with  Arcite,  by  his  seeming 
Should  be  a stout  man,  by  his  face  a prince 
(His  very  looks  so  sny  him);  his  complexion 
Nearer  a brown,  than  black;  stern,  and  yet 
noble,  [dangers ; 

Which  shews  him  hardy,  fearless,  proud  of 
The  circles  of  his  eyes  shew  for  within  him40, 
And  as  n heated  lion,  so  lie  looks;  [shining 
His  hair  hangs  long  behind  him,  black  and 
Tike  raven’s  wings;  his  shoulders  broud,  and 
strong; 


Anns  long  and  round11 : and  on  his  thigh  a 
sword 

Hung  by  a curious  baldrick81,  when  he 
frowns  fence. 

To  seal  his  will  with;  better,  o*  my  consci- 
Wan  never  soldier’s  friend. 

Thes.  l li' bust  well  describ'd  him. 

Per.  Yet  a great  deal  short, 

Methiuks,  of  him  that’s  first  with  Palamon. 
Thes.  Pray  speak  him,  friend. 

Per.  I guess  he  is  a prince  too, 

And,  if  it  may  be,  greater;  for  his  show 
lias  all  the  ornament  of  honour  iu’l. 

He's  somewhat  bigger  than  the  knight  he 
spoke  of, 

But  of  a face  far  sweeter;  his  complexion 
Is  (as  a ripe  grape)  ruddv;  lie  has  felt, 
Without  doubt  what  he  fights  for,  aud  so 
npter 

To  make  this  cause  his  own  ; in’s  face  appears 
All  the  fair  hopes  of  what  lie  undertakes; 
And  when  he’s  angry,  then  a settled  valour 
(Not  tainted  with  extremes)  runs  thro’  liis 
body,  [cannot, 

And  guides  his  arm  to  brave  tilings  ; tear  lie 
He  shews  no  such  soft  temper;  his  head's 
yellow,  [ivy  lops, 

Hard-luiir’d,  and  curl’d,  thick  twin’d,  uke 
Not  to  undo  with  thunder;  in  his  face 
The  livery  of  the  warlike  maid  appears, 

Pure  red  aud  white,  for  yet  no  beard  has  blest 
him ; 

And  in  his  rolling  eyes  sits  Victory, 

As  if  site  ever  meant  to  crow  n his  valour11; 
His  nose  stands  high,  a character  of  hnuour, 
His  rid  lips,  after  fights,  arc  fit  for  ladies, 
fc'wi.  Must  these  men  die  too? 

Per.  Wlion  lie  spenks,  his  tongue 
Sounds  like  a trumpet;  all  his  lineaments 
Are  us  a man  would  wish  ’em,  strong  and 
clean ; 

He  wears  a wcll-stecl'd  axe,  the  staff  of  gold; 
His  age  some  five  and  twenty. 

Mess.  Tliere’s  another, 

A little  man,  but  of  ;t  tough. soul,  seeming 
As  great  as  any;  fairer  promise's 
In  such  a body  yet  I never  look’<l  on. 

Per.  Oh,  he  that’s  freckle-fac’d  ? 


*°  The  circles  of  his  eyes  sheer  fair  within  him , 

And  as  a heated  lion,  so  he  looks .]  He  is  describ'd  of  a very  dark-brown  complexiou, 
with  raven-black  hair,  of  a noble  but  w ithal  of  so  stem  a look,  that  his  eyes  were  like  those  <4 
a heated  lion.  To  every  part  of  this  description  tlie  adject ivejair  is  diametric  ally  opposite, 
not  only  as  to  the  colour,  but  to  the  sternness  and  fierceness  of  his  looks,  fair  conveying  tl.e 
idea  of  openness  and  mildness.  But  the  corruption  consists  only  in  the  addition  of  a siugl# 
vowel,  which  being  removed,  the  expression  regains  its  original  strength  aud  propriety: 

The  circles  of  his  eyes  shew  Jar  within  him.  Seward, 

•*  Arm'd  lone*  and  round!]  Former  editions.  Seward. 

,x  Baldrick.]  Sec  note  49  on  Briars’  Bush.  ' 

■ sits  Victory , 

As  if  she  ever  meunt  to  correct  his  valour.]  How  does  victory  correct  valour?  TJiC 
word  is  undoubtedly  corrupt,  and  equally  hurts  both  the  measure  and  sense.  Crown  is  what 
the  context  evidently  requires,  and  tho’  it  differs  much  in  its  letters  from  the  old  reading,  yet 
it  is  rather  a proof  what  great  mistakes  printers  sometimes  make,  than  an  argument  against 
its  being  admitted  for  the  genuine  text.  Seward. 

j Ifeis. 
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Act  4.  Scene  3.] 

Jfcss.  The  same,  ray  lord : 

Are  they  not  sweet  ones? 

Per.  Yea,  they’re  well. 

A/m.  Methinks, 

Being  so  few,  and  well  dispos’d,  they  shew 
Great,  and  fine  art  in  Nature,  lie’s  white- 
hair’d, 

Not  wanton-white,  but  such  a manly  colour 
Nest  to  an  auburn  ; tough,  and  nimble  set. 
Which  shews  an  active  soul ; his  arms  are 
brawny. 

Lin’d  with  strong  sinews ; to  the  shoulder-piece 
Gently  they  swell,  like  women  new-conceiv’d, 
Which  speaks  him  prone  to  labour,  never 
fainting 

Under  tlie  weight  of  arms;  6tout-hearted,  still, 
But,  when  he  stirs,  a tiger;  he’s  grey-ey’d, 
Which  yields  compassion  where  he  con- 
quers ; sharp 

To  spy  advantages,  and  where  he  finds  ’era, 
lie’s  swift  to  make 'em  his;  he  does  no  wrongs, 
N or  takes  none ; he’s  rountl-fac’d,  and  when 
he  smiles 

He  shew  s a lover,  when  lie  frowns,  a soldier ; 
About  his  head  he  wears  the  winner’s  oak. 
And  in  it  stuck  the  favour  of  his  lady ; 

His  age,  some  six  and  thirty.  In  his  timid 
He  bearsa  charging-staff, emboss’d  with  silver. 
'Thes.  Arc  they  all  thus? 

Per.  They’re  all  the  sons  of  honour. 

Thes.  Now,  as  1 have  a soul,  l long  to 
see  ’em! 

Lady,  you  sliall  see  men  fight  now. 
flip.  1 wish  it, 

But  not  the  cause,  my  lord  : they  would  shew 
bravely 

Fighting  about  the  titles  of  two  kingdoms**; 
* Tis  pity  love  should  be  so  tyrannous. 

Oil,  my  soft-hearted  sister,  what  think  you? 
Weep  not,  till  they  weep  blood,  wench!  it 
must  be. 

Thes.  You’ve  steel’d  ’em  with  your  beauty. 
Honour’d  friend. 

To  you  I give  the  field  ; pray  order  it. 
Fitting  tlie  persons  that  must  use  it! 

Per . Yes,  sir 

Thes.  Come,  I’ll  go  visit  ’em  : I cannot  stay 
(Their  fame  has  fir’d  me  so)  till  they  appear; 
Good  frieud,  In*  royal ! 

Per.  There  shall  want  no  bravery. 
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Emi.  Poor  wench,  go  weep ; for  whoso- 
ever wins. 

Loses  u noble  cousin  for  thy  sius.  [ Exeunt. 
SCENE  HI. 

Enter  Jailor , Wooer , and  Doctor. 

Doctor.  Her  distraction  is  more  at  some 
tune  of  the  moon 
Than  ut  oilier  some,  is  it  not  ? 

Jailor.  She  is 

Continually  in  a harmless  distemper; 

Sleeps  little,  altogether  without  appetite, 
Save  often  drinking;  dreaming  of  another 
World,  and  a better;  and  what  broken  piece 
Ot  mutter  soe’er  stie  s about,  the  name 
Palamou  lards  it ; that  she  farces  ev’ry 

Enter  Daughter. 

Business  witlial,  fits  it  to  every  question. 
Look,  where  she  comes!  you  shall  perceive 
her  behaviour.  [on’t 

Dough.  I have  forgot  it  quite;  the  burden 
Was  dtnin-a  do^n-u;  and  penn’d  by  no  worse 
man  than 

Girnldo,  Emilia’s  schoolmaster : he’s  as 
Fantastical  too,  as  ever  he  may  go  u poll's 
*«T?s  i 

For  in  tlie  next  world  will  Dido  see  Pnlamon, 
And  then  will  she  be  outot  love  w ith  .Eneas. 
Doctor.  What  stud’s  here?  poor  soul! 
Jailor.  Ev’n  thus  all  dnv  long. 

Dough.  Now  for  this  charm,  that  I told 
you  of;  you  must 

Bringu  pieceofsilycron  the  tip  of  your  tongue. 
Or  no  ferry:  men  if  it  be  your  chance  to  com** 
Where  the  blessed  spirits,  (as  there’s  a sight 
now)  we  maids 

That  have  our  livers  perish’d,  crack’d  to  pieces 
With  love,  we  shall  come  there,  and  do  nothing 
All  day  long  but  pick  Ho  wits  with  Proser- 
pine ; 

Then  will  l make  Palninon  a nosegay; 

Then  let  him — mark  me — then! 

Doctor.  How  prettily  she’s  amiss!  note 
her  a little  further! 

Dough.  Faith,  i ll  tell  you;  sometime  we 
go  to  barley-break, 

We  of  tlie  Mess’d  •* : alas,  ’tis  a sore  life 
They  have  i’th’  other  place,  such  burning 
frying, 
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64  But  not  the  cause,  my  lord:  they  would  shew 

Bravely  about  the  titles  of  two  kingdoms .]  As  two  syllables  arc  somewhere  wanting  in 
• these  lines,  and  tlie  sense  as  well  as  measure  is  improved  by  inserting  the  word  fighting , 
* which  is  evidently  understood  in  the  construction  it  the  passage  as  hitherto  printed,  ’tis 
hoped  that  the  gcuuiue  text  is  only  restored.  Seward. 

ss  Faith  Ell  tell  you , sometime  ue  go  to  the  barley-break,  xcc  of  the  blessed,  alas , 'tis  a sore 
life  they  luive  i th' other  place , such  burning,  frying,  boiling,  hissing , howling,  chat f ring 
cursing , &c.]  The  printers  here,  contrary  to  their  UMual  custom,  have  divided  the  lines  of 
this  whole  scene  as  if  they  were  verse,  though  it  is  evidently  all  prose.  Seward. 

The  printers  having  divided  the  lines  as  verse,  is  a strong  presumption  of  their  having 
been  so  written.  They  often  run  verse  into  prose,  but  we  remember  no  instance  of  the 
reverse.  A kind  of  loose  measure,  often  used  by  our  authors,  was  probably  intended  here  • 
as  such  we  have  given  it,  endeavouring  to  make  out  the  verse  as  nearly  as  possible  according 
to  the  division  of  lines  in  the  old  books.  b 

Boiling, 


Digitized  by  Google 


422 


THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN. 


Boiling,  hissing,  howling,  chatt’ring,  cursing, 
Oh,  they  have  shrewd  measure ; take  hoed ! 

If  one  he  mad,  or  hang,  or  drown  them- 
sclve.4. 

Thither  they  go;  Jupiter  bless  us!  and  there 
Shall  w e be  put  in  a caldron  of  lead 
And  usurers’  grease,  amongst  a whole  million 
of  cutpurses. 

And  there  boil  like  a gammon  of  bacon 
That  will  never  be  enough. 

Doctor.  Ilow  her  brain  coins! 

Dang/ 1.  Lords  and  courtiers,  that  have 
got  maids  with-ciuld, 

They  are  in  this  place ; they  shall  stand  in  fire 
Up  to  the  navel,  uiyl  in  ice  up  to  th’  heart, 
And  there  th’  offending  part  burns,  and  the 
deceiving  part 

Freezes:  in  troth,  a very  grievous  punishment, 
As  oue  would  think,  for  such  a trille!  believe 
me,  [ou't. 

One  would  marry  a leprous  witch,  to  be  rid 
I’ll  assure  you. 

Doctor.  Ilow  she  continues  this  fancy! 
’Tis  not  an  engrafted  madness,  but  a most 
And  profound  melancholy.  [thick 

Dough.  To  hear  there  [together! 

A proud  lady,  and  a proud  city-wife,  howl 
I were  a beast, an  I’d  call  it  good  sport:  one 
Cries,  Oh,  thin  smoke!  another,  this Jire!  oue 
cries. 

Oh,  that  ever  I did  it  behind  the  arras! 

And  then  howls;  th’ other  curses  a suing 
And  her  garden-house.  [fellow, 

I will  be  true,  ray  stars,  my  fate,  Ac. 

[J&rif  Daughter. 

Jailor.  What  think  you  of  her,  sir  ? 

Doctor.  I think  she  has  a perturbed  inind, 
Which  I cannot  minister  to. 

Jui/or.  Alas,  w hat  then  f [any  man, 

Doctor.  Understand  you  she  ever  affected 
Ere  she  beheld  P:\Iamon  ? 

Jailor.  I was  once,  sir, 

In  great  hope  she  had  fix'd  her  liking  on 
This  gentleman,  my  friend. 

Wooer.  I did  think  so  too ; 

And  would  account  1 had  a great  pen' worth 
on’t, 

To  give  half  my  state,  that  both  she  and  I 
At  this  present  stood  unfeignediy  on  the 
same  terms. 


[Act  4.  Scene  S. 

Doctor.  That  intemperate  surfeit  of  her  eye 
hath  distemper’d 

The  other  senses;  they  may  return  and  settle 
again 

To  execute  their  preordained  faculties  ; 

But  they  are  now  in  a most  extravagant  vagary. 
This  you  must  do  : confine  her  to  a place 
where  the  light 

May  rather  seem  to  steal  in,  than  be  permitted. 
Take  upon  you  (young  sir,  her  friend)  the 
name 

Of  Palamon  ; say  you  come  to  eat  w ith  her, 
And  to  commune  of  love;  this  will  catch  her 
attention, 

For  this  her  mind  beats  upon;  other  objects. 
That  are  inserted  'tween  her  mind  and  eye, 
Become  the  pranks  find  friskins  of  her 
madness ; 

Sing  to  her  such  green  songs  of  love,  as  she 
Says  Palatnon  hath  song  m prison  ; come  to 
lier. 

Stuck  in  ns  sweet  flowers  ns  the  season 
Is  mistress  of,  and  thereto  make  an  addition 
Of  some  other  compounded  odours,  which 
Arc  grateful  to  the  sense  : all  this 
Shall  become  Pahunon,  for  Palatnon 
Can  sing,  mid  Palamon  is  sweet. 

And  ev’rv  good  thing;  desire  to  cat  w ith  her, 
Carve  for  her,  drink  to  her,  and  still  among 
Intermingle  your  petition  of  grace  and  ac- 
ceptance 

Into  her  favour;  learn  what  maids  have  been 
Her  companions,  and  pi  av- pi  jeers  85 ; and  lit 
them 

Repair  to  her  w ith  Palamon  in  their  mouths 
And  appear  with  tokens,  as  if  they  suggested 
for  him : 

It  is  a fVthhood  she  is  in,  which  is 
W ’ith  fuUhoods  to  be  com  baud.  This  may 
bring  her 

To  eat,  to  sleep,  and  reduce  what  are  now 
Out  of  square  in  her,  into  their  former  law 
And  regiment66  : I have  seen  it  approv’d. 
How  many  times  1 know  not;  hut  to  make 
The  number  more,  I have  great  hope  in  tins. 
I will,  between  the  passages  of  this  project, 
Come  in  with  my  appliance.  Let  us  put  it 
In  execution  ; and  hasten  the  success, 
l Which,  doubt  not,  will  bring  forth  com* 
fort.  [£rei*/if. 


85  Play-pA«rs.]  See  note  95  on  this  plav. 

86  JfcgiWw/.]  Thus  the  old  quarto,  and  right,  signifying  government.  Regimen  (which 
other  copies  exhibit)  convoys  unother  idea. 
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*?a 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  r. 

Enter  Theseus,  Perithous,  HippoUta , and 
Attendants. 

The*.  'VTOW  let  ’em  eater,  anti  before  tlie 
-*•  **  gods 

Tender  their  holy  prayers!  let  the  temples 
Burn  bright  with  sacred  tires,  and  tlie  altars 
la  hallow'd  clouds  commend  their  swelling 
incense 

To  those  above  us!  Lot  no  due  he  wanting! 

[ i’Uiu  i ish  iff ' ear  net  s. 
They  have  a noble  work  in  hand,  will  honour 
The  very  pow’rs  that  love  ’em. 

Enter  Palamon , Arcite,  and  their  Knights. 
Per.  Sir,  they  enter. 

Thes.  You  valiant  aud  strong- hearted  ene- 
mies, 

You  royal  germane  foes,  that  this  day  come 
To  blow  that  nearness  out  that  flumes  be- 
tween ye, 

l<ay  by  your  anger  for  an  hour,  and  dove-like 
Before  the  holy  altars  of  vour  helpers 
(The  all- fear’d  gods;  bow  clown  your  stubborn 
bodies! 

Your  ire  is  more  than  mortal ; so  your  hel  p he ! 
And  as  the  gods  regard  ye,  light  with  justice ! 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  prayers,  and  betwixt  ye 
1 part  my  wislu-s. 

Per.  Honour  crown  the  wortliiest! 

[Exeunt  'This,  and  train. 
Pal.  The  glass  is  running  now  that  cannot 
finish 

'Till  one  of  us  expire:  think  you  but  thus; 
That  were  there  aught  in  me  which  strove 
to  shew 

Mine  enemy  in  this  business,  were’t  one  eye 
Against  another,  arm  oppress'd  by  urui, 

I would  destroy  tit*  offender ; co*,  I would, 
Thu*  parcel  of  myself!  then  from  this  gather 
IIow  I should  tender  you! 


Arc.  T am  in  labour 

To  push  your  name,  your  ancient  love,  ou 
kindred, 

Out  of  my  memory ; anti  i'th’  self-same  place 
To  scat  something  I would  coufound  : so 
hoist  we  [where 

The  sails,  that  must  these  vessels  port67  ev’n 
The  heav’nlv  larmier  pleases! 

Pal.  You  speak  well : 

Before  1 turn,  let  me  embrace  thee,  cousin! 
T his  l shall  never  do  again. 

Arc.  One  farewell! 

PuL  Why,  let  it  be  so : farewell,  coz! 

Arc.  Farewell,  sir! 

[E. re.  Pal.  and  his  Knights. 
Knights,  kinsmen,  lovers,  yea,  my  sacrifices. 
True  worshippers  of  Man,  whose  spirit  in 
you 

Expels  the  seeds  of  fear,  and  th*  apprehension, 
Which  still  is  further  off  it,  go  with  me 
Before  the  god  of  our  profession!  There 
Require  of  him  the  hearts  of  lions,  and 
The  breath  of  tigers,  yea,  the  fierceness  too ! 
Yea,  the  speed  also ! to  go  on,  I mean, 

Else  wish  we  to  he  snails : you  know  my  prize 
Must  lie  dragg’d  out  of  blood!  force  and 
great  feat 

Must  put  iii v garland  on,  where  she  will  stick. 
T he  queen  of  llow'rs;  our  intercession  then 
Must  be  to  him  that  makes  the  camp  a cestron 
Brnn’d  with  die  blood  of  men;  give  me  your 
aid. 

And  bend  your  spirits  towards  him! — 

[ They  kneel. 

Thou  mighty  one,  that  with  thy  pow'r  hast 
turn'd 

Greeu  Neptune  into  purple88;  whose  ap- 
proach 

Come  ts  prewnm;  w hose  havoc k in  vast  field 
Unearthed  skulls  proclaim ; whose  breath 
blows  down 

The  teemiug  Ceres’  foyzon  89 ; who  dost  pluck 


87  The  sails , that  must  these  vessels  part.]  This  reading,  so  different  from  the  poets’ 
meaning,  is  in  several  of  the  last  editions.  « 

•*  Green  Neptune  into  purple , 

Carnets  prewarn , whose  haiock  in  vast  field , 4'C>]  With  this  great  deficiency  of  sense 
and  meusure  has  this  passage  been  hitherto  printed.  1 be  sense  is  easily  restor’d,  because 
tho’  half  tlie  sentence  is  lost,  the  two  remaining  words.  Comets  preuurn , sufficiently  point 
out  the  meaning;  for  that  Comets  preuurn  or  Jorctel  wars,  is  the  vulgar  as  well  as  poetical 
creed ; thus  Milton, 

^ * and  like  a comet  burn'd, 

* T hat  fires  the  length  ofOphiucus  huge 

1 In  th’ arctic  sky,  and  from  bis  horrid  hair 

* Shakes  pestilence  and  war.* 

The  rage,  the  ravage,  die  devastations  of  Mars,  will  give  the  idea  requir’d ; but  among  these 
and  many  other  words  that  would  suit  die  sense,  only  two  have  occurr’d  that  supply  both 
sense  and  measure, «vix.  approach,  and  destructions ; the  former  is  certainly  ihe  best  word, 
therefore  bids  very  fair  for  having  been  the  origiunl.  Seward. 

**  Enyzun,]  i.  e.  Abundance , This  word  also  occurs  in  the  Tempest,  act  ii.  sc.  1. 

With 
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[Act  5.  Scene  1« 


With  hand  armipotent90  from  forth  blue  clouds 
The  mason'd  turrets ; that  both  inak’st  and 
break’st 

The  stony  girths  of  cities;  me  thy  pupil, 
Young’s!  follower  of  thy  drum91,  instruct 
this  day 

With  military  skill,  that  to  thy  laud 
I may  advance  ray  streamer,  and  by  thee 
Be  stil'd  the  lord  o’th’day!  Give  me,  great 
Mars, 

Some  token  of  thy  pleasure ! 

[ Here  they  fall  on  their  face*  at  formerly, 
und  there  is  hoard  clanging  of  armour , 
with  a short  thunder , as  the  hurst  of  a 
battle , w hereupon  they  all  rise , und 
bow  to  the  Altar. 

Oh,  great  corrector  of  enormous  times, 
Shaker  of  o’er-rank  states,  thou  grand  decider 
Of  dusty  and  old  titles,  that  heal  st  with  blood 
The  earth  when  it  is  sick,  and  cur'»t  the  world 
iy  th’  pleurisy  of  people ; I do  take 
Thy  signs  auspiciously,  and  in  thy  name 
To  my  design  march  boldly.  Let  us  go ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Palamon  and  his  Knighlst  with  the 
former  observance. 

Pal.  Our  stars  must  glister  with  new  fire, 
or  be 

To-day  extinct : our  argument  is  love, 

Which  if  the  goddess  of  it  grant,  she  gives 
Victory  too : tlieu  blend  your  spirits  with 
mine, 

You,  whose  free  nobleness  do  make  my  cause 
Your  personal  hazard!  To  the  goddess  Venus 
Commend  we  our  proceeding,  and  implore 
Her  power  unto  our  party ! [ Here  they  kneel. 
Hail,  sovereign  queen  of  secrets!  who  hast 
power 

To  call  the  fiercest  tyrant  from  bis  rage, 

To  weep  unto  a girl91 ; that-  hast  the  might 
Ev’n  with  an  eve-glance  to  choak  Mars's 
drum, 

And  turn  th* alarm  to  whispers;  that  canst 
make 

A cripple  flourish  with  his  crutch,  and  cure 
him 

Before  Apollo ; that  may 'at  force  the  king 


To  be  his  subjects'  vassal,  and  induce 
Stale  gravity  to  dance;  the  polled  bachelor95, 
(VVIh)sp  youth,  like  wanton  boys  thro’  bon- 
fires94, ’ [catch, 

Have  skipt  thy  flame)  nt  seventy  thou  canst 
And  make  him,  to  the  scorn  of  his  hoarse 
throat,  [power 

Abuse  young  lays  of  love.  What  godlike 
Hast  thou  not  power  upon  ? To  Phoebus  thou 
Add’st  flames,  hotter  than  his;  the  lieav' nly 
fires 

Did  scorch  his  mortal  son,  thine  him;  die 
huntress, 

All  moist  and  cold,  some  say,  began  ro  throw 
Her  bow  away,  and  sigh;  take  to  thy  grace 
Me  thy  vow’d  soldier!  who  do  bear  thy  yoke 
As  'twere  a wreath  of  roses,  yet  is  heavier 
Than  lead  itself,  stings  more  than  nettles : 
I’ve  never  been  foul-mouth'd  against  thy  law; 
Ne’er  reveal'd  secret,  fori  knew  none, would 
not 

Had  I ken’d  all  that  were ; I never  practis’d 
Upon  man's  wife,  nor  would  the  libels  read 
Of  liberal  wits ; I never  at  great  feasts 
Sought  to  betray  a beauty,  but  have  blush'd 
At  simpriug  sirs  that  did  ; l liave  been  harsh 
To  large  confessors,  and  have  hotly  ask'd  ’em 
If  they  had  mothers  ? I had  one,  a woman, 
And  women  ‘twere  they  wrong'd.  I knew  a 
man 

Of  eighty  winters,  (this  I told  them)  who 
A lass  of  fourteen  brided  ; 'twns  thy  power 
To  put  life  into  dust;  the  aged  emmp 
Had  screw'd  his  square  foot  round, 

The  gout  had  knit  his  fingers  into  knots, 
Torturing  convulsions  from  his  glohy  eyes 
Had  almost  drawn  their  spheres,  that  what 
was  lift* 

In  him  seem'd  torture ; this  anatomy 
Hud  by  his  young  fair  pheera  boy95,  and  I 
Believ’d  it  was  his,  for  she  swore  it  was, 
And  who  would  not  believe  her?  Brief!  lam 
To  those  that  prate,  and  have  done,  no  com- 
panion ; 

To  those  that  boast,  and  have  not,  a defier; 
To  those  that  would,  and  cannot,  a rejoicer; 
Yea,  him  I do  not  love,  that  tells  close  olficcv 
The  foulest  way,  nor  names  concealments  iu 


90  Armeny potent.]  Corrected  by  .Seward ; who  observes  that  * Armipotent  is  apply *d  to 
‘ Mars  by  Chaucer  iii  the  same  tale  of  Palamon  and  Arcite.* 

91  Youngest  follower,]  Seward  reads.  Young  follower. 

9Z  And  ueep  unto  a girl.]  Mr.  Theobald's  margin  says  into , i.  e.  7*7/  he  became  tender  m 
« girl.  But  surely  to  become  a whining  lover  and  weep  unto  a girl,  is  an  idea  more  proper 
to  the  context.  1 cannot  indeed  make  it  connect  grammatically  with  the  former  part  of  the 
sentence,  without  changing  and  to  to.  Seward. 

95  The  pould  bachelor.]  Varied  by  Seward;  who  says,  1 Pould  is  what  we  now  spell  poll'd, 
* depilatus;  bald-headed.  Chaucer’s  word  is  pilled,  as  * The  Pardoner  with  his  Pitied  Poll/ 

94  Whose  youth , like  wanton  bo*/*  thro'  bonfret.]  Seward,  to  assist  the  measure,  reads. 

Whose  freaks  of* youth,  like  wanton  boys  through  bonfires; 
which  most  materially  injures  the  sense. 

95  Pheer;]  i.  e.  Companion.  Coles's  Diet.  1677,  where  it  is  marked  as  then  obsolete.— 
The  word  occurs  in  Titus  Andronicus,  act  iv.  sc.  1.  In  the  Silent  Woman,  Morose  says, 

* — her  that  I mean  to  chuse  for  ray  bed-phecr.r 
In  this  play,  p.  422,  play-pheert  are  spoken  of. 
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The  boldest  language*6;  such  a one  I am, 
And  vow  that  lover  never  yet  made  sigh 
Truer  than  I.  Oh,  then,  most  soft  sweet 
goddess. 

Give  ine  the  victory  of  this  question,  which 
Is  true  love’s  merit,  and  bless  me  with  a sign 
Of  tliy  great  pleasure! 

[ Here  music  is  heard , doves  are  seen  to 
flutter;  they  fall  again  upon  their 
faces,  then  on  their  knees. 

Oh,  thou  that  from  eleven  to  ninety  reign’st 
Jn  mortal  bosoms,  whose  chace  is  this  world. 
And  we  in  herds  thy  game,  I give  thee  thanks 
For  this  fair  token  f which,  being  laid  unto 
Mine  innocent  true  heart,  arms  in  as- 
surance [They  bow. 

My  body  to  this  business.  Let  ns  rise 
And  bow  before  the  goddess!  Time  comes 
on.  [Exeunt. 

[Still  music  of  records. 
Enter  Emilia  in  white,  her  hair  about  her 
shoulders , a n heaten  wreath ; otic  in  white 
holding  up  her  train , her  hair  stuck  with 
flowers ; one  before  her  currying  a silver 
Hind,  in  which  is  conveyed  incense  and 
sweet  odorSy  which  being  set  upon  the  Altary 
her  Maid  standing  aloofly  she  sets  flux  to  it ; 
then  they  curt’sy  and  kneel. 

Etni.  Oh,  sacred,  shadowy,  cold  and  con- 
stant queen, 

Abandoncr  of  revels,  mute,  contemplative, 
Sweet,  solitary,  white  as  chaste,  and  pure 
As  wind-fann’d  snow97,  who  to  thy  female 
knights 

Allow’ st  no  more  blood  than  will  make  a 
blush, 

Which  is  their  order’s  robe;  I here  thypriest 
Ain  humbled  Tore  thine  altar.  Oli,  vouch- 
safe. 

With  that  thy  rare  green  eye93,  which  never 
yet 


Beheld  tliiug  innculate,  look  on  thy  virgin ! 
And,  sacred  silver  mistress,  lend  Uiiuc  ear 
(Which  ne'er  heard  scurril  tenn,  into  whose 
port" 

Ne’er  enter’d  wanton  sound)  to  my  petition. 
Season’d  with  holy  fear!  This  is  my  last 
Of  vestal  ortice;  I’m  bride-habited. 

But  maiden-hearted;  a husband  I bare 
’pointed, 

But  do  not  know  Win  ; out  of  two  I should 
Chuse  one,  and  pray  for  his  success,  hut  I 
Am  guiltless  of  election  of  mine  eves; 

Were  1 to  lose  one,  (they  are  equal'  precious) 
I could  doom  neither;  that  which  perish’d 
should 

Go  to’t  unsentcuc’d:  therefore,  most  modest 
queen, 

lie,  of  the  two  pretenders,  that  best  loves 
me, 

And  has  the  truest  title  in’t,  let  him 
Take  olf  mv  wheaten  garland,  or  else  grant 
I lie  tile  and  quality  I hold  I may 
Continue  in  thy  hand ! 

[Here  the  hind  vanishes  under  the  Altar , 
and  in  the  place  ascends  a rose-tree, 
hat  'ing  one  rose  upon  it. 

Sec  what  our  general  ol  ebbs  and  flows 
Out  from  the  bowels  of  her  holy  altar 
With  sacred  net  advances!  But  one  rose? 

If  well  inspir’d,  tl  is  battle  shall  confound 
Both  these  brave  knights,  and  I a virgin  llower 
Must  grow  alone  unpluck’d. 

[Here  is  heard  a sudden  twang  of  instm - 
meats,  and  the  rose  falls  from  thr. 
tree . 

Tlie  flower  is  fall’n,  the  tree  descends ! Oh, 
mistress, 

Thou  here  dischargest  roe;  I shall  be  gather’d, 
I think  so  ^ but  l know  not  t lame  own  will: 
Unclasp  thy  mystery!  1 hope  she’s  pleas’d; 
Her  signs  were  gracious. 

[They  curCsy,  and  exeunt. 


6 2W  numes,  Ac.]  This  clause  is  hard ; When  with  the  preceding  and  subsequent,  .,([ 
together  they  imply,  5 lie  does  not  love  the  mail  who  speaks  too  grossly  of  l.is  success  in 
* love,  or  does  not  defend  secrecy  in  amours;  tiic  last  of  which  lie  ever  niaiuaiiucd.’ 

97  — - -And  pure 

As  wind-finn'd  snow.}  Very  similar  to  this  arc  a passage  in  the  Double  Marriage,  and 
one  in  Coriolanus:  the  reader  may  find  them  both  in  act  iii.  of  this  play.  In  Com  us 
also,  Milton  gives  a most  nervous  eulngiuin  on  Chastity. 

9*  With  that  thy  rare  green  eye.]  Seward  reads,  ‘ sheen  eye,  i.  e.  extremely  shining.’  We 
believe  the  old  text  genuine. 

99  - — — thine  car 

-into  whose  port]  Mr.  Theobald  reads,  porch,  and  quotes  Hamlet: 

* Into  the  porches  of  my  ears  did  pour 

* The  leprous  distilment.’ 

Mr,  Theobald  follows  sevo.-nl  great  critics,  particularly  Dr.  Bentley,  in  thinking  an  authors 
use  of  a metaphor  at  one  time  is  a reason  why  he  should  repeat  tlie  suing,  when  it  is  again 
applicable;  but  perhaps  the  very  reverse  is  true  : a good  poet  will  always  avoid  tautology 
if  he  can,  and  will  not  repeat  his  own  nr  any  other  person's  expression,  if  another  occurs 
full  as  good.  Thus  putt  in  ibis  place  being  full  as  good  a word  xs  purch,  for  the  sake  of 
novelty  would  be  most  probably  preferr’d  to  it.  Setcard. 

Purch  seems  the  more  probable  reading,  and  Theobald's  argument  appears  truer  than 
Seward's;  but  assort  is  sense,  and  authorized  bv  tlie  old  books,  it  should  not  be  removal 
from  the  text. 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  Doctor , Jailor , and  Wooer  (in  habit  of 
Palamon  ). 

Doctor.  Has  this  advice  I told  you  done 
any  good  upon  her?  [her  company 

Hoocr.  Oh,  very  much:  the  maids  that  kept 
Have  half  persuaded  her  that  I’m  Palamon; 
Within  this  halt-hour  she  came  smiling  to  me, 
And  ask’d  me  what  I'd  cat,  and  when  I'd  kiss 
her: 

I told  her  presently,  and  kiss’d  her  twice. 
Doctor.  'Twas  well  done!  twenty  times 
had  been  for  better; 

Tor  there  the  cure  lies  mainly. 

Wooer.  Then  she  told  me  [knew 

She'd  watch  with  me  to-night,  for  well  she 
What  hour  my  fit  would  take  me. 

Doctor.  Let  her  do  so ; [presently  ! 

And  when  your  fit  comes,  fit  her  home,  and 
Wooer.  She’d  have  me  sing. 

J)octor.  You  did  so? 

Wooer.  No. 

Doctor.  Twm  very  ill  done  then  : 

Yo  i should  observe  her  ev’ry  way. 

Wooer.  Alas, 

I have  no  voice,  sir,  to  confirm  her  that  way. 

Doctor.  That's  all  one,  if you  make  a noise : 
If  sh  e entreat  again,  do  any  thing; 

Lie  with  her,  if  she  ask  you. 

Jailor.  Hoa  there,  Doctor! 

Doctor.  Yes,  in  the  way  of  cure. 

Jailor.  But  first,  by  your  leave, 

I*  th’  way  ofhonesty  ! 

Doctor.  That’s  but  a niceness; 

Ne’er  cast  your  child  away  for  honesty  : 
Cure  her  first  this  way  ; then  if  she  will  be 
&hc  has  the  path  before  lier.  [honest. 

Jailor.  Thank  you,  doctor!  [bow  she  is. 
Doctor.  Pray  bring  her  in,  and  let’s  sec 
Jailor.  I will,  and  tell  her 
Her  Palamon  stays  for  her:  bur.  Doctor, 
Hielbinks  you  are  i’th’  wrong  still.  [Exit. 
Doctor.  Uo,  go  ! You  fathers  are  fine  fools : 
Her  honesty:  [that — 

An  we  should  give  her  physick  till  we  find 
Ifoocr.  Why,  do  you  think  she  is  not  ho- 
Doctor.  How  old  is  she?  [nest,  sir? 

She’s  eighteen. 

Doctor.  She  may  he; 

But  that's  ah  one,  ’tis  nothing  to  ohr  purpose: 
Whaie’t  r her  father  says,  if  you  perceive 
Her  mood  inclining  that  way  tjint  I spoke  of, 
Videlicet , the  way  of  flesh— you  have  me? 
U'uoer.  Yes,  *ery  well,  sir. 

Doctor.  Please  her  appetite, 

Anti  do  it  home;  it  cures  her,  ipso  facto, 
'The  melancholy  humour  that  infects  her. 
Wooer.  I am  of  your  mind,  Doctor. 


Enter  Jailor , Daughter,  and  Maid. 

Doctor.  You’ll  find  it  so.  She  comes, 
pray  humour  her!,co  [you,  child; 

Jailor.  Come;  your  love  Palamon  stays  for 
And  has  done  this  long  hour,  to  visit  you. 

Daugh.  I thank  him  for  his  gentle  patience; 
lie’s  a kind  gentleman,  and  I’m  much  bound 
to  him. 

Did  you  ne’er  see  the  liorsc  he  gave  me? 
Jailor.  Yes. 

Dough.  How  do  you  like  him? 

Jailor.  lie’s  a very  fair  one. 

Dough.  You  never  saw  him  dance? 
Jailor.  No. 

Daugh.  I have  often ; 

He  dances  very  finely,  very  comely ; 

And,  for  a jig,  come  cut  and  long  tail  to  him! 
lie  turns  you  like  a top. 

Jailor.  That’s  fine  indeed. 

Daugh.  lie’ll  diuice  the  morris  twenty 
mile  an  hour. 

And  that  will  founder  the  best  hobby-horse 
(If  I have  any  skill)  in  all  the  parish ; 

And  gallops  to  the  tune101  of  light  o’ love  :,ot 
What  think  you  of  this  horse? 

Jailor.  Having  these  virtues,  [nis, 

T think  he  might  be  brought  to  play  at  ten- 
Daugh.  Alas,  that’s  nothing. 

Jailor.  Can  lie  write  and  read  too? 
Dough.  A very  fair  hand  ; and  casts  him- 
self th’  accounts 

Of  all  his  hay  and  provender : that  hostler 
Must  rise  hetime  that  cozens  him.  You  know 
The  chesnut  mare  the  duke  has? 

Jailor.  Very  well.  [poor  beast; 

Daugh.  She's  horribly  in  love  with  liitn, 
But  ho  is  like  his  master,  coy  and  scornful. 
Jailor.  Imt  dowry  has  she  ? 

Daugh.  Some  two  hundred  bottles'01 
And  twenty  strike  of  oats:  but  he’ll  ne’er 
have  her ; 

He  lisps  in’s  neighing,  able  to  entice 
A miller's  mare;  he’ll  be  the  death  of  her. 
Doctor.  What  stuff  she  utters! 

Jailor . M nke  curt’sy ; here  your  love  comes! 
Wooer.  Pretty  soul, 

How  do  you?  That's  a fiue  maid!  there’s  a 
curt’sy!  [honesty. 

Daugh.  Yours  to  command,  i’th’ way  of 
How  far  is’t  now  to  tli’end  o’ th’  world,  my 
masters? 

Doctor.  Why,  a day’s  journey,  wench. 
Daugh.  W ill  you  go  with  me  ? 

Wooer.  Wrhat  shall  we  do  there,  wenck? 
Daugh.  Why,  play  at  stool-boll : 

What  is  there  else  to  do? 

Wooer.  I am  content, 

If  we  shall  keep  our  wedding  there. 


100  Pray  honour  for.]  Amended  in  1750. 

101  Gallops  to  the  turne.]  Corrected  by  Theobald  and  Seward. 

,ox  Light  o ’ fore.]  This  appears  to  have  been  a tcry  popular  tune,  and  is  frequently  men- 
tioned by  our  authors  and  their  contemporaries. 

Bottles;]  i.  e.  Bottles  of  hay ; some  spell  it  pottles,  Scu  nrd , 

Daugh, 
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Daugh.  Tis  true  ; 

For  there  I will  assure  you  yc  shall  find 
Some  blind  priest  for  the  purpose,  that  will 
venture 

To  marry  us,  for  here  they’re  nice  and  foolish ; 
Besides,  my  father  must  be  hang’d  to-morrow, 
And  that  would  be  a blot  i’  th’  business. 

Are  not  you  Palamou  ? 

Wooer.  Do  not  you  know  me? 

Daugh.  Yes;  but  you  care  not  for  me:  I 
have  nothing 

Bu  t this  ptx>r  petticoat,  and  two  coarse  smocks. 
Wooer.  That’s  all  one ; I will  have  you. 
Dough.  W ill  you  surely  ? 

Wooer.  Yes;  by  this  fair  hand  will  I. 
Daugh.  We’ll  to  bed  then. 

Wooer.  Ev’n  when  you  will. 

Daugh.  Oh,  sir,  you’d  fain  be  nibbling.104 
Wooer.  Why  do  you  rub  my  kiss  off? 
Daugh.  *Tis  a sweet  one,  [ding. 

And  will  perfume  me  finely  ’gainst  the  wed- 
Is  not  this  your  cousin  Arcite  ? 

Doctor.  Yes,  sweetheart ; 

And  I aiu  glad  my  cousin  PaJamon 
Has  made  so  fair  a choice. 

Dough.  Do  you  think  he’ll  have  me  ? 
Doctor.  Yes,  without  doubt. 

Daugh.  Do  you  think  so  too  ? 

Jailor.  Yes.  * 

Daugh.  We  shall  have  many  children. — 
Lord,  how  you're  grown  ! 

My  Pulamon  I hope  will  grow  too  finely, 
Now  he’s  at  liberty;  alas,  poor  chicken, 
lie  was  kept  down  with  hard  meat,  and  ill 
lodging, 

Out  I will  kiss  him  up  again. 

Enter  a Messenger. 

Mess.  What  do  you  here  ? 

You’ll  lose  the  noblest  sight  that  e’er  was  seen. 
Jailor.  Are  they  i’th’  field  ? 

Mess.  They  are : 

You  bear  a charge  there  too. 

Jailor.  I’ll  away  straight. 

I must  ev’n  leave  you  here. 

Doctor.  Nay,  we’ll  go  with  you; 

I will  not  lose  the  fight. 

Jailor.  How  did  you  like  her  ? 

Doctor.  I’ll  warrant  you  within  these  three 
or  four  days  [from  her, 

I’ll  make  her  right  again.  You  must  not 
But  still  preserve  her  in  this  way. 

Wooer.  I will. 

Doctor.  Let’s  get  her  in. 
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Wooer.  Come,  sweet,  we'll  go  to  dinner; 
And  then  we'll  play  at  cards. 

Daugh.  And  shall  we  kiss  too? 

Wooer.  A hundred  times. 

Daugh.  And  twenty  ? 

Wooer.  Ay,  and  twenty. 

Daugh.  And  then  we’ll  sleep  together? 
Doctor.  Take  her  offer. 

Wooer.  Yes,  marry  will  we. 

Daugh.  But  you  shall  not  hurt  me. 

Wooer.  I will  not,  sweet. 

Daugh.  If  you  do,  love,  I’ll  cry.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  m. 

Enter  Theseus,  Dippolita , Emilia , Per  it  ho  us, 
and  Attendants. 

Emi.  I’ll  no  step  further. 

Per.  Will  you  lose  this  sight? 

Emi.  I had  rather  see  a wren  hawk  at  a fly. 
Than  this  decision  : ev’ry  blow  that  falls  * 
Threats  a brave  life ; each  stroke  laments 
The  place  whereon  it  falls,  and  sounds  more 
like 

A bell,  than  blade : I will  stay  here : 

It  is  enough,  my  hearing  shall  he  punish’d 
With  what  shall  happen,  (’gainst  the  which 
there  is 

No  deafing)  but  to  hear,  not  taint  mine  eye 
With  dread  sights  it  may  shuu. 

Per.  Sir,  my  good  lord, 

Your  sister  will  no  further. 

Thes.  Oh,  she  must: 

She  shall  see  deeds  of  honour  in  their  kind,10* 
Which  sometime  shew  wdl-pencil’d : Nature 
now 

Shall  make  and  act  the  story,  the  belief 
Both  seal’d  with  eye  and  ear.  Yyu  must  be 
present;  [land 

You  are  the  victor’s  meed,  the  price  and  gar- 
To  crown  the  question’s  title. 

Emi.  Pardon  me; 

If  I were  there,  I’d  wink. 

Thes.  You  must  he  there; 

This  trial  is  as  ’twere  i’th’  night,  and  you 
The  only  star  to  shine. 

Emi.  1 am  extinct; 

There  is  hut  envy  in  that  light,  which  shews 
The  one  the  other.  Darkness,  which  over  was 
The  dam  of  Horror,  who  does  stand  accus'd 
Ot  many  mortal  millions,  may  ev’n  now, 

By  casting  her  black  mantle  over  both, 

That  neitlier  could  find  other,  get  herself 
Some  part  of  a good  na  t e,  and  many  a mur- 
Set  ofi  whereto  she’s  guilty.  [dtr 


*04  Daugh.  Oh,  sir , you  d fain  be  nibling.]  Seward  says,  * This  seems  evidently  to  belong 
to  the  father,  who  canuot  easily  consent  to  the  remedy  propos’d  by  die  Doctor ;’  but  we 
think  it  doubtful. 

*°5  She  shall  see  deeds  of  honour  in  their  kind, 

Which  sometime  shew  well  pencill'd.]  Deeds  of  honour  are  not  only  sometimes  but  at  all 
times  well  penned,  «.e.  worthy  to  be  engrav'd  on  the  memory,  sometime 'therefore  is  probably 
a corrupt  reading,  and  time  shall  as  probably  the  true  one,  as  it  gives  the  sense  requir'd  by 
the  context.  Scu  ant.  ’ J 

The  old  text  is  right,  and  the  logical  distinction  between  sometimes  and  all  times  ridiculous. 
Inc  sense  is  dear,  without  any  reason  to  suspect  corruption,  or  demand  alteration. 

3 1 S H,p. 
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[Act  5.  Seen®  3, 


Stick  misbecomingly  on  others106,  on  him 
Live  in  fair  dwelling. 

[Cornett.  Trumpets  sound  as  to  a Charge. 
Hark,  how  yon  spurs107  to  spirit  do  incite 
The  princes  to  their  proof!  Arcite  may  win 
me; 

And  yet  may  Palamon  wound  Arcite,  to 
The  spoiling  of  his  figure.  Oh,  what  pity 
Enough  for  such  a chance ! If  I were  bv, 

I might  do  hurt;  for  they  would  glance  their 
eyes 

Toward  my  seat,  and  in  that  motion  might 
Omit  a ward,  or  forfeit  an  offence10*. 

Which  crav'd  that  very  time;  it  is  much  better 
[Cornets.  Cry  in  thin , A Palamon  I 
I am  not  there;  oh,  better  uever  born 
Than  minister  to  such  harm! — Wbatisthe 
chance ? 

Enter  a SeiTttnt. 

Serv.  The  cry’s  a Palamon. 

F.mi.  Then  he  has  won.  ’Twasever  likely: 
He  look’d  all  grace  and  success,  and  he  is 
Doubtless  the  prim  st  of  men.  1 prithee  run. 
And  toll  me  how  it  goes. 

[S/wm/,  and  cornets  ; cry,  A Palnmou  ! 
SnT.  Still  Palamon.  [hast  lost! 

Em n.  Run  and  enquire.  Poor  servant,  thou 
Upon  my  right  side  still  l wore  thy  picture, 
Polamon's  on  the  left:  why  so,  l know  not; 
I had  no  end  inV09;  chance  would  have  it  so. 

[Another  cry  ami  shout  within , und  Comet*. 
On  the  sinister  side  the  heart  lies:  Palamon 

Had 


Live  in  fair  dwelling .]  Arcite  does  not  appear  to  have  any  of  the  melancholy  or  darker 
humours;  these  therefore  seem  only  applicable  to  Pulatnonf  and  make’ it  probable  that  we 
should  read  cm  Aim,  instead  of  on  them.  Seunrd. 

107  Hark , how  yon  spurs.']  We  have  not,  for  several  plays  past,  amused  our  readers  with 
an  account  of  the  amendments  which  the  editors  of  1750  pretend  to  have  mjjde,  in  order  to 
enhance  the  idea  of  their  own  ingenuity:  we  have  not,  however,  discontinued  that  infor- 
mation for  want  of  matter  (there  has  all  along  been  abundance !)  but  for  fear  of  its  becoming 
troublesome.  After  so  long  a recess,  it  may  not  be  disagreeable  to  resume  the  character  ot 
Detectors,  and  reveal  the  falshoods  told  of  the  play  now  before  us. 

In  the  passage  quoted  at  the  head  of  this  note,  they  pretend  to  have  altered  your  to  yon; 
p.  40-1, 1.  8,  3d  col  . fut  toi  fret ; p.  405,  ).  17,  1st  col.  A jewel  to  O jewel ; p.  407,  last  line 
1st  col.  ont  to  out , though  Davenant,  as  well  as  our  old  quarto,  reads  out ; p.  4^7,  1.  34,  1st 
col.  and  innocent  to  an  innocent;  p.  424, 1.  1,  1st  col.  when  to  with  ; p.  124,  I.  2,  2d  col.  slate 
to  stale  ; p.  424, 1.  10,  2d  col  .sphere  to  phecr;  and  p.  427,  !.  31,  1st  col.  to  have  added  the 
word  grown. — Every  one  of  these  passages  stands  right  in  the  first  quarto,  which  their  own 
notes  prove  they  were  possessed  of. 

,C3  Omit  a ward,  or  forfeit  an  offence.]  Mr.  Sympson  would  read  defence , but  ward  and 
defence  is  the  same  thing.  Offence  is  the  reverse  to  ward,  ns  offence  and  defence.  To  for- 
feit mi  offence  therefore,  is  to  miss  the  opportunity  of  striking  some  advantageous  blow,  that 
might  give  the  victory.  The  weapon  used  in  the  legal  duello  in  England  was  only  a battoon 
«»r  truncheon,  and  fins  was  designed  by  tlie  authors  to  be  understood  of  the  present  combat. 
It  is  extremely  beautiful  to  have  this  duel  perform’d  behind  the  scenes,  yet  within  hearing. 
AH  battles  on  the  stage  make,  as  Shakespear  says,  but  brawls  ridiculous.  Here  is  a method  of 
concealing  all  tlie  aukwarduess  of  such  combats,  and  keeping  the  attention  of  the  audience 
upon  the  full  stretch.  It  was  an  art  well  known  to  the  Greek  tragedians,  as  in  the  famous 
instance  of  Clvtemncstra’s  murder,  who  is  heard  to  deprecate  her  son's  vengeance  behind  tlie 
scenes,  and  Electro  upon  the  stage  continues  to  jrritnte  it.  Seward . 

i°!  i hud  no  end  int;  else  chance  would  have  it  #o.]  Funner  editions.  Mr.  Sympson 

would 


Hip.  You  must  go. 

Erni.  In  faith,  I will  not. 

Thcs.  Why*  the  knights  must  kindle 
Their  valour  at  your  eye:  know,  of  this  war 
You  are  the  trea>ure,  and  must  needs  be  by 
To  give  the  service  pay. 

Erni.  Sir,  pardon  me; 

The  title  of  a kingdom  may  be  tried 
Out  of  itself. 

Thes.  Well,  well  then,  at  your  pleasure  ! 
Those  that  remain  with  you  could  wish  their 
To  any  of  their  enemies.  [oltice 

Hip.  Farewell,  sister! 

I’m  like  to  know  your  husband  ’fore yourself, 
By  some  small  start  of  time : he  whom  the 
gods 

Do  of  tlie  two  know  best,  I pray  them  he 
Be  made  your  lot ! 

[Exeunt  ' Theseus , Hippvlita , Petit  hou%y  SfC. 
Erni.  Arcite  is  gently  visag’d : yet  his  eye 
Is  like  an  engine  bent,  or  a sharp  weapon 
In  a soft  sheath;  mercy  and  manly  courage. 
Are  bedfellows  in  his  visage.  Palamon 
Has  a most  menacing  aspect;  his  brow 
Is  grav’d, and  seems  to  bury  w hat  it  frowns  on; 
Yet  sometimes  ’tis  not  so,  hut  alters  to 
The  quality  off  his  thoughts;  long  time  his  eye 
Will  dwell  upon  his  object;  melancholy 
Becomes  him  nobly;  so  does  Arcite’s mirth; 
But  Palainon’s  sadness  is  a l^pd  of  mirth, 

•So  mingled,  as  if  mirth  did  make  him  sad. 
And  sadness,  merry;  those  darker  humours 
that 

those  darker  humours  that 

Stick  misbecumini’/y  on  others , on  them 
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Act  5.  Scene  3.] 


Hsd  the  best-boding  chance.  This  burst  of 
clamour  « 

Is  sure  the  end  o’tlf  combat. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  They  said  thatralainon  had  Arcite's 
body 

Within  an  inch  n'th’  pyramid,  that  the  cry 
Was  general  a Palau. on;  but  anon, 

Th*  assistants  made  a brave  redemption,  and 
The  two  bold  tillers  at  this  instant  are 
Hand  to  hand  at  it. 

Emi.  Were  they  metamorphos’d  [man 
Both  into  one — Oh,  why  ? there  were  no  wo- 
Worth  so  compos’d  a man ! Their  single  share, 
Their  nobleness  peculiar  to  them,10?  gives 
The  prejudice  of  disparity,  value's  shortness, 
[Cornets.  Cry  within , Areite,  Arcite  ! 
To  any  lady  breathing. — More  exulting? 
Palm  non  still  ? 

Sera.  Nav,  now  the  sound  is  Arcite. 

Emi.  I prithee  lav  attention  to  the  cry; 
{Cornets.  A great  shout  and  cry,  Arcite, 
victory  ! 

Set  both  thine  ears  to  th’  business. 

Set  v.  The  cry  is 

Arcite,  and  victory!  Hark!  Arcite,  victory ! 
The  combat’s  consummation  is  proclaim’d 
By  the  wind-instruments. 

Emi.  Half-sights  saw 

That  Arcite  was  no  babe : God’s  ’lid,  his 
richness  [could 

And  costliness  of  spirit  look'd  thro’  him  ! it 
No  more  he  hid  in  him  than  tire  in  flax, 
Than  humble  banks  can  go  to  law  with  wate  rs. 
That  drift  winds  force  to  raging.  I did 
think  [not 

Good  Palamon  would  miscarry;  yet  I knew 
Why  I did  think  so  : our  reasons  are  not  pro- 
phets, 

When  oft  our  fancies  are.  They’re  coming  off: 
Alas,  poor  Palamon  ! % [ Cornets . 

Enter  ^Theseus,  Hippolita , Perithous,  Arcite 
us  Victor , Attendants , fyc. 

Thcs.  Lo,  where  our  sister  is  in  expectation, 
Yet  quaking  and  unsettled.  Fairest  Emilia, 


The  gods,  by  their  divine  arbitrament. 

Have  given  you  this  knight : he  is  A good  one 
As  ever  struck  at  head.  Give  me  your  hands! 
Receive  you  her,  you  him;  be  plighted  with 
A love  that  grows  as  you  decay  ! 

Arc.  Emilia, 

To  buy  you  l have  lost  what’s  dearest  to  me, 
Save  what  is  bought;  and  yet  I purchase 
cheaply, 

As  I do  rate  your  value. 

Thes.  Oh,  lov'd  sister. 

He  speaks  now  of  as  brave  a knight  as  e’er 
Did  spur  a noble  steed  ; surely  the  gods 
Would  have  him  die  a bachelor,  lest  his  race 
Should  shew  i’th’  world  too  godlike  ! His  be- 
haviour 

So  charm’d  me,  that  methought  Alcides  was 
To  him  a sow  of  lead  : if  1 could  praise 
Each  part  of  him  to  th’  all  I’ve  spoke,  your 
Arcite 

Did  not  lose  by’t ; for  he  that  was  thus  good, 
Encounter’d  yet  his  better.  I have  heard 
Two  emulous  Philomels110  beat  the  ear  o’th’ 
night  [higher, 

With  their  contentious  throats,  now  one  the 
Anon  the  other,  then  again  the  first, 

And  by  and  by  out-breasted111,  that  the  sense 
Could  not  be  judge  between  ’em:  so  it  hir’d 
Good  space  between  these  Kinsmen;  ’till 
Ilenv’ns  did  [land 

Make  hardly  one  the  winner.  Wear  the  gnr- 
\Y  ith  joy  that  you  have  won ! For  the  subdu’d. 
Give  them  our  present  justice,  since  I know 
Their  lives  but  pinch ’em;  let  it  here  he  done. 
The  scene’s  not  for  our  seeing:  go  we  hence. 
Right  joyful,  with  some  sorrow!  Arm  your 
prize1  ,x, 

I know  you  w ill  not  lose  her.  Hippolita, 

I see  one  eye  of  yours  conceives  h tear, 

The  which  it  will  deliver.  [Flourish. 

Emi.  Is  this  winning? 

Oh,  all  you  heav’nly  powers,  where  is  your 
mercy  ? 

But  that  your  wills  have  said  it  must  be  so. 
And  charge  me  live  to  comfort  thus  un- 
friended, 

This  miserable  prince,  that  cuts  away 


would  read  less , «’.  e.  unless:  and  that  too  was  my  first  conjecture.  But  more  probably  the 
particle  else  may  be  a mere  interpolation,  for  the  sense  and  measure  arc  better  without  it. 

Scuard. 

*°9  Their  nobleness , 4‘C-]  This  line  is  now  first  restored  from  the  old  quarto.  The  conse- 
quent deficiency  of  sense  greatly  distresses  Seward. 

1,0  Two  emulous  Philomels.]  I cannot  pass  by  this  simile  without  begging  the  reader  to 
give  a due  attention  to  it,  as  it  may  rank  with  the  most  beautiful  descriptions  of  the  nightin- 
gale that  arc  met  with  in  Virgil  and  Milton.  It  is  also  totally  different  from  all  the  attitudes 
of  this  angel  of  night  that  those  poets,  who  were  so  enamour’d  of  her  song,  have  ever  painted 
her  in.  It  may  be  further  observ’d  that  those  similies  strike  the  most,  which,  in  their  own 
natures,  seem  totally  averse  to  their  archetype,  but  are  join’d  to  it  in  perfect  union  by  the 
art  of  tlje  poet.  What,  at  first  sight,  could  be  more  unlike  than  the  fury  of  a combat  to  the 
singing  of  nightingales  ? Yet  how  charmingly  are  they  niurry’d  together  ? T hey  who  are  con- 
versant in  Homer,  V irgil,  Spenser,  Milton,  & c.  will  be  able  to  recollect  many  instances  of 
the  like  nature.  Reward, 

*i*  Out  -breasted.]  See  note  128  on  the  Pilgrim. 

IU  Ann  your  prize ; ] «.  e.  Take  the  lady,  whom  you  Imve  won,  by  the  hand, 

A life 
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[Act  5.  Scene  4« 


A life  more  worthy  from  him  than  all  women, 
I should,  and  would  die  too. 
lltp.  Infinite  pity. 

That  four  such  eyes  should  he  so  fix’d  on  one, 
That  two  must  needs  be  blind  for’t! 

Thes.  So  it  is.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Palamon  and  his  Knights  pinion'd , 
Jailor , Executioner,  and  Guard. 

Pal.  There’s  many  a man  alive  that  hath 
out-liv’d  [state 

The  love  o’  th’  people ; yea,  i’  th'  sell-same 
Stands  many  a lather  w ith  his  child:  some 
comfort 

We  have  by  so  considering;  we  expire, 

Atid  not  without  men’s  pity;  to  live  sldl, 
Have  their  good  wishes;  we  prevent 
The  loathsome  misery  of  age,  beguile 
The  gout  and  rheum,  that  in  lag  hours  attend 
For  grey  approaches;  we  come  tow’rds  the 
gods 

Young,  and  unwarp’d, not  halting  under 
crimes 

Many  and  stale ; that  sure  shall  please  the 
gods 

Sooner  than  such,  to  give  us  nectar  with ’em, 
For  we  arc  more  clear  spirits.  My  dear 
kinsmen,  [down, 

Whose  lives  (for  this  poor  comfort)  are  laid 
You’ve  sold  ’em  too,  too  cheap. 

1 Knight.  What  ending  could  be 

Of  more  content  ? O’er  us  the  victors  have 
Fortune,  w hose  title  is  as  momentary 
As  to  us  death  is  certain ; a grain  of  honour 
They  not  o’er-weigh  us. 

2 Knight.  Let  us  bid  farewell ; 

^\nd  with  our  patience  anger  tolt’ring  fortune, 
Who  at  her  certain’st  reels! 

3 Knight.  Come;  who  begins? 

Pal.  Ev'u  he  that  led  you  to  this  banquet 
shall 

Taste  to  you  all.  Ah-ha,  my  friend,  my 
friend ! J 

Your  gentle  daughter  gave  me  freedom  once; 


You’ll  see’t  done  now  for  ever.  Pray  how 
docs  she  ? 

I heard  she  was  not  well ; her  kind  of  ill 
Ga\e  me  some  sorrow. 

Jailor.  Sir,  she’s  well  restor’d, 

And  to  be  married  shortly. 

Pal.  By  my  short  life, 

I am  most  glad  ou’t ! ’tis  the  latest  thing 
I shall  be  glad  of;  prithee  tell  her  so : 
Commend  me  to  her,  and  to  piece  iter  portion 
Tender  her  this. 

1 Knight.  Nay,  let’s  be  offerers  all! 

2 Knight.  Is  it  a maid? 

Pal.  Verily,  1 think  so ; 

A right  good  creature,  more  to  me  deserving 
Than  1 con  quit  or  speak  of! 

All  Knights.  Commend  us  to  her. 

[Give  their  puna. 
Jailor.  The  gods  requite  you  all. 

And  make  her  thankful! 

Pal.  Adieu ! and  let  my  life  be  now  as  short 
As  my  leave-taking.  [Lie*  on  the  block. 

1 Knight.  Lead,  courageous  cousin! 

2 Knight.  We’ll  follow  cheerfully. 

M ore  at  noise  scithin,  crying,  Hun,  save, 
hold! 

Enter  in  haste  a Messenger. 

Mess.  Hold,  hold!  oh,  hold,  hold,  hold! 

Enter  Perilhous  in  haste. 

Per.  Hold,  hoa!  it  is  a cursed  haste  you 
made, 

If  you  have  done  so  quickly. — Noble  Palamon, 
The  gods  will  shew  their  glory  in  a Lite 
That  thou  art  yet  to  lead. 

Pal.  Can  that  be,  when 
Venus  I’ve  said  is  false  ? How  do  things  fare  ? 
Per.  Arise,  great  sir,  and  give  the  tidings 
ear 

That  arc  most  dearly  sweet  and  bitter!114 
Pul.  What 

Hath  wak’d  us  from  our  dream  ? 

Per.  List  then!  Your  cousin, 

Mounted  upon  a steed  that  Emily 


Hid 

1,1  toung  flnrf unwapper’d  ;]  i.  e.  says  Syrapson,  young  and  unfrighten  d.  He  quotes  no 
authority,  nor  can  I find  one  in  my  dictionaries.  Mr.  Theobald  concurs  with  me  in  reading 
unuarp  d,  which,  supposing  the  former  word  to  he  true  English,  and  to  give  the  idea  men- 
tion d,  rather  better  agrees  with  the  sense,  and. much  belter  with  the  measure  of  the  context* 
Thus  \ alerio,  in  A Wife  for  a Month,  savs  in  the  like  circumstances, 

To  die  a young  man  is  to  he  an  angel; 

Our  yet  good  parts  put  wings  unto  our  souls. 

And  again, 


As  it  [age]  encrcases,  so  vexations. 

Griefs  of  the  mind,  pains  of  the  feeble  body, 

Rheums,  coughs,  catarrs ; we’re  but  our  living  coffins. 

Besides,  the  fair  soul’s  old  too,  it  grows  covetous, 

. are  ej,rth  again. See  the  whole  scene,  act  ii. 

P.  S.  I find  in  the  Glossary  to  Urrv’s  Chaucer,  roapid  and  atchapid , daunted,  astonished. 
Tins  is  probably  the  same  word  that  Mr.  Sympson  may  have  somewhere  found  spelt 
mapper  d.  Seuurd. 

114  That  are  most  early  szceet  and  bitter .]  Mr.  Syinpson  and  I agree  in  rejecting  early  as 
n corruption,  but  he  reads  rarely  sued,  and  I dearly.  The  adverb  dearly  in  the  sense  of 
exceedingly  or  extremely,  seems  particularly  be&utitul  when  expressive  of  any  of  the  tender 

passions. 
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Act  5.  Scene  4.] 

Did  first  bestow  on  him,  n block  one,  owing 
Not  a hair-worth  of  white,  which  some  wifi 
say 

Weakens  his  price,  and  many  will  not  buy 
His  goodness  with  this  'note ; which  super- 
stition 

Here  finds  allowance:  on  this  horse  is  Arcite, 
Trotting  the  stones  of  Athens,  which  the 
calkinsn5 

Did  mther  tell  than  trample ; for  the  horse 
Would  make  his  length  a mile,  ift  pleas’d 
his  rider 

To  put  pride  in  him:  as  he  thus  went  counting 
The  flinty  pavement,  dancing  as  ’twere  to 
th’  music 

His  own  hoofs  made  (for,  as  they  say,  from  iron 
Came  music’s  origin)  what  envious  flint, 

Cold  as  old  >aturn,  and  like  him  possess'd 
With  fire  malevolent,  darted  a spark, 

Or  what  fierce  sulphur  else,  to  this  end  made, 
I comment  not ; the  hot  horse,  hot  as  fire, 
Took  toy  at  this,  and  fell  to  what  disorder 
His  power  could  give  his  will,  buuuds,  comes 
on  end. 

Forgets  school-doing,  being  therein  train’d, 
And  of  kind  manage;  pig-like  he  whines 
At  the  sharp  rowel,  which  he  frets  at  rather 
Than  any  jot  obeys ; seeks  all  foul  means 
Of  boisterous  and  rough  jadry,  to  dis-seat 
His  lord  that  kept  it  bravely : When  nought 
serv’d, 

When  neither  curb  would  crack,  girth  break, 
nor  diflP ring  plunges 

Dis-root  bis  rider  wbeucc  he  grew,  but  that 
He  kept  him  ’tween  his  legs,  on  his  hind 
hoofs  on  end  he  stands, 

That  Arcite’s  legs  being  higher  than  his  head, 


431 

Seem’d  with  strange  art  to  hang : his  victor** 
wreath 

Even  then  fell  off  his  head  ; and  presently 
Backward  the  jade  comes  o’er,  and  his  full  poize 
Becomes  the  rider’s  load.  Yet  is  he  living. 
But  such  a vessel  ’tis  that  floats  hut  for 
The  surge  that  next  approaches:  he  much 
desires  [appears! 

To  have  some  speech  with  you.  Lo,  he 

Enter  Theseus , Hippolita , Emilia , Arcitc  in 
a Chuir . 

Pal.  Oh,  miserable  end  of  our  alliance ! 
The  gods  are  mighty! — Arcite,  if  thy  heart. 
Thy  worthy  manly  heart,  he  yet  unbroken. 
Give  me  thy  last  words ! I am  Balainon, 

One  that  yet  loves  thee  dying. 

Arc.  Take  Emilia,  [hand; 

And  with  her  all  the  world’s  joy.  Reach  thy 
Farewell ! I’ve  told  my  last  hour.  I was 
false, 1,6 

Yet  never  treacherous:  forgive  rne,  cousin! 
One  kiss  from  fair  Emilia!  ’Tis  done : 

Fake  her.  I die!  [Dies. 

Pal.  Thy  brave  soul  seek  Elysium! 

Emi.  I’ll  close  thine  eyes,  prince;  blessed 
souls  be  with  thee! 

Thou  art  a rig  lit  good  man ; and  while  I live 
This  day  I give  to  tears. 

Pal.  And  l to  honour.  [very  here 

Thes.  In  this  place  first  you  fought;  even 
I sunder’d  you : acknowledge  to  the  gods 
Our  thanks  that  you  are  living. 

Ilis  part  is  play’d,  and,  tho*  it  were  too  short. 
He  did  it  well : your  day  is  lengthen’d,  and 
The  blissful  dew  of  Heaven  doesarrose  you  ;**7 
The  pow  erful  Venus  well  hath  grac’d  her  filtar 


THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN. 


Eassions,  whether  of  joy  or  sorrow*,  and  after  I had  inserted  it  in  my  notes,  I found  in  the 
ist  speech  of  this  play  a confirmation  ol  it: 

for  whom 

But  one  hour  since,  I was  as  dearly  sorry , 

As  glad  of  Arcite: 

The  repeated  use  of  the  same  adverb,  in  the  same  sense,  is  not  an  instance  of  that  tautology 
spoke  of  in  the  last  note  of  the  first  scene  of  this  play,  for  a metaphor  repeated  ditfers 
much  from  simple  words.  Words,  when  they  occur  twice,  must  generally  have  the  same 
ideas  fixed  to  them;  but  metaphors  always  containing  double  ideas,  with  a similitude  be- 
tween them,  or,  as  has  been  frequently  observ’d,  being  short  simihes,  they  should  be  as 
seldom  repeated  as  possible  ; as  the  same  simile  should  not  he  used  twice.  Seward. 

Dearly  is,  we  think,  right : but  poor  Seward  is  a little  gravelled  with  his  own  doctrine  of 
tautology. 

ns  Calkins ;]  i.  e.  Hoofs , we  suppose,  from  the  Latin  calx. — There  are  some  hard  and 
odd  passages,  mixed  with  much  poetical  expression,  in  this  description. 

1,6  I was  false.]  I believe  the  reader  will  not  be  easily  convinc’d,  that  Arcite  had  been 
false.  But  our  authors  seem  to  have  been  so  possess’d  of  the  story  from  Chaucer,  that  they 
even  forgot  that  they  had  inserted  an  essential  part  of  it,  the  oath  between  the  Two  Kins- 
men never  to  rival,  but  always  to  assist  each  other  in  love.  This,  as  was  before  observ’d, 
would  justify  Pal  am  on' s anger,  and  render  liiin  the  more  amiable  character.  Seward. 

The  characters  of  Palamon  and  Arcite  are  finely  discriminated.  Palamon  is  certainly  the 
aggrieved  party  yet  there  is  a gallantry  in  Arcitc  that  redeems  his  falshood  ; and  a passion 
in  Palamon  tha  /renders  him  still  more  amiable  and  interesting,  from  the  very  infirmity  of 
his  temper.— Either  Seward,  or  his  printer,  have  made  a mistake  here;  for  our  authors  have 
hot  inserted  the  oath. 

Arowzc  you  ;]  i.  e.  Water,  sprinkle;  bedew  from  the  French,  arroser.  Seward. 

It  should  them  be  spelt  arrvse ; arouse  is  an  English  word  of  very  different  import. 

And 
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And  given  you  your  love ; our  master  Mar* 
Has  vouch’d  his  oracle,  and  to  Arcite  gave 
Tiie  grace  of  the  contention  : so  the  deities 
Have  shew’d  due  justice.  Bear  this  heuce ! 
Pal.  Oh,  cousin, 

That  we  should  things  desire,  which  do  cost  us 
The  loss  of  our  desire!  that  nought  could  buy 
Hear  love,  hut  loss  of  dear  love! 

Then.  Never  fortune  [triumphs. 

Did  play  a subtler  game : the  conquer’d 
The  victor  has  tjie  loss ; yet  in  the  passage 
The  gods  have  been  most  equal.  Pukunou-, 
YourKinsman  hath  confess'd  the  right  o’th’lady 
Did  lie  .in  you ; for  you  first  saw  her,  and 
Even  then  proclaim'd  your  fancy;  he  restor'd 
her. 

As  your  stol’n  jewel,  and  desir'd  your  spirit 
To  send  liiin  hence  forgiven : the  gods  my 
justice  [come 

Take  from  my  hand,  and  they  themselves  be- 


[Act  5.  Scene  4. 

The  executioners.  Lead  yotir  lady  off; 

And  call  your  lovers1 * * * * * **8  from  the  staged  death, 
Whom  1 adopt  my  friends!  A day  or  two  . 
Let  us  look  sadly,  and  give  grace  unto 
The  funeral  of  Arcite!  in  whose  end 
The  visages  of  bridegrooms  we'li  put  on, 

And  smile  with  Palainon;  for  whom  an  hour. 
But  one  hour  since,  l was  ns  dearly  sorry, 

As  glad  of  Arcite;  and  am  now  as  glad, 

As  for  him  sorry.  Oh,  you  henv'nly 
charmers,1  *9 

What  things  you  make  of  us!  For  what  wc 
lack 

We  laugh,  fo'r  what  we  have  are  sofry  still; 
Arc  cbddren  in  some  kind.  Let  us  be 
thankful 

For  that  w hich  is,  and  with  von  leave  depute 
That  are  above  our  question  ! Let’s  go  off, 
And  hear  us  like  the  time ! 

[ FLou  riih . Exeunt* 


Your  lovers;]  i.  e.  the  knights  who  assisted  you. 

"9  Hcav'nly  charmers ;]  i.  c.  Enchanters,  ruling  us  at  their  will,  w hose  operations  arc 
beyond  our  power  to  conceive,  till  we  see  the  effects  of  them.  Seward* 

£>o  in  Othello,  act  iii.  scene  4 : 

* That  handkerchief 

4 Did  an  .Egyptian  to  my  mother  give: 

4 She  was  u charmer t and  could  almost  read 
‘ The  thoughts  of  people.’  R. 


EPILOGUE. 


I WQrLD  now  ask  ye  how  ye  like  the  play; 

But,  as  it  is  with  schoolboys  cannot  say, 

I’m  cruel  fearful!  Pruy  yet  stay  a while, 

And  lei  me  look  upon  ye ! No  man  smile? 

Then  it  goes  hard,  I see  : he  that  lias 

Lov’d  a youug  handsome  weucli  then,  shew 
his  face ! 

*Tis  strange  if  none  be  here;  and  if  he  will 
Against  his  conscience,  let  him  hiss,  and  kill 

Our  market!  *Tis  in  vain,  I see,  to  stay  ye; 
Have  at  the  worst  can  come,  then!  Now 
what  say  ye? 


And  yet  mistake  me  not : I am  not  bold; 

\N  e’ve  no  such  cause.  If  the  tale  we  have 
told 

(For  ’tis  no  other)  any  way  content  ye, 

(For  to  that  honest  purpose  it  was  meant  ye) 

We  have  our  end;  and  ye  shall  have  ero 
long 

I dare  say  many  a better,  to  prolong 

Your  old  loves  to  usu  wc,  and  all  our 
might, 

Rest  at  your  service.  Gentlemen,  good 
night  J [FYouruI. 


This  whole  play,  Mr.  Seward  observes,  * abounds  with  such  sublimity  of  sentiment  and 
4 diction,  that  were  the  beauties  to  he  mark’d  with  asterbrns,  uftcr  Mr.  Pope  aud  Mr.  War* 
• burton’s  manner,  scarce  a page  w ould  be  left  uncover’d  w ith  them.* 

The  capital  defect  in  the  piece  is*  hinted  at  in  these  words  of  the  Epilogue, 

- ■■  -■  If  the  Tale  vee  have  told 
( For  *tis  no  other) 

It  is  indeed  rather  n talc  than  a drama , particularly  towards  the  conclusion,  which  has  per* 
haps  so  long  prevented  its  representation  on  the  stage;  where  some  scenes  of  it  would  pro- 
duce a great  effect,  tho’  there  are  in  this  drtunatick  tale  many  excellent  passages,  more  cal- 
culated to  please  the  render  than  spectator.  The  mixture  of  Gothick  with  antient  manner* 
was  the  common  vice  of  the  writers  of  the  age  in  which  it  was  wrote.  It  is,  however,  a 
most  noble  play,  replete  w ith  animated  discourse,  and  sublime  touches  of  poetry. 
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THE  Two  Noble  Kinsmen,  on  the  authority  of  the  title-page  to  the  first  edition,  has  been 
Voked  on  as  the  production  of  Shakespeare  and  Fletcher;  but  not  being  able  to  find  any 
satisfactory  proof  (nor  indeed  presumptive,  except  that  it  contains  many  passages  not  un- 
worthy of  him)  that  the  former  was  joint  author  of  it,  we  acknowledge  we  doubt  the  tradition 
of  his  being  at  all  concerned  in  the  piece.  Little  stress  can  be  laid  on  the  title-page  in 
question  (the  only  shadow  of  authority),  which  bears  evident  marks  of  the  craft  of  a pub- 
lisher, and  was  not  printed  till  nine  years  after  the  death  of  Fletcher,  and  sixteen  after 
Shakespeare’s.  Seward,  however,  takes  it  for  granted  to  be  the  production  of  the  poets  to 
whom  it  has  been  attributed ; of  which  he  does  not  mention  a doubt,  but  says, 

I.  * It  will  be  an  entertainment  to  the  curious,  to  distiiiguish  the  hand  of  Shakespeare 

* from  that  of  Fletcher.  The  only  external  evidence  that  I ever  heard  of,  is  a tradition  of 

* the  playhouse,  that  the  first  act  ouly  was  wrote  by  Shakespeare,  and  this  Mr.  Warburton 

* says  in  his  Preface  to  that  author.  If  it  is  true,  it  does  great  honour  to  Fletcher,  for 

* though  there  are  many  excellent  things  in  that  act,  it  is  in  every  respect  much  inferior  to 
1 the  four  others.  Had  it  fallen  within  Mr.  Warburton’s  province  to  have  examin’d  the  in* 

‘ ternal  evidence,  I know  no  man  so  capable  of  striking  light  out  of  obscurity.  I shall  lay 

* before  the  reader  the  reasons  which  make  me  doubt  the  authenticity  of  this  tradition,  and 

* shall  endeavour  to  prove  that  either  Shakespeare  had  a very  great  hand  in  all  the  acts  of 

* this  play,  particularly  in  the  whole  charming  character  of  the  Jailor’s  Daughter,  or  else  that 

* Fletcher  more  closely  imitated  him  in  this  than  in  any  other  part  of  his  works/ 

II.  The  prison  scene  between  Palamon  and  Arcite  * is,’  says  Seward,  ‘ more  worthy  of 
1 Shakespeare  than  any  long  one  in  the  first  act.  It  is  in  Shakespeare’s  second-best  man- 

* ner,  or  in  Fletcher’s  best,  and  these  are  not  easily  distinguishable.  If  the  reader  will  cou- 

* suit  the  first  scene  of  the  two  brothers,  with  their  supposed  father  coming  out  of  the  cave, 

* in  Cymbeline,  and  the  description  of  the  Spartan  houuds  by  Theseus,  in  Midsummer-Night’s 

‘ Dream,  he  will  find  a great  similitude  of  sentiment,  stile,  and  spirit : add  to  these,  the  . 

* following  lines  in  Richard  II.  Mowbray  being  banish’d,  thus  complains  of  his  want  of 
1 foreign  languages  : 

“ Within  my  mouth  you  have  engoal’d  my  tongue, 

“ Doubly  portcullis’d  with  my  teeth  and  lips, 

“ And  dull  unfeeling  barren  ignorance 
. M Must  be  the  jailor  to  attend  on  me/ 

* All  but  the  second  of  these  are  noble  lines,  though  so  great  a man  as  Mr.  Pope  discarded 

* them  from  the  text.  The  end  of  Arcite’s  former  speech,  (which  Milton  very  closely  foW 
1 lows,  bewailing  his  blindness,  in  his  Hymn  to  Light)  and  the  lines  referred  to  in  th« 

* emendation  above,  hAve  the  sublimity  of  these  lines  of  Mowbray,  without  the  quaintness  of 
1 thought  that  disgraces  one  of  them,  notwithstanding  its  similitude  to  the  tpxos 

1 of  Homer.  These  reasons  may  induce  one  to  place  this  scene  to  Shakespeare/  Here, 
however,  arise  doubts:  ‘ On  the  other  hand,  the  simile  of  a wild  boar  in  chase  to  the 
1 Parthian  archer  (who  by  a bold  poetic  liberty  is  Culled  the  Parthian  quiver),  the  bristles 
1 and  darts  sticking  on  his  back  to  the  arrows  on  the  archer's  shoulder,  and  the  frequent  and 
‘ furious  turnings  of  the  boar  to  the  Parthian’s  turning  to  shoot  as  he  flies.  This  noble 

* simile  is  a favourite  of  Fletcher’s,  and  he  uses  it  in  another  play  that  seems  to  have  been 
‘wrote  before  this.  And  I believe  it  nowhere  occurs  in  Shakespeare.  As  to  the  ana- 
‘ chronisin  of  making  Parthian  archers  talk’d  of  in  Theseus’s  time,  it  is  af  impropriety  that 
‘ both  Shakespeare  and  Fletcher  are  equally  guilty  of/ 

III.  Spcakiug  of  the  Jailor’s  Daughter,  ‘ The  Aurora  of  Guido  has  not  more  strokes  of 

* the  same  hand  which  drew  his  Bacchus  and  Ariadne,  than  the  sweet  description  of  this 
1 pretty  maiden’s  love-distraction  has  to  the  like  distraction  of  Ophelia  in  Hamlet:  that  of 
1 Ophelia  ending  in  her  death,  is  like  the  Ariadne  more  moving,  but  the  images  here,  like 
1 those  in  Aurora,  are  more  numerous,  and  equally  exquisite  in  grace  and  beauty.  May  we 
' then  pronounce,  tlmt  either  this  is  Shakespeare’s,  or  that  Fletcher  has  here  e quail’d 
‘ him  in  his  very  best  manner?' 

IV.  Inp.  431,  the  reader  will  find  Mr.  Seward  propose  a mode  of  justification  for  Pa* 
lemons  anger;  after  which  he  adds,  4 This  seems  the  whole  that  is  wanting  (which  might  be 

* ®ded  in  three  lines)  to  render  this  play  equal  toCymbeliue,  Measure  for  Measure,  Twelfth* 

* Night,  As  You  Like  it,  and  all  the  plays  of  the  second-class  of  Shakespeare,  and  to  fbe 
| Maid’s  Tragedy,  The  False  One,  The  Bloody  Brother,  A King  and  No  King,  Philaster,  The 

* Double  Marriage,  and  the  rest  of  the  first-rate  plays  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher/ 

t V.  The  description  of  female  friendship,  p.  394,  he  says,  ‘ was  probably  Shake* 

| speare’s,  and  in  his  second,  if  not  in  his  very  best  manner,  which  will  evidently  appear  by 

* its  .preference,  which  it  may  justly  claim  to  the  like  description  iu  Midsummer-Night* 

4 Dream,  act  iii.  scene  8. 

a We,  Hermia,  like  two  artificial  gods 
u Created  with  our  needles  both  one  flower, 
u Jdoth  on  one  sampler,  sitting  on  one  cushion; 
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“ Both  warbling  of  one  song,  both  in  one  key ; 

“ As  if  our  bunds,  our  sides,  voices  and  minds 
44  Had  been  incorporate;  so  we  grew  together, 

“ Uke  to  a double  cherry,  seeming  parted, 

“ Bat  yet  an  union  in  partition, 

“ Two  lovely  berries  molded  in  one  stem ; 

44  Or  with  two  seeming  bodies,  but  one  heart, 

44  Two  of  the  brut,  like  coats  in  heraldry, 

“ Due  but  to  one,  and  crowned  with  one  crest.” 

VI.  Relative  to  the  madness  of  the  Jailor’s  Daughter,  * There  arc,  says  Seward,  such  cha- 
4 racterising  strokes,  and  such  strong  features  of  both  Ophelia  and  Lear  iu  their  phreasies, 

‘ that  one  cannot  but  believe  that  the  same  pencil  drew  them  all.' 

VII.  We  will  now  mention  a doubt  or  two  more.  4 If  the  reader  will  please  to  consult 
4 the  soliloquy  of  Kichurd  II.  in  prisou,  he  will  find  severul  strokes  much  resembling  some  iu 
4 this  scene,  [the  prison  scene  between  Palawan  and  Arctic],  and  w hilst  he  compares  tliem, 

4 may  hi*  apt  to  ascribe  them  both  to  the  same  hand  ; but  the  follow  ing  lines  out  of  Fletcher’s 
4 Lovers'  Progress,  may  again  stagger  our  opinion,  and  make  us  as  apt  to  ascribe  the  whole 
4 sei  ne  to  Fletcher.  Lillian , a young  lover,  in  a lit  of  despair  turns  hermit,  and  thus  dc- 
4 scribes  the  happiness  of  solitude: 

44 These  wild  fields  are  my  gardens; 

44  The  crystal  rivers  they  ntfnrd  their  waters, 

44  And  grudge  not  their  sweet  streams  to  quench  afflictions, 

44  The  hollow  rocks  their  beds,  which  tin/  they're  hard 
44  (The  emblems  of  u doting  lover's  fortune; 

• 44  Yet  they  are  quiet, and  the  weary  slnmliers 

44  The  eyes  catch  there,  softer  than  beds  of  down; 

“ The  birds  my  bell  to  call  me  to  devotions; 

“ Mv  hook  the  story  of  my  wand’ring  life, 

44  In  w hich  I find  more  hours  due  to  repentance 
44  Than  time  hath  told  me  yet.' 

4 See  the  whole  dialogue,  act  iv.  scene  3.' 

MIL  Again, 4 What  was  said  of  the  difficulty  of  judging  whether  Shakespeare  or  Fletcher 
4 had  the  greatest  hand  in  the  scene  of  the  Two  Kinsmen  in  prison,  is  applicable  to  this, 

4 [the  temple  scene]  and  indeed  to  all  the  scenes  in  which  tliey  appear.  Fletcher  frequently 
4 writes  us  well,  and  Shakespeare  perhaps  alone  of  nil  our  drniuatick  poets  can  be  said  ever 
4 to  have  wrote  better.' 

IX.  Again,  4 This  Schoolmaster  and  his  fellow -comedians  seem  very  like  the  farcical 
4 clowns  in  Midsummer-Night’s  Dream,  and  other  plays  of  Shakespeare;  yet  it  seems  pro- 
4 bahle  that  Fletcher  had  the  greatest  share  of  this,  as  the  quotation  from  Tully’s  Oration 
4 against  Catiline,  and  all  the  l-atinisms  of  the  Schoolmaster  seem  wrote  by  one  who  was 
4 more  ready  in  Latin  quotations  than  Shakespeare;  who,  notwithstanding  all  the  pains 
4 which  learned  men  liavc  taken  to  prove  the  contrary,  seems  to  have  had  no  more  Latin 
4 than  falls  to  tin  share  of  a very  young  school-boy,  the  Grammar  and  a little  of  Ovid.  At 
4 the  same  time,  I allow  him  an  excellent  scholar  in  English,  French,  and  Italian,  which 
4 comprehend  a vast  extent  of  literature/ 

X.  Shakes peure's  supposed  want  of  erudition,  Mr.  Seward  considers  as  an  argument  for 
some  other  particular  parts  being  attributed  to  Fletcher:  thus,  after  observing  that  the  me- 
thod of  concealing  combats  was  an  art  well  known  to  the  Greek  tragedians,  he  says, 4 I don’t 
4 remember  either  in  Shakespeare  or  Fletcher,  any  instance  of  this  kind  before  this  combat. 

* As  Fletcher  was  a scholar,  aud  Shakespeare  not  one  in  Greek,  the  former  was  probably  the 
4 author  here.' 

XI.  Again,  speaking  of  Theseus's  address  to  the  First  Quitn , wherein  he  mentions  Juno's 
mantle,  Seward  says, 4 As  there  is  moredhplav  of  learning  in  this  speech  tlian  is  usually  seen 
‘ in  Shakespeare’s,  may  we  not  probably  suppose  tins  scene  to  have  beeu  Fletcher’s,  contiary 
4 to  the  receiv'd  opinion?’ 

XII.  The  modesty  of  the  expression, 4 Weak  as  we  are,'  in  the  prologue,  makes  Seward 
think  it 4 probable,  that  the  play  was  acted  before  the  death  of  Shakespeare,  aud  that  it 
4 was  w rote  in  conjunction  as  much  as  those  w liicli  Beaumont  joined  in.*  And  the  modesty 
of  promising,  in  the  epilogue, 4 many  a better  play,’  says  he, 4 strengthens  the  probability  of 
4 the  two  great  authors  having  nearly  an  equal  share  of  t!»e  play.  Ilad  Fletcher  finished  a 
€ work  of  Shakespeare's,  he  w ould  probably  have  spoke  in  a different  stile.’ 

I.  Seward  is  lather  unfortunate  in  his  beginning;  for  Wnrburton  does  not  even  mention 
The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen  in  the  Preface. — Pope  speaks  of  it  in  fiis  Preface,  iu  the  following 

manner:  4 if  that  play  be  his,  as  there  goes  a tradition  it  was,  (and  indeed  it  1ms 

little  resemblance  of  Fletcher,  and  more  of  our  author  than  some  of  those  which  have  beeu 
4 ivccived  as  genuine; :'  An  assertion  which  that  great  inun  w ould  not  have  made,  had  he  ever 

read 
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read  Fletcher  with  attention. — Mr.  Steevens  ranks  this  piny  in  the  same  list  with  Locriue, 
London  Prodigal,  Sir  John  Oidcastle,  and  the  other  plays  ascribed  to  Shakespeare  by  cata- 
logues and  editions,  whose  authority  has  not  been  sudicient  to  gain  the  several  pieces  there 
mentioned  a place  among  the  dramas  at  present  received  a>  Shakespeare’s;  am^cxccpt  the 
posthumous  title-page  of  1034,  there  is  indeed  no  kind  of  authority. 

II.  III.  IV.  Seward  is  very  fond  of  the  idea  of  Fletcher’s  best  manner  resembling  Shake- 
speare’s second-best  ; but  we  cannot  help  thinking  it  childish  to  account  the  poetry  of  those 
scenes  which  he  cites,  Shakespeare's  second-best.  Whether  they  were  his  work  or  Fletcher’s, 
they  arc  most  excellent;  and  might  have  been  produced  by  either,  or  by  Beaumont.  That 
Shakespeare  is,  taken  altogether,  superior  to  our  authors,  is  certain ; but  there  often  occur 
passages  in  their  plays  far  beyond  the  promise  of  the  subject,  and  equal  to  the  pen  of  any 
writer  ancient  or  modern ; as  may  be’  evinced  by  numberless  passages  in  Plulaster,  the 
Maid’s  Tragedy,  King  and  no  King,  Bonducn,  Wife  for  a Month,  Cupid’s  Revenge,  Arc.  Ate. 
4c.  notwithstanding  what  is  above  quoted  from  the  Preface  of  that  great  man,  Mr.  Pope. 

V.  In  our  opinion,  there  is  more  ease,  spirit,  and  nature,  in  the  description  in  the  Mid- 
furaraer-Night’s  Dream,  than  in  that  of  the  l’wo  Noble  Kinsmen.  However,  if  it  be  other- 
wise, Fletcher  has  confessedly  so  much  poetical  merit,  that  to  attribute  his  most  exquiMte 
beauties  to  Shakespeare,  is  doing  him  an  injury.  And  in  this  injury  we  are  sorry  to  find  Dr. 
Fanner  has  taken  part,  who,  speaking  of  Emilia's  fine  comparison  of  a maid  to  a rose,  which 
he  highly  praises,  says,  1 I have  no  doubt  those  lines  were  written  by  Shakespeare.’  And 
because  the  speech  of  Theseus,  p.  306,  is  particularly  beautiful,  Seward  thinks  that  it ‘ looks 
* extremely  like  the  hand  of  Shakespeare.’ 

VI.  Though  there  is  much  poetical  fancy  in  the  phrensy  of  the  Jailors  Daughter , we  can- 

not with  Mr.  Seward  think  it  equal  to  the  natural  madness  painted  by  Shakespeare.  Like 
the  assumed  distraction  of  Hamlet  and  Edgar,  * 

‘ Tho’  this  he  madness,  yet  there’s  method  in't 
more  apparent  method  than  in  the  drawing  of  Ophelia  and  Lear. 

VII.  VIII.  IX.  Nothing  need  be  said  ot  the  doubts.  4 

X.  XI.  What  is  here  said,  tending  to  invalidate  Shakespeare’s  claim,  is  apart  from  the 

argument;  but  we  may,  however,  just  remark,  that  there  are  many  speeches  in  Shakespeare, 
as  much  abounding  with  learned  allusions  as  any  part  of  Theseus’s  address. 

XII.  That  the  play  was  ‘ wrote  in  conjunction,’  we  will  readily  suppose;  but  no  kind  of 
information  can  be  derived  from  either  prologue  or  epilogue,  u ha  the  associate  was. 

We  have  now  gone  through  all  that  Mr.Seward  had  said  on  this  subject ; wherein  we  can- 
not find  one  plausible  argument  for  ascribing  to  Shakespeare  any  part  of  the  Two  Noble  Kins- 
men; which  certainly  abounds  with  the  peculiar  beauties  and  defects  that  distinguish  the 
rest  of  this  collection,  and  should,  in  our  opinion,  (if  a joint  work)  Ik?  attributed  to  the  same 
authors.  There  are  too,  many  particular  passages  and  expressions  in  this  play,  w hich  bear 
a striking  similarity  to  others  wrote  between  them:  of  this  sort  are  trace,  and  turn  hoys/ 
p.  410:  on  the  same  inob-occasion,  the  same  expression  occurs  in  Philaster.  in  that  play 
too,  the  Prince  talks  of  discoursing  from  a pyramid , to  all  the  underworld:  So  here,  p.  4l‘>, 
Emilia  says,  in  one  of  the  most  beautiful  passages  of  the  play, 

4 Fame  and  Honour, 

4 Methinks,  from  hence,  as  from  a promontory 

* Pointed  in  Heav'n,  should  clap  their  wings,  and  sing 

* To  all  the  underworld .* 

And  various  others  might  he  quoted.  Writers  often  unknowingly  copy  themselves,  as  well 
as  other  authors;  and  tho*  it  might  here  be  answer’d,  that  Fletcher  is  allowed  to  have  wrote 
in  both,  and  the  similar  passages  may  he  hit;  yet  Beaumont  (who  had  a great  share  in  Phi- 
laster) is  as  likely  to  have  produced  them  in  hath  ns  his  associate.  And  (what  is  rather  re- 
markable) it  will  appear  to  my  attentive  reader,  that  the  chief  similarities  are  to  pieces  in 
which  Beaumont  is  universally  allowed  to  have  been  connected,  not  where  his  assistance  is 
doubted. — Had  Shakespeare  been  considered  ns  one  of  the  joint  authors,  is  it  not  natural  to 
suppose,  that  a play  ui  so  much  excellence  would  have  found  a place  in  the  collection  of  his 
Dramas  published  by  Hemings  and  Coudell?  But  they  have  neither  admitted  the  piece,  nor 
taken  the  least  notice  of  Shakespeare’s  being  at  nil  concerned  in  it.  We  must  not,  indeed, 
rest  too  much  upon  this,  as  it  is  certain  they  omitted  Troilusand  Cressida,  a play,  however, 
of  much  less  eminence:  on  the  whole,  we  think<that  there  ought  to  be  more  authority  than 
an  uncertain  tradition,  to  take  the  credit  of  this  play  from  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  the  joint 
authors  of  so  many  other  excellent  dramas,  written  very  much  in  the  stile  and  spirit  of  the 
play  before  us.  Place  Shakespeare’s  name  before  several  other  of  these  dramas,  how 
many  criticks,  like  Seward,  would  Inbour  to  ascertain  the  particular  passages  that  came  from 
hi*  hand ! 
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The  first  edition  of  this  Play  was  printed  in  quarto,  1631,  without  the  name  of  eittier 
Author.  The  edition  of  1648,  ascribes  it  to  Fletcher ; and  that  of  1619,  to  both  writers. 
Dr.  Hyde,  in  the  Bodleian  Catalogue,  assigns  it  to  Ben  Jouson,  without  any  authority 
whatever.  It  was  ■formerly  performed  frequently,  but  of  late  years  has  been  entirely  laid 
aside. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Men. 

Thierbt,  } Brothers,  Kings  of  France 
Theodoret,  S and  Austracw. 

Martell,  a Soldier,  Friend  to  Theodoret. 
Protaldye,  Gallant  to  Brunhalt. 

S‘~ 

De  Vi  try,  a disbanded  Officer . 

Revellers. 


Courtiers. 

Huntsmen. 

Women. 

Brunhalt,  Mother  to  Thierry  and  The*>~ 
doret. 

O it  Deli  a,  the  King  of  Arragon's  Daughter , 
married  to  Thierry. 

Memderce,  Theodorct’s  Daughter . 

Ladies. 


SCENE,  France . 


ACT  I. 


* SCENE  I. 

Enter  Theodoret , Brunhalt,  and  Btncdber. 
Brunhalt.  TTAX  me  with  these  hot  tain- 
tares’? 

Theod.  You’re  too  sudden; 

2 do  but  gently  tell  you  whut  becomes  you, 


And  what  may  bend  your  honour!  how  these 
courses, 

Of  loose  and  lazy  pleasures,  not  suspected, 
But  done  and  known;  your  mind  that  grants 
no  limit,  [people, 

And  all  your  actions  follow,  which  loose 
That  see  but  thro*  a mist  of  circumstance, 


■ Tax  me  aith  these  hoi  tainters?]  Theobald  wonld  read,  hot  taints.  The  oldest  quarto 
exhibits  taint  sirs;  we  therefore  prefer  iainturei;  and  though  we  do  not  remember  meeting 
with  the  word,  it  is  more  expressive  of  the  sense  of  hunts  (here  required)  than  tainters. 

Dare 
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Dare  term  ambitious ; ' all  your  ways  hide 
sores 

Opening  in  the  end  to  nothing  but  ulcers*. 
Your  instruments  like  these  may  call  the 
world, 

And  with  a fearful  clamour,  to  examine 
Whv,  and  to  wlmt  we  govern.  From  example, 
If  not  for  virtue’s  sake,  you  may  be  honest: 
There  have  been  great  ones,  good  ones,  and 
*tis  necessary, 

Because  you  are  yourielf,  and  by  yourself, 

A self-piece  from  the  touch  of  power  and 
justice,  [imagine 

You  should  command  yourself.  You  may 
(Which  cozens  all  the  world,  but  chiefly  wo- 
men) 

The  name  of  greatness  glorifies  your  actions; 
And  strong  powerjike  a pent-house,  promises 
To  shade  you  from  opinion ; take  heed,  mo- 
ther ! 

And  let  us  all  take  heed ! these  most  abuse  us: 
The  sins  we  do,  people  behold  thro  optics. 
Which  shew  them  ten  times  more  than  com- 
mon vices, 

And  often  multiply  them:  then  what  justice 
Dare  we  inflict  upon  the  weak  offenders, 
When  we  are  thieves  ourselves? 

Brun.  This  is  Mar  tell,  [son, 

Studied  and  penn'd  unto  you;  whose  baseper- 
I charge  you  by  the  love  vou  owe  a mother, 
And  as  you  hope  for  Llessings  from  her 
prayers, 

Neither  to  give  belief  to,  nor  allowance ! 
Next,  I tell  you,  sir,  you  from  whom  obedi- 
ence 

Is  so  far  fled  that  you  dare  tax  a mother, 
Nay,  further,  brand  her  honour  with  your 
slanders, 

And  break  into  the  treasures  of  her  credit, 
Your  easiness  is  abused,  your  faith  freighted 
With  lies,  malicious  lies;  your  merchant  Mis- 
chief; 


He  that  ne'er  knew  more  trade  than  tales,  and 
tumbling 

Suspicious  into  honest  hearts : what  you  orhe, 
Or  all  the  world  dare  lay  upon  my  worth, 
This  for  your  poor  opinions!  I ain  she, 

And  so  will  bear  myself,  whose  truth  and 
whiteness 

Shall  ever  stand  as  far  from  tliese  detections 
As  you  from  duty.  Get  you  better  servants, 
People  of  honest  actions,  without  ends. 

Ana  whip  these  knaves  away ! tiiey  eat  your 
favours, 

And  turn ’em  unto  poisons.  My  known  credit, 
Whom  all  the  courts  o’  this  side  Nile  have 
envied,  [question, 

And  happy  she  could  cite  me3,  brought  in 
Now  in  my  hours  of  nge  and  reverence, 
When  rather  superstition  should  be  render’d? 
And  by  a rush  that  one  day’s  warmth  [tice, 
Hath  shot  up  to  dus  swelliug?  Give  me  jus- 
Which  is  his  life! 

Thcod.  This  is  an  impudence ; 

And  he  must  tell  you,  that  ’till  now,  mother, 
Brought  you  a son's  obedience,  and  now 
Above  the  sufferance  of  a sou.  [breaks  it, 
Bfiw.  Bless  us ! 

For  1 do  now  begin  to  feel  myself 
Tucking  into  a halter4,  and  the  ladder 
Turning  from  me,  one  pulling  at  my  legs  too. 
Thcod.  These  truths  are  no  man's  titles, 
but  all  men’s  troubles;  [out-stare  ’em : 
They  are,  tho’  your  strange  greatness  would 
Witness  the  daily  libels,  almost  ballads, 

In  every  place  aimost,  in  every  province'. 
Are  made  upon  your  lust;  tavern  discourses; 
Crow  ds  crarn’d  with  w hispers;  nay,  the  holy 
temples  [blush ; 

A re  not  without  your  curses.  Now  you  would 
But  your  black  tainted  blood  dare  not  appear. 
For  fear  I should  fright  that  too. 

Brun.  Oh,  ye  gods!  [your  actions: 

Thcod.  Do  not  abuse  their  names ! they  see 


* Opening  in  the  end  to  nothing  but  ulcers.]  Tit e ancient  English  poets  were  certainly  not 
sufficiently  cautious  of  proper  I v accenting  their  verses,  insomuch  that  it  tnny  be  doubted 
whether  they  thought  the  rule  of  accenting  the  even  syllables  (viz.  the  second,  fourth,  sixth, 
eighth,  and  tenth)  a necessary  part  of  our  measure.  T his  line  has  the  accent  upon  nil  the 
odd  syllables  and,  tho'  the  thought  is  poetrv,  it  is  not  verse  at  all.  Our  authors  indeed  in 
general  have  such  good  ears,  and  this  is  so  easily  made  right  measure,  that  it  may  probably 
be  a corruption,  anil  the  original  have  run, 

To  nothing  opening  in  the  end  but  ulcers. 

See  the  rule  above  more  fully  explain'd,  with  the  exception  it  admits,  in  a note  in  the  first 
scene  of  Wit  Without  Money.  Seward. 

3 And  happy  the  could  site  me. ] Corrected  in  1730. 

« feel  myself 

Turning  into  a halter,  and  the  ladder 

Turnin' ’ from  me.]  Turning  into  a halter , is  no  very  natural  expression.  The  common 
word  of  being  tuck'd  in  a halter,  seems  probably  the  true  reading.  Seward. 

s In  erery  place,  almost  in  every  province .J  Every  ulacc  being  much  more  minutely  parti- 
cular than  every  province,  the  almost  seems  improperly  plac’d  here.  It  is  not  very  material, 
but  rather  more  correct  to  rend, 

In  every  place  almost  of  every  province; 
i.  e.  In  every  earner  of  every  province  of  our  kingdom.  Seward. 

We  apprehend  the  error  to  be  merely  in  the  punctuation,  and  the  poet  to  hare  meant, 
< in  almost  every  place,  in  every  province  at  least.'  ^ 


Digitized  by  Google 


439 


Jlctl.  Scene  1.]  TIIE  TRAGEDY  OF  TIUERRY  AND  THEODORET. 


And  your  conceal’d  sins,  tho'  you  work  like 
Lie  level  to  their  justice.  [moles, 

Brun.  Art  thou  a son?  [a  mother, 

Theod . The  more  my  shame  is  of  so  bad 
Ami  more  your  wretchedness  you  let  me 
be  so.  [me, 

Blit,  woman  (for  a mother’s  name  hath  left 
Since  you  have  left  your  honour),  mend  these 
mins. 

And  build  again  tint  broken  fame ; and  fairly, 
(Your  most  intemperate  lires  have  burnt)  aud 
quickly, 

Within  these  ten  days,  take  a monastery, 

A most  strict  house;  a house  where  none 
may  whisper,  [make  you 

Where  no  more  litfht  is  known  but  what  may 
Believe  tliere  is  a day ; where  no  hope  dwells, 
Nor  comfort  hut  in  tears — 

Brun.  Oh,  misery  ! [starv’d  penance, 
Tbeod.  And  there  to  cold  repentance,  and 
Tic  your  succeeding  days:  or  curse  me,  liea- 
veo. 

If  all  yourgilded  knaves,  brokers,  and  bedders, 
Even  he  you  built  from  nothing,  strong  Pro- 
t&ldye,  [maids. 

Be  not  made  aiuhlihg  geldings!  all  your 
If  that  tminc  do  not  shame  ’em,  fed  with 
spunges, 

To  suck  away  their  rankness!  and  yourself 
Only  to  empty  pictures  and  dead  arras 
(lifer  your  old  desires ! 

Brun.  I will  not  curse  you, 

Nor  lay  a prophecy  upon  your  pride, 

Tho' Heav’n  might  grant  me  both:  unthank* 
, ful,  no!  [you; 

l nourish'd  you;  ’twos  I,  poor  I,  groan’d  lor 
Twas  I felt  whnt  you  suffer’d;  I lamented 
When  sickness  or  sud  hours  held  hack  your 
sweetness;  [wakings; 

Turns  I pay’d  for  your  sleeps6 ; I watch’d  your 
My  daily  cures  and  fears  that  rid,  play’d, 
walk’d. 

Discours’d,  discover’d,  fed  aud  fashion'd  you 
To  what  you  arc;  and  I am  thus  rewarded? 
Theod.  But  that  I know  these  tears,  I could 
dole  on  ’em,  [’em 

And  kneel  to  catch  ’em  as  they, fall,  then  knit 
Into  an  ariulet,  ever  to  be  honour’d  : [fill. 

But,  woman,  they  are  dangerous  drops,  deceit* 
Full  of  the  weeper,  anger  and  ill-nature. 
Brun.  In  my  last  hours  despis’d? 

'Theod.  That  text  should  tell, 

Ilow  ugly  it  becomes  you  to  err  thus: 

Your  fl.tmes  are  spent,  nothing  but  smoke 
maintains  you;  [fers7. 

And  those  your  favour  and  your  bounty  tuf- 
Lie  not  with  you,  they  do  but  lay  lust  on  you, 


And  then  embrace  you  as  they  caught  a palsy; 
Your  power  they  may  love,  and  like  Spanish 
jennets, 

Commit  with  such  a gust — 

Baw.  I would  take  whipping, 

And  pay  a fine  now  ! Exit. 

Theod.  But  were  you  once  disgrac'd. 

Or  fall'll  in  wealth,  like  leaves  they  would  fly 
from  you,  [will’d  me 

And  become  browse  for  every  beast.  You 
To  stock  iny  self  with  belter  friends,  and  ser- 
vants ; [kind. 

With  what  face  dare  you  see  me,  or  any  man* 
That  keep  a ruce  of  such  unheard-of  relics. 
Bawds,  lechers,  leeclies,  female  fornications. 
And  children  in  their  rudiments  to  vices. 

Old  men  to  shew  examples,  and  (lest  art 
•Should  lose  herself  in  act)  to  call  hack  custom? 
Leave  these,  and  live  like  Niobe!  I told  you 
how;  [brance 

And  when  your  eyes  have  droptaway  reinem- 
Of  what  you  were,  I am  your  son : perform  it ! 

[Exit. 

Brun.  Am  I a woman,  and  no  more  power 
in  ine 

To  tie  this  tiger  up?  a soul  to  no  end  ? 

Have  I got  shame,  nnd  lost  my  will?  Brun- 
halr,  [him. 

From  this  accursed  hour  forget  thou  bor’st 
Or  any  part  of  thy  blood  gave  him  living  ! 
Let  hint  be  to  thee  an  antipathy,  [ward; 
A thing  thy  nature  sweats  at,  and  turns  back* 
Throw  all  the  mischiefs  on  him  that  thyself. 
Or  w oman  w orse  titan  thou  art,  have  invented, 
And  kill  him  drunk,  or  doubtful! 

Enter  Biucdber , Protaldye , and  Lccure. 
Bute.  Such  a sweat 

I never  was  in  yet!  dipt  of  my  minstrels. 

My  toys  to  prick  up  wenches  withal?  uphold 
It  runs  like  snow-balls  thro’  me!  [me; 

Brun.  Now,  my  varlets,  [tions! 

My  slaves,  my  running  thoughts,  my  execu- 
Butc.  Lord,  how  she  looks  ! 

Brun.  Hell  take  ye  all ! 

Buu'.  We  sliall  be  gelt. 

Brun.  Your  mistress,  [curtals. 

Your  old  and  honour’d  mistress,  you  tir'd 
Suffers  for  your  base  sins ! I must  be  cloister'd. 
Mew’d  up  to  rauke  me  virtuous:  who  can 
help  tins  ? [taldye  ! 

Now  you  stand  still,  like  statues!  Come,  Pro- 
One  kiss  before  I perish,  kiss  me  strongly  ! 
Another,  and  a third! 

Lee.  I fear  not  gelding, 

As  long  as  she  holds  this  way. 

Brun.  'flic  young  courser, 


6 Twu  l pay for  your  sleeps.]  To  watch  another  while  he’s  sleeping,  cannot  simply  be 
said  to  pat/  for  his  sleep;  a metaphor  of  that  nature  would  require  a further  explanation,  as, 
I pav’d  for  your  sleep  at  the  price  of  my  own  watchings.  As  nothing  of  that  nature  appears, 
it  is  most  probable  that  it  is  the  mere  omission  of  a letter,  it  is  therefore  restored,  pray'd. 

Scuard. 

7 — your  favour  und  your  bounty  sutlers.]  Seward  conjectured  we  should  read  Jotters ; 
aud  Sympson  succours;  but  suffers,  iu  the  sense  of  per  its , is  iutelligiblc. 

That 
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That  unlick’d  Inmp  of  mine,  will  win  thy  mis- 
tress* : 

Must  I be  chaste,  Protaldye  ? 

Pro/.  Tims,  and  thus,  ladv!  [vestals! 
Brun.  It  slmll  be  so:  let  him  seek  fools  for 
Here  is  my  cloister. 

Lee.  But  what  safety*  madam, 

Find  you  in  staying  here  ? 

Brun.  Th’ hast  hit  ljiy  meaning  : 

I will  toThierry,  son  of  my  blessings,  [tilly, 
And  there  complain  me,  tell  my  tale  so  sub- 
v T[iat  the  cold  stones  shall  sweat,  and  statues 
mourn;  {ness; 

And  thou  shalt  weep,  Protaldye,  in  my  wit- 
And  these  forswear. 

Bute.  Yes;  any  thing  hut  gelding! 

I am  not  yet  in  quiet,  noble  lady: 

Let  it  be  done  to-night,  for  without  doubt 
To-morrow  we  are  capons ! 

Brun.  Sleep  shall  not  seize  me, 

Nor  any  food  befriend  me  but  thy  kisses, 
Ere  I forsake  this  desart.  I live  honest? 

He  may  as  well  bid  dead  men  walk  I I 
bumbled,  [tear  me, 

Or  bent  below  my  power?  let  night-dogs 
And  goblins  ride  me  in  my  sleep  to  jelly. 
Ere  I forsake  my  sphere ! 

Lee.  This  place  you  will. 

Brun.  What’s  that  to  you,  or  any, 

Ye  dross9,  ye  powder’d  pigsbones,  rhubarb 
clisters! 

Must  you  know  my  designs  ? a college  of  you 
The  proverb  makes  but  fools. 

Froit  But,  noble  lady—  [not, 

Brun.  You  are  a saucy  ass  too ! Off  I will 
If  you  but  anger  me,  ’till  a sow-geldcr  [me  ! 
Have  cut  you  all  like  colts:  hold  me,  and  kiss 
For  I am  too  much  troubled.  Make  up  my 
treasure,  » 

Aud  get  me  horses  private;  come,  about  it! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Theodore  t,  Martell , SfC. 

Theod.  Tho’I  assure  myself,  Martell,  your 
counsel 

Had  no  end  but  allegiance  and  my  honour. 
Yet  1 am  jealous,  I have  pass'd  the  hounds 


Of  a son’s  duty : for,  suppose  her  worse 
Than  your  report,  not  by  bare  circumstance, 
But  evident  proof  confirm’d,  lias  given  her 
out10; 

Yet  since  all  weaknesses  in  a kingdom  are 
No  more  to  be  severely  punish’d,  than 
The  faults  of  kings  are,  by  the  Thunderer, 
As  oft  as  they  offend,  to  be  reveng’d; 

If  not  for  piety,  vet  for  policy, 

Sincd  some  are  of  necessity  to  be  spar’d, 

I might,  and  now  l wish  1 had  not  look’d 
With  such  strict  eyes  into  her  follies. 

Mart.  -Sir, 

A duty  well  discharg’d  is  never  follow’d 
By  sad  rcpentmice ; nor  did  your  highness 
ever  [better 

Make  payment  of  the  debt  you  ow’d  her, 
Than  iu  your  late  reproofs,  not  of  her,  but 
Those  crimes  that  made  her  worthy  of  re- 
proof. 

The  most  remarkable  point  in  which  kings 
differ 

From  private  men,  is  that  they  not  alone 
Stand  hound  to  be  in  themselves  innocent, 
But  that  ail  such  as  are  allied  to  them 
In  nearness,  or  dependance,  by  their  care 
Should  be  free  from  suspicion  of  all  crime : 
And  you  have  reap’d  a double  benefit 
Frum  thisdast  great  act : first  in  the  restraint 
Of  her  lost  pleasures"  you  remove  th’example 
From  others  of  the  like  licentiousness; 

Then  when  'tis  known  that  your  severity 
Extended  to  vour  mother,  who  dares  hopefor 
'I  he  least  indulgence  or  cotini vance  in 
The  easiest  slips  that  may  prove  dangerous  * 
To  you,  or  to  the  kingdom  r 
Theod.  I must  grant 
Your  reasons  good,  Martell,  if,  as  she  is 
My  mother,  she  had  been  my  subject,  or 
That  only  here  she  could  make  ciiallenge  to 
A place  of  being:  but  1 know  her  temper, 
And  fear  (if  such  a word  become  a king) 
That  iu  discovering  her,  I have  let  loose 
A ligress,  whose  rage  being  shut  up  iu  dark- 
ness 

Was  grievous  only  to  herself ; which,  brought 
Into  the  view  of  light,  her  cruelty, 

Provok’d  by  her  own  shame,  will  turnonhim 


* Will  win  thy  mistress.]  The  won!  vm  does  not  seein  very  expressive,  tho’  as  it  bears 
some  affinity  to  the  courser  in  the  former  line,  I shall  not  change  it,  but  suppose  it  may 
mean,  win  her  from  her  evil  courses.  Were  a change  necessary,  we  might  use  chain , con- 
fine (cutting  off  m in  mll)t  or  ginn,  perlmps  the  best  word  of  all,  and  the  nearest  to  the  old 
reading,  for  the  two  first  editions  read  winne.  Seward. 

Perhaps  we  should  read,  u ean. 

9 Ye  doss.]  Not  finding  doss  in  any  glossary,  I am  forc’d  to  treat  it  as  corrupt,  and  sup- 
pose dross  or  dolt  to  have  been  the  original.  Seward . 

i°  Thun  you  report , not  by  bare  circumstance , 

But  evident  pniof'  confirm d,  has  given  her  o«/.1  The  grammar  seems  deficient  here,  but 
it  Is  easily  cur’d  two  ways ; the  most  probable  I shall  insert,  but  it  might  be,  ' 

Than  you  report,  not  that  bare  circumstance.  Seward. 

M Of  her  lost  pleasures.]  Lost  might  possibly  be  interpreted,  abandon'd , lost  to  nil  good- 
ness. But  as  loose  seems  the  natural  word,  it  was  probably  the  true  one.  Seward. 

Lost  will  certainly  admit  of  beward’s  first  interpretation : it  seems  therefore  arbitrary  to 
change  the  text. 

That 
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Act  h Scene  *.]  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  TIIIERRY  AND  TIIEODORET. 


That  foolishly  presum’d  to  let  lier  see 
The  loath'd  shape  of  her  own  deformity. 
Mart.  Beasts  of  that  nature,  when  rebel- 
lious threats 

Begin  to  appear  only  in  their  eyes. 

Or  any  motion  that  may  give  suspicion 
Of  the  least  violence,  should  be  chained  up ; 
Their  fangs  and  teeth,  and  all  their  means  of 
hurt,  [unable 

Par’d  off,  and  knock’d  out;  and  so  made 
To  do  ill,  they  would  soon  begin  to  loath  iu 
I'll  apply  nothing;  but  had  your  grace  done, 
Or  would  do  yet,  what  your  less-forw  ard  teal 
In  words  did  only  threaten,  far  less  danger 
Would  grow  from  acting  it  on  her,  than  may 
Perhaps  have  being  from  her  apprehension 
Of  w hat  may  once  be  practis'd : for  believe  it, 
Who,  confident  of  his  own  power,  presumes 
To  spend  threats  on  an  enemy,  that  hath 
means  [inour 

To  shun  the  worst  they  can  effect,  gives  ar- 
To  keep  off  his  owu  strength ; nay,  more, 
disarms 

Ilimself,  andjies  unguarded 'gainst  all  harms 
Or  doubt  or  malice  may  produce. 

Theod.  Tis  true : 

And  such  a desperate  cure  I would  have  us'd, 
If  the  intemperate  patient  had  not  been 
So  near  me  as  a mother ; but  to  her. 

And  from  me,  geutie  unguents  only  were 
To  be  applied : and  ns  physicians, 

When  they  are  sick  of  fevers,  eat  themselves 
Such  viands  as  by  their  directions  are 
Forbid  to  others,  tho’  alike  diseas'd ; 

So  she,  considering  what  she  is,  may  chal- 
lenge 

Those  cordials  to  restore  her,  by  her  birth 
And  privilege,  which  at  no  suit  must  be 
Granted  to  others. 

Mart.  May  your  pious  care 
Effect  but  what  it  aim’d  at ! I am  silent. 

Enter  l)e  Vitry . 

Theod.  What  laugh’d  you  at,  sir? 

Vitry.  I have  some  oc  casion, 

I should  not  else ; and  the  same  cause  perhaps 
That  makes  me  do  so,  may  beget  in  you 
A contrary  effect. 

Thood.  Why,  what’s  the  matter? 

Vitry.  I see,  and  joy  to  see,  that  sometimes 
poor  men 

(And  most  of  such  are  good)  stand  more  in- 
debted [cious, 

For  means  to  breathe,  to  such  as  are  held  vi- 
Than  those  that  wear,  like  hypocrites,  on 
tlieir  foreheads 

Th’  ambitious  titles  of  just  men  and  virtuous. 
Mart.  Speak  to  the  purpose! 

Vitry.  Who  would  e’er  have  thought 
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The  good  old  queen,  your  highness’  reverend 
mother, 

Into  whose  house  (which  was  an  academe, 

In  which  all  the  principles  of  lust  were  prac- 
tis’d) 

No  soldier  might  presume  to  set  lxis  foot; 

At  whose  most  blessed  intercession 
All  offices  in  the  state  were  charitably 
Conferr’d  on  pandars,  o’er-woru  chamber- 
wrestlers, 

And  such  physicians  as  knew  how  to  kill 
With  safety,  under  the  pretence  of  saving, 
And  such-like  children  of  a monstrous  peace; 

' That  she,  I say,  should  at  the  length  provide 
That  men  of  war,  and  honest  younger  bro- 
thers, [codpiece. 

That  would  not  owe  their  feeding  to  their 
Should  be  esteem’d  of  more  than  moths*1  or 
Or  idle  vagabonds.  [drones, 

Theod.  I am  glad  to  hear  it; 

Prithee  vvliat  course  takes  she  to  do  this? 
Vitry.  One 

That  cannot  fail : she  and  her  virtuous  train, 
Wi’her  Jewels,  and  all  that  was  worthy  the 
carrying. 

The  Inst  night  left  the  court;  and  as ’tis  more 
Than  said,  for ’tis  confirm’d  by  such  us  met  her, 
She's  fled  unto  your  brother. 

TheoiL  How! 

Vitry.  Nay,  storm  not; 

For  if  that  wicked  tongue  of  hers  hath  not 
Forgot  its  pace,  and  Thierry  be  a prince 
Of  such  a hcry  temper  ns  report  [to  use 

Has  given  him  out  for,  you  shuil  have  cause 
Such  poor  men  as  myself;  and  thank  us  too 
For  coming  to  you,  and  without  petitions: 
Pray  Hemv'n  reward  tlu* good  old  woman  fort! 
Mart.  I foresaw  this. 

Theod.  I he  ar  a tempest  coming, 

That  sings  mine  and  iny  kingdom’s  ruin, 
liuste, 

And  cause  a troop  of  horse  to  fetch  her  hack ! 
Yet  stay  ! why  should  I*use  means  to  bringin 
A plague  that  of  herself  hath  left  me?  .Muster 
Our  soldiers  up!  we’ll  stand  upon  our  guard; 
For  we  shall  be  attempted. — Vet  forbear! 

The  inequality  of  our  powers  will  yield  me 
Nothing  but  loss  in  their  defeature : something 
Must  be  done,  and  done  suddenly.  Save  yoar 
labour! 

In  tliis  I'll  use  no  counsel  but  mine  own : 

That  course  though  dangerous,  is  best.  Com- 
mand 

Our  daughter  be  in  readiucss  to  Attend  us ! 
Martel!,  your  company ! and  honest  Vitry, 
Thou  wilt  along  with  me  ? 

Vitry.  Yes,  any  where; 

To  be  worse  than  I’m  here,  is  past  my  fear. 

[tomufr 


t%  More  than  mothers  ar  drones.]  Corrected  in  1750. 


vol.  in. 
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TIIE  TRAGEDY  OF  THIERRY  AND  TIIEODORET.  [Act  2.  Scene  !. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  r. 

T.ntcr  Thierry % Bmnhait , Bawdier , and 
Lee  u re. 

Thu  *\/rOU  are  here  in  a sanctuary;  and 
•*-  that  viper 

(Who,  since  he  hath  forgot  to  be  a son, 

I much  disdain  to  think  of  as  a brother) 

Ilad  better,  in  despite  of  all  the  gods. 

To  havera7’d  their  temples,  and  spum’d  down 
their  altars. 

Than  in  his  impious  abuse  of  you, 

To  have  cali'd  on  my  just  anger. 

Brun . Princely  son, 

And  in  this  worthy  of  a nearer  name, 

I have,  in  the  relation  of  ray  wrongs. 

Been  modest,  and  no  word  ray  tongue  de- 
liver'd 

To  express  my  insupportable  injuries, 

Hut  gave  ray  heart  a wound:  nflr  has  my  grief 
Being  from  what  I suffer1  J ; but  that  he, 
Degenerate  as  he  is,  should  the  nctor 
Of  my  extremes,  and  force  me  to  divide 
The  fires  of  brotherly  affection14, 

■ Which  should  make  but  one  flame. 

Thi.  That  part  of  bis, 

As  it  deserves,  shall  burn  no  more,  if  or 
The  tears  of  orphans,  widows,  or  nil  such 
As  dare  acknowledge  him  to  be  their  lord, 
Join'd  to  your  wrongs,  with  his  heart-blood 
have  power  [vants,, 

To  put  it  out:  and  you,  and  these  your  ser- 
"\\  ho  in  our  favours  shall  find  cause  to  know, 
In  that  they  left  not  you,  how  dear  we  hold 
them. 

Shall  give  Theodoret  to  understand 
His  ignorance  of  the  prizeless  jewel  which 
He  did  possess  in  you,  mother,  in  you; 

Of  which  I am  more  proud  to  be  the  owner15, 
Than  if  th’  absolute  rule  of  all  the  world 
"Were  offer'd  to  this  hand.  Once  more,  you’re 
welcome ! 

Which  with  all  ceremony  due  to  greatness 
I would  make  known,  but  that  our  just  re- 
venge 


Admits  not  of  delay.  Your  hand,  lord-ge- 
neral ! 

ilntcr  Protaldye , with  SoldiCft . 

Brun.  Your  favonrand  his  merit,  I may  say, 
Have  made  him  such;  but  I am  jealous  how 
Your  subjects  w ill  receive  it. 

Thi.  How ! my  subjects  ? 

What  do  you  make  of  me?  Oh,  Ileav’n ! my 
subjects? 

How  bast?  should  I esteem  the  name  of  prince, 
If  that  poor  dust  were  any  thing  before 
The  whirlwind  of  my  absolute  command! 
Let  ’em  be  happy,  and  rest  so  contented, 
They  pay  the  tribute  of  their  hearts  and  knees 
To  such  a prince,  that  not  alone  has  power 
To  keep  his  ow  n,  but  to  encrease  it;  that, 
Altho*  lie  hath  a body  may  add  to 
The  film’d  night-labour  of  strong  Hercules, 
Yet  is  the  muster  of  a continence 
That  so  can  temper  it,  that  I forbear 
Their  daughters,  and  their  wives ; w hose  hands, 
tljo’  strong, 

As  yet  have  never  drawn  by  unjust  mean 
Their  proper  wealth  into  my  treasury  ! — 
But  I grow  glorious — and  let  them  beware 
That,  in  their  least  repining  at  m ^pleasures, 
They  change  not  a mild  prince  (for  it  provok’d, 
I dare  and  will  be  so)  into  a tyrant ! 

Brun.  You  see  there’s  hope  that  we  shall 
rule  again, 

And  your  fall'n  fortunes  rise. 

Bare,  I hope  your  highness  [with  you  ; 
Is  pleas’d  that  i should  still  hold  my  place 
For  1 have  hecn  so  long  us’d  to  provide  vou 
Fresh  bits  of  flesh  since  mine  grew  stale,  that 
surelv 

If  cashn-r’d  now,  I shall  prove  a bad  caterer 
In  the  fish-market  of  cold  Chastity. 

].cc.  For  me,  1 am  your  own;  nor,  since  I 
first  [ber’d 

Knew  what  it  was  to  serve  you,  have  remem- 
I had  a soul,  hut  such  an  one  whose  essence 
Depended  w holly  on  your  highness* pleasure; 
And  therefore,  madam 


11 Nor  hat  my  grirf, 

Bein  zfrom  uhut  1 suffer.]  The  comma  at  grief  should  be  out,  for  it  confounds  the  mean- 
ing; which  is,  thnL  * her  grief  does  nrit  take  its  being  merely  front  her  sufferings,  but,  Ac.9  “it 
is  not  at  first  obvious  that  the  , word  being  is  here  used  as  u substantive,  and  the  comma 
lends  the  reader  further  astray. 

14  to  divide 

The  fires  of  brotherly  affection.]  Mr.  Theobald  has  very  justly  put  in  the  margin,  Etco* 
cles  and  Polynices.  The  metaphor  is  a noble  allusion  to  the  remarkable  poetic  fiction  of 
the  flames  of  their  funeral  pyre,  dividing  and  flying  asunder.  Seward, 

15  To  be  the  donor.]  Owner  seem’d  at  first  sight  self-evidently  the  true  reading  both  to  Mr. 
Sympsou  and  myself.  Seuard. 

lirun . 
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Act  2.  Scene  1.]  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THIERRY  AND  THEODORET. 


Brim.  Rest  assur'd  you  are 
# Such  instruments  we  must  not  lose! 

Lee.  Baw.  Our  service! 

Thi.  You’ve  view’d  them  then?  what’s 
your  opinion  of  them  ? [cm 

In  this  dull  time  of  peace,  we  have  prepar’d 
Apt  for  the  war;  ha? 

Prut.  Sir,  they  have  limbs 
That  promise  strength  sufficient,  and  rich  ar- 
mours, [pears 

The  soldier’s  best-Jov’d  wealth : more,  it  ap- 
They  have  been  drill’d,  nay,  very  prettily 
drill’d;  * [quets 

For  many  of  them  can  discharge  their  mus- 
Without  the  danger  of  throwing  oil’  their 
heads, 

Or  being  offensive  to  the  standers-hy, 

By  sweating  too  much  backwards:  nay,  I 
find  [may, 

They  know  the  right  and  left-hand  file,  and 
With  some  impulsion,  no  doubt  he  brought 
To  pass  the  A,  B,  C,  of  war,  and  come 
Unto  the  horn-book. 

Thi.  Well,  that  care  is  yours; 

And  see  that  you  effect  it ! 

Prat.  I aiu  slow 

To  promise  much;  but  if  within  ten  days, 

Bv  precepts  and  examples,  not  drawn  from 
Worm-eaten  precedents,  of  the  Roman  wars, 
But  from  mine  own,  I make  them  not  trans- 
cend 

All  that  e’er  yet  bore  arms,  let  it  be  said 
Protaldye  brags,  which  would  be  unto  me 
As  hateful  as  to  be  esteem’d  a coward ! 

For,  sir,  few  captains  know  the  way  to  win 
hiiu, 

And  make  the  soldier  valiant.  You  shall  see 
me'6 

Lie  with  them  in  their  trenches,  talk,  and 
drink, 

And  be  together  druuk ; and,  what  seems 
stranger, 

W.e’ll  sometimes  wench  together,  which,  once 
practised, 

And  with  some  other  care  and  hidden  arts'7, 
They  beiug  all  made  mine,  I’ll  breathe  into 
them 

Such  fearless  resolution  and  such  fervor. 

That,  tho’  I brought  them  to  besiege  a fort 
Whose  walls  were  steeple-high,  ami  cannon- 
proof. 

Not  to  be  undermin’d,  they  should  fly  up 
Like^wallows ; and,  the  parapet  once  won. 
For  proof  of  their  obedience,  if  I wjll’d  iIilmu, 
They  should  leap  down  again  ; and  what  is 
more, 

By  some  directions  they  should  have  from  me, 
Not  break  their  necks. 


Thi.  This  is  above  belief.  [spoke  much, 
Brun.  Sir,  on  ray  knowledge,  tho’ he  hath 
He’s  able  to  do  more. 

Lee.  She  means  on  her. 

Brun.  And  howsoever  in  his  than  fulness, 
For  some  few  favours  doiie  him  by  nvstlf, 
lie  left  Austracin;  not  Theodoret, 

Tho*  he  was  chiefly  aim’d  at,  could  have  laid. 
With  all  his  dukedom’s  power,  tha:  shame 
upon  him, 

Which  in  his  barbarous  malice  to  my  honour, 
lie  swore  with  threats  t’  effect. 

Thi.  I cannot  but 

Believe  you,  madam. — Thou  art  one  degree 
Grown  nearer  to  ray  heart,  and  l am  proud 
To  have  in  thee  so  glorious  a plant 
Transported  hither:  in  thy  conduct,  we 
Go  on  assur’d  of  conquest;  our  remove 
Shall  be  with  the  next  sun. 

Enter  Theodoret , Member ge,  Alar  tell,  and 
De  Yitry. 

Lee.  Amazement  leave  me ! 

Tis  he ! 

Baiv.  We  are  again  undone? 

Prat.  Our  guilt 

Hath  no  assurance  nor  defence. 

Butv.  If  now 

Your  ever-ready  wit  fail  to  protect  us, 

We  shall  be  all  discover’d. 

Brun.  Be  not  so 

In  your  amazement  and  your  foolish  fears! 

I am  prepar’d  for’t. 

Theod.  IIow  ! not  one  poor  welcome. 

In  answer  of  so  long  a journey  made 
Only  to  see  you,  brother? 

'thi.  I have  stood 

Silent  thus  long,  and  am  yet  unresolv'd 
Whether  to  entertain  thee  on  my  sword. 

As  fits  a parricide  of  a mother’s  honour ; 

Or  whether,  being  a prince,  I yet  stand  Jiound 
(Tho’  thou  art  here  condemn’d)  to  give  thee 
hearing,  , 

Before  I execute.  What  foolish  hope, 

(Nay,  pray  you  forbear)  or  desperate  mad- 
ness rather, 

(Unless  thou  com’st  assur'd,  T stand  in  debt 
As  far  to  all  impiety  as  thyselfy 
Since  looking  only  iicre,  it  cannot  but 
Draw  fresh  blood  from  thy  sear’d  up  con- 
science, • 

Has  made  thee  brin?  thy  neck  unto  the  axe? 
To  make  thee  sensible  of  that  horror,  w hich 
They  ever  bear  about  them,  that  like  Nero — 
Like,  said  !?  thou  art  worse;  since  thou 
dar’st  strive 

In  her  defame  to  murder  thine  olive,  [ness  to 
Theod.  That  she  that  long  since  had  the  bold- 


16  You  shall  seeme .]  Former  editions.  Corrected  by  all..  Sczcard. 

*7  And  nith  some  other  care  and  hidden  acts.]  Mr.  Syuipson  concurr’d  with  me  in  reading 
arts  for  acts,  but  there  seems  another  corruption  in  the  line;  care , *tis  true,  is  sense,  but 
rare  is  so  much  better  suited  to  the  ridiculous  brags  of  Protaldye,  that  I have  but  little 
doubt  of  its  being  the  true  reading.  Seuard. 

This  is  plausible;  but  the  old  reading,  being  sense,  should  stand. 
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444  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THIERRY  AND  TIIEODORET.  [Act  3.  Scene  1. 


Be  a bad  woman  (tho’  I wish  some  other  | 
Should  so  report  her),  could  not  want  the  j 
cunning,  [lours 

Since  they  go  hand  in  hand,  to  lay  fair  co- 
On  her  black  crimes,  I was  resolv’d  before; 
Nor  make  I doubt  but  that  she  hath  em- 
poison'd 

Your  good  opinion  of  me,  and  so  far 
Incens'd  your  rage  against  me,  that  too  late 
I come  to  plead  my  innocence. 

Brun.  To  excuse 
Thy  impious  scandals  rather! 

Prot.  Rather  forc’d  with  fear 
To  be  coni  pel  I’d  to  come. 

Thi.  Forbear ! [not  been 

Theod.  This  moves  not  me:  and  yet  had  I 
Transported  on  my  own  integrity, 

I neither  am  so  odious  to  my  subjects, 

Nor  yet  so  barren  of  defence,  hut  that 
By  force  I could  hate  justified  my  guilt. 

Had  I been  faulty:  but  since  Innocence 
Is  to  itself  an  hundred  thousand  guards, 

And  tliat  there  is  no  son,  but  tho’  he  owe 
That  name  to  an  ill  mother,  but  stands  hound 
Bather  to  take  away  with  his  own  danger 
From  tb’ number  of  her  faults,  than  for  his 
Security,  to  add  unto  them : this,  [own 
This  hath  made  me  to  prevent  th’  expence 
Of  blood  on  both  sides;  the  injuries,  the  rapes, 

( Pages,  that  ever  wait  upon  the  war)  [cause, 
The  account  of  ull  w hich,  since  you  are  the 
Believe  it,  would  have  been  requir'd  from  you; 
Bather  I say  to  offer  up  my  daughter, 

Who  living  only  could  revenge  my  death. 
With  my  heart-blood  a sacrifice  to  your 
anger,  [more  curses 

Than  that  yon  should  draw  on  your  head 
Than  yet  you  have  deserv’d. 

Thi.  I do  begin 

To  feel  an  alteration  in  my  nature, 

And,  in  his  full-sail'd  confidence,  a shower 
Of  gentle  rain,  that  falling  on  the  fire  [would 
Of  my  hot  rage,  hath  quench’d  it.  Ha  ! I 
Once  more  speak  roughly  to  him,  and  1 will ; 
Yet  there  is  something  whispers  to  me,  that 
I have  said  too  much:  uow  is  my  heart  divided 
Between  the  duty  of  a son,  and  love 
Due  to  a brother  ! Yet  I am  sway’d  here, 
And  must  ask  ot  you,  how  ’tin  possible 
You  can  affect  me,  that  have  learn’d  to  hate 
Where  you  ahould  pay  all  love? 

Theod.  Which,  join’d  with  duty, 

Upon  my  knees  I should  be  proud  to  tender, 
Had  6hc  not  us’d  herself  so  many  swords 
To  cut  those  bonds  that  tied  me  to  it. 

Thi.  Fy, 

No  more  of  that ! 


Theod.  Alas,  it  is  a theme 
I take  no  pleasure  to  discourse  of:  ’would 
It  could  as  soon  be  buried  to  the  world. 

As  it  should  die  to  me ! nay  more,  I wish 
(Next  to  my  part  of  Heav’n)  that  she  would 
spend 

The  last  part  of  her  life  so  here,  that  all 
Indifferent  judges  might  condemn  me  for 
A most  malicious  slanderer,  nay,  text  it 
Upon  ray  forehead1*.  If  you  hate  me,  mother, 
Put  me  to  such  a shame;  prny  you  do!  Be- 
lieve it, 

There  is  no  glory  that  may  fall  upon  me. 

Can  equal  the  delight  I should  receive 
In  that  disgrace  ; provided  the  repeal 
Of  your  long-hanish’d  virtues,  and  good  name, 
Usher’d  me  to  it. 

Thi.  See,  she  shews  herself 
An  easy  mother,  which  her  tears  confirm  ! 

Theod.  Tisa  good  sign;  the  coinfortablest 
I ever  saw.  [ram 

Thi.  Embrace! — Why,  this  is  well: 

May  never  more  but  love  in  you,  and  duty 
On  your  part,  rise  between  you  ! 

Jiaw.  Do  you  hear,  lord-general  ? [sudden 
Does  not  your  new-stamp’d  honour  on  the 
Begin  to  grow  sick  ? 

Trot.  Yes;  I find  it  fit. 

That,  putting  off  my  armour,  I should  think  of 
Some  honest  hospital  to  retire  to. 

Ban\  Sure, 

AIiIk)’  I am  a bawd,  yet  being  a lord,  [nion? 
They  cannot  w hip  me  for’f : what’s  your  opi- 
Lec.  The  beadle  will  resolve  you,  for  I can- 
not : [royselt 

There’s  something  that  more  near  concerns 
That  calls  upon  me. 

Mart.  Note  but  yonder  scarnbes19. 

That  liv’d  upon  the  dung  of  her  base  plea- 
sures ; [honest 

How  from  the  fear  that  she  may  yet  prove 
Hang  down  their  wicked  heads ! 

l itry.  What’s  that  to  me  ? 

Tho’  they  and  all  the  polecats  of  the  court 
Were  truss’d  together,  I perceive  not  how 
It  can  advantage  me  a cardecue, 

To  help  to  keep  me  honest.  [. A horn . 

Enter  a Post. 

Thi.  How!  from  whence? 

Post.  These  letter*  will  resolve  your  grace. 
Thi.  What  speak  they  ?■ — fiuwb. 

How  all  things  meet  to  moke  me  this  day 
happy ! 

See,  mother,  brotlicr,  to  your  reconcilement 
Another  blessing,  utmost  equal  to  it, 

Is  coming  tow’rds  me  ! my  contracted  wife 


11  Nay,  texde  it 

Upon  my J'oi rJiead.'J  So  quartos:  folio,  terte ; and  Seward,  tax.  We  should  surely  read 
text , in  tl»e  sense  of  write,  mark.  To  textf  as  it  is  technically  understood,  is  to  wntc  in 
that  kind  of  hand  which  lawyers  distinguish  by  the  name  of  a /exl-hand,  and  which  is  used 
in  those  writings  intended  to  last  a long  time : to  text,  therefore,  means  to  make  a deep  and 
lasting  impression.  H. 

**  Sere  6s.]  Bee  note  49  on  Elder  Brother, 

Ordella, 
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Ordella,  daughter  of  wise  Datarick, 

The  king  of  Arragon,  is  on  our  confines : 
Theu,  to  arrive  at  such  a time,  when  you 
Are  happily  here  to  honour  with  your  pre- 
sence 

Our  long-deferr’d,  but  much-wish’d  nuptial, 
Falls  out  above  expression!  Heav’n  be  pleas'd 
That  I may  use  these  blessings  pour’d  on  me 
With  moderation  ! 

Bran.  Hell  and  furies  aid  me, 

That  I may  have  power  to  avert  the  plagues 
That  press  upon  ine  ! 

Thi.  Two  days'  journey,  say’st  thou  ? 

We  will  set  forth  to  meet  her.  In  tlie  mean 
time, 

See  all  things  be  prepar'd  to  entertain  her: 
Nay,  let  me  have  your  companies!  there's  n 
forest 

In  the  midway  shall  yield  us  hunting  sport. 
To  ease  our  travel ! I’ll  not  have  a brow 
But  shall  wear  mirth  upon  it;  therefore  clear 
them ! 

We’ll  wash  away  all  sorrow  in  glad  feasts; 
And  th’  war  we  meant  to  men,  we’ll  make  on 
beasts. 

[ Exeunt omnes pratcrBrun.  Bate.  Prot . Lee. 
Brun.  Oh,  that  I had  the  magick  to  trans- 
form you 

Into  the  shape  of  such,  that  your  own  hounds 
Wight  tear  you  piece-meal!  Arc  you  so  stu- 
pid ? [mouths10 

No  word  of  comfort?  Have  I fed  your 
From  my  excess  of  moisture,  with  such  cost, 
And  can  you  yield  no  other  retribution, 

But  to  devour  your  maker  ? pandar,  spunge, 
Imr  poisoner,  all  grown  barren  ? 

Prot.  You  yourself, 

That  are  our  mover,  and  for  whom  alone 
We  live,  iiave  fail’d  yourself,  in  giving  way 
To  th’  reconcilement  of  your  sous. 

Lee.  Which  if 

You  had  prevented,  or  would  teach  us  how 
They  might  again  be  sever’d,  we  could  easily 
Remove  all  other  hind’rances  that  stop 
The  passage  of  your  pleasures. 

Buw.  And  for  me. 

If  I fail  in  my  office  to  provide  you 
Fresh  delicates,  hang  me ! m 

Brun.  Oli,  you  are  dull,  and  find  not 
The  cause  of  my  vexation;  tlieir  reconcilement 
Is  a mock  castle  built  upon  the  sand 
By  children,  which,  when  1 am  pleas'd  to 
I can  with  ease  spurn  down.  [o’erthrow, 
Lee.  If  so,  from  whence 
Grows  your  affliction  ? 

Brun.  My  grief  comes  along  [power 
With  the  new  queen,  in  whose  grace  all  my 
Must  suffer  shipwreck:  for  me  now, 

That  hitherto  have  kept  the  first,  to  know 
A second  place,  or  yield  the  least  precedence 
To  any  other,  's death!  to  have  my  sleeps 
Less  enquir’d  after,  or  my  rising  up 


Saluted  with  less  reverence,  or  my  gates 
Empty  of  suitors,  or  the  kind’s  great  favours 
To  pass  thro’  any  hand  but  mine,  or  he 
Himself  to  be  directed  by  another. 

Would  be  to  me — Do  you  understand  m yet? 
No  means  to  prevent  this  ? 

Prot.  Fame  gives  her  out 
To  be  a woman  of  a chastity  [dam. 

Not  to  be  wrought  upon;  and  therefore,  ma- 
For  me,  tho’  I have  pleas'd  you,  to  attempt 
Were  to  no  purpose.  [herf 

Brun.  Tush,  some  other  w*y! 

Bow.  Faith,  I know  none  else;  all  my  briqg- 
ing-up 

Aim'd  at  no  other  learning. 

Lee.  Give  me  leave  ! 

If  my  art  fail  me  not,  I have  thought  on 
A speeding  project. 

Brun.  Whatis’t?  but  effect  it. 

And  thou  shalt  be  my  /Esculnpius; 

Thy  image  shall  be  set  up  in  pure  gold, 

To  which  I will  fall  down,  and  worship  it. 
]*c.  The  lady  is  fair? 

Brun.  Exceeding  fair. 

Lee . And  young  ? 

Brun.  Some  fifteen  at  the  most. 

Lee.  And  loves  the  king  with  equal  ardour? 
Brun.  More;  she  dotes  on  him. 

Lee.  Well  then;  what  think  you  if  I make 
a drink, 

Which,  given  unto  him  on  the  bridal-night. 
Shall  for  five  days  so  rob  his  faculties 
Of  all  ability  to  pay  that  duty 
Which  new-made  wives  expect,  that  she  shall 
swear 

She  is  not  match’d  to  a man  ? 

Prot . 'Twere  rare! 

Lee.  And  then, 

If  she  have  any  part  of  woman  in  hei, 

She'll  or  fly  out,  or  at  least  give  occasion 
Of  such  a breach  which  ne’er  can  be  made 

.up; 

Since  he  that  to  all  else  did  never  fail 
Of  as  much  as  could  be  perform’d  by  man, 
Troves  only  ice  to  her. 

Brun.  "i’is  excellent! 

Baw.  The  physician 
Helps  ever  nt  a dead  lift:  a fine  calling, 

That  can  both  raise  and  take  down:  out 
upon  thee! 

Brun.  For  this  one  service,  I am  ever  thine! 
Prepared ; I’ll  give  it  to  him  myself.  For 
you,  Protaldye, 

By  this  kiss,  and  our  promis’d  sport  at  sight, 
I do  conjure  you  to  bear  up,  not  minding 
The  opposition  of  Theodoret, 

Or  any  of  his  followers  : whatsoe’er 
You  are,  yet  appear  valiant,  and  make  good 
Th' opinion  tlrnt  is  had  of  you!  For  myself. 
In  the  new  queen’s  remove  being  made  secure, 
Fear  not,  I’Ll  make  the  future  building 
sure.  [Exeunt. 


40  Have  I fed  your  mothers.]  This  is  the  second  time  that  mothers  has  been  intruded  into 
•lie  text.  Mouths  is  here  pretty  evidently  the  true  word,  and  appear’d  so  to  all  three.  Seuard. 

Wind 
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THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THIERRY  AND  THEODORET.  [Act  2.  Scene  1. 


Wind  horns.  Enter  Theodor et  and  Thierry. 

Theod.  This  stag  stood  well,  and  cunningly* 
Thi.  My  horse, 

Fra  sure, has  found  it,  for  his  sides  are  blooded 
From  flunk  to  shoulder.  Where's  the  troop  ? 

Enter  Martcll. 

" Theod.  Pass’d  homeward, 

Weary  and  tir’d  as  we  are.  Now,  Martell ; 
Hate  you  remember'd  what  we  thought  of? 
Mart.  Yes,  sir;  I’ve  singled  him11;  and 
if  there  be 

Any  desert  in’s  blood,  beside  the  itch. 

Or  manly  heat,  but  tvhat  decoctions, 
Leeches,  and  cullises  have  crom'd  iuto  him, 
Your  lordship  shall  know  perfect. 

Thi . What  is  that? 

May  not  l know  too? 

Theod.  Yes,  sir;  to  that  end 
W e cast  the  project. 

Thi.  What  is’t? 

Mart.  A design,  sir11, 

Upon  the  gilded  flag  your  grace’s  favour 
Has  stuck  up  fora  general ; and  to  inform  you 
(l;ur  this  hour  he  shall  pass  the  test)  what 
valour. 

Staid  judgment,  soul,  or  safe  dir*cretion, 

Your  mother’s  wandruig  eyes,  and  your  obe- 
dience, 

Have  flung  upon  us;  to  assure  your  knowledge. 
He  can  be,  dare  be,  shall  be,  must  be  nothing 
(Load  him  with  piles  of  honours,  set  him  off 
With  all  the  cuuiiing  foils  that  may  deceive 
us!) 

Rut  a poor,  cold,  unspirited,  unmanner’d, 
Un honest,  unaffected,  undone  fool, 

And  most  unheard-of  coward;  a mere  lump, 
Made  to  loud  beds  withal,  and,  like  a night- 
mare. 

Ride  ladies  that  forget  to  say  their  prayers; 
One  that  dares  only  he  diseased, ana  in  debt; 
Whose  body  mews  more  plaislers  every 
Than  women  do  old  faces!  [mouth13, 

Thi.  No  more!  I know  him; 

I now  repent  my  error : take  your  time, 

And  try  him  home,  ever  thus  far  reserv’d. 
You  tie  your  anger  up! 

Mart.  I lost  it  else,  sir.  [violence, 

Thi.  Bring  me  his  sword  fair-taken  without 
(For  that  will  best  declare  him) — 

Theod.  That’s  the  thing. 

Thi.  And  my  best  horse  is  thine. 

Mart.  Your  grace’s  servant!  [ Exit . 


I.  Theod.  You’ll  hunt  no  more,  sir? 

Thi.  Not  to-day;  the  weather  [spent: 
Is  grown  too  warm  ; besides,  the  dogs  are 
We’ll  take  a cooler  morning.  Let’s  to  horse, 
And  halloo  in  the  troop  ! 

[ Exeunt.  Wind  horns. 

Enter  Two  Huntsmen . 

1 Hunts.  Ay,  marry,  Twainer,  [angels 
This  woman  gives  indeed;  these  are  the 
That  are  the  keepers*  saints! 

2 Hunts.  I like  a woman  [cretion, 

That  handles  the  deer’s  dowsets  with  dis- 
And  pays  us  by  proportion. 

1 hunts.  Tis  no  treason 

To  think  this  good  old  lady  has  a stump  yet 
That  may  require  a coral. 

2 Hunts.  And  the  bells  too; 

Enter  Protaldye. 

Sh’has  lost  a friend  of  me  else.  But  here’s 
the  clerk : 

No  more,  for  fear  o’th*  bell-ropes! 

Prot.  How  now,  keepers? 

Saw  you  the  king  ? 

1 Hunts.  Yes,  sir;  he’s  newly  mounted. 
And,  as  we  take’t,  ridden  home. 

Prot.  Farewell  then!  [Exeunt  Keepers. 

Enter  Martel!. 

Mart . RIy  honour’d  lord,  fortune  has 
made  me  happy 

To  meet  with  such  a man  of  men  to  side  me. 

Prot.  How,  sir  ? I know  you  not, 

Nor  what  your  fortune  means. 

Mart.  Few  words  shall  sene: 

I am  betray'd,  sir;  innocent  aud  honest. 
Malice  and  violence  are  both  against  me, 
Basely  aud  foully  laid  for;  for  my  life,  sir! 
Danger  is  now  about  me,  now  in  my  throat, 
Prot.  Where,  sir?  [sir. 

Mart.  Nay,  I fear  not; 

And  let  it  now  pour  down  in  storms  upon  me, 
I’ve  met  a noble  guard. 

Prot.  Your  meaning,  sir? 

For  l have  present  business. 

Marl.  On,  my  lord, 

Your  lionour  cannot  leave  a gentleman, 

At  least  a fair  design  of  this  brave  nature, 
To  which  your  worth  is  wedded,  your  pro- 
fession [peril. 

Hatch'd  in,  and  made  one  piece,  in  such  a 
There  are  but  six,  my  lord. 

Prot.  What  six  ? 


ai  Yes,  sir,  J have  singled  A /;/?.]  As  snigle  was  a word  new  to  me,  I conjectur’d  singled 
him,  i.  e.  I know  where  to  And  him  alone ; and  find  that  Mr.  Theobald  had  propos’d  the 
same  conjecture  : but  upon  looking  into  Skinner,  I find  snigle  a fisherman’s  terra,  which  lie 
explains  by  scindere;  1 suppose  therefore  it  means  cutting  up,  dissecting;  but  then  this 
could  not  have  been  the  case,  the  dissection  was  to  come;  aud  it  seems  necessary  that  the 
future  tense  should  be  restor’d,  Til  snigle  him.  Seuard. 

This  conjecture  is  not  without  ingenuity;  but  single  appears  to  be  genuine,  as  we  after- 
wards find  that  Protaldye  is  singled , or  left  alone. 

11  A desire,  sir.]  Wo  all  three  concurred  in  changing  this  to  design . Seward. 

*3  Whose  body  mews  more  pluislcrt.]  Mens;  i.  e.  sheds,  A term  in  falconry. 

Mart. 
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Mart.  Six  villains ; , 

Sworn,  and  in  pay  to  kill  me. 

Prot.  Six? 

Mart.  Alas,  sir,  [present  ? J 

What  can  six  do,  or  six  score,  now  you’re 
Your  name  will  blow  'em  off:  say  they  have 
shot  too,  [sir. 

Who  dare  present  a piece;  your  valour’s  proof, 
Prot.  No,  l’U  assure  you,  sir,  nor  my  dis- 
cretion, 

Against  a multitude.  Tis  true,  I dare  fight  ’ 
Enough,  and  well  enough,  and  lotig  enough ; 
But  wisdom,  sir,  and  weight  of  what  is  on  me, 
(In  which  I am  no  more  mine  own,  nor 
your’s,  sir, 

Nor,  as  I take  it,  any  single  danger,  , 

But  w hat  concerns  my  place;  tells  me  directly, 
Beside  my  person,  my  fair  reputation, 

If  I thrust  into  crowds,  and  seek  occasions,  < 
Suffers  opinion.  Six?  why,  Hercules 
Avoided  two,  man : yet,  not  to  give  example. 
But  only  for  your  present  danger’s  sake,  sir, 
Were  there  but  four,  sir,  I car’d  not  if  I 
kill'd  them ; 

They’ll  serve  to  set  my  sword. 

Mart.  There  are  but  four,  sir; 

1 did  mistake  them : but  four  such  as  Europe, 
Excepting  your  great  valour — 

Prot.  Well  consider’d ! 

I will  not  meddle  with  ’em;  four,  in  honour. 
Are  equal  with  four  score:  besides,  they’re 
Only  directed  by  their  fury.  [people 

Afar*.  So  much  nobler 
Shall  be  your  way  of  justice. 

« Prot.  That  I hud  not. 

Mart.  You  will  not  leave  me  thus  ? 

Prot.  I would  not  leave  you ; but,  look 
you,  sir. 

Men  of  iny  place  and  business  must  not 
Be  question  (d  thus. 

Mart.  You  cannot  pass,  sir,  [danger: 
Now  they  have  seen  me  with  you,  without 
They  are  here,  sir,  within  hearing.  Take 
but  two!  [sir — 

Prot.  Let  the  law  take  'em ! take  a tree, 
I’ll  tike  my  horse — that  you  may  keep  with 
safety,  (this  hour 

If  they  have  brought  no  hand-saws.  Within 
I’ll  send  you  rescue,  and  & toil  to  take  ’em. 
Mart.  You  shall  not  go  so  pqoriy.  Stay! 
but  one,  sir!  [rescues, 

Prot.  I have  been  so  hamper’d  with  these 
So  hew’d  and  tortur’d,  that  the  truth  is,  sir, 
I've  mainly  vow’d  against  ’em : yet,  for  your 
sake, 

If,  ns  you  say,  there  be  but  one,  I’ll  stay 
And  see  fhir  play  o’ both  sides. 

Mart.  There  is  no 

More,  sir,  and,  as  1 doubt,  a base  one  too. 
Prot.  by  on  him!  Go  lug  him  out  by  th'cars ! 
Mart.  Yes, 

This  is  he,  sir;  the  basest  in  the  kingdom. 
Prot.  Do  you  know  me  ? 

34  Laticeyrisadocs.] 


Mart.  Yes^  for  a general- fool, 

A knave,  a coward,  an  upstart  stallion  bawd. 
Beast,  barking  puppy,  that  dares  not  bite. 
Prot.  The  best  man  best  knows  patience. 
Mart.  Yes, 

This  way,  sir;  now  draw  your  sword,  and 
right  you,  [ Kicks  him. 

Or  render  it  to  me ; for  one  you  shall  do ! 
Prut.  If  wearing  it  rnay  do  you  any  ho- 
nour, 

I shall  be  glad  to  grace  you ; there  it  is,  sir! 
Mart.  Now  get  you  home,  and  tell  your 
lady  mistress,  [place  too, 

Sh’  has  shot  up  a sweet  mushroom  ! quit  your 
And  say  you  are  counsell’d  well ; thou  wilt 
he  beaten  else  [know  thee) 

By  thine  own  lanceprisadoes34,  (when  they 
That  tuns  of  oil  of  roses  will  not  cure  thee : 
Go,  get  you  to  your  foining  work  at  court, 
And  learn  to  sweat  again,  and  eat  dry  mutton ! 
An  armour  like  a frost  will  search  your  bones 
And  make  you  roar,  you  rogue!  Not  a reply, 
For  if  you  do,  your  ears  go  off! 

Prot.  Still  patience ! [ Exeunt . 

Loud  Musick.  A Banquet  set  out. 

Enter  Thierry , Ordella , Brunhalt , Theodarcl, 
Lecuref  Bawdier , fyc. 

Thi.  It  is  your  place;  andtho’  in  all  dungs 
else 

You  may  and  ever  shall  command  me,  yet 
In  this  I'll  be  obey’d. 

Ord.  Sir,  the  consent 

That  made  me  yours,  shall  never  teach  me  to 
Repent  I am  so  : yet  be  you  but  pleas’d 
To  give  me  leave  to  say  so  much;  the  honour 
You  offer  me  were  better  given  to  her, 

To  whom  you  owe  the  power  of  giving. 

Thi.  Mother, 

You  hear  this,  aud  rejoice  iu  such  a blessing 
That  pays  to  you  so  large  a share  of  duty. 
But,  tv!  no  more ! for  as  you  hold  a place 
Nearer  iny  heart  than  she,  you  must  sit 
nearest 

To  all  those  graces  that  are  iu  die  power 
Of  majesty  to  bestow. 

hr  an.  Which  I’ll  provide 
Shull  be  short-liv’d.  Lecure! 

Lee.  I have  it  ready. 

Brun.  ’Tis  well;  wait  on  our  cup. 

Lee.  You  honour  me. 

Thi.  We’re  dull; 

No  object  to  provoke  mirth? 

Theod.  MarteSl, 

If  you  remember,  sir,  will  grace  your  fe  i't 
With  something  that  will  yield  matter  of 
mirth, 

Fit  for  no  common  view. 

Thi.  Touching  Frotaldye? 

Theod.  You  have  it. 

Brun.  Wlmt  of  him?  I fear  his  basenew, 

[Aside* 

In  spite  of  all  the  titles  that  my  favours 
Sec  note  1 on  Rolio. 

Have  * 
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Hnvecloth’d  him  with*5,  will  make  discovery 
Of  what  is  yet  conceal'd. 

Enter  Mar  tell. 

Theod.  Look,  sir;  he  has  it! 

Nay,  we  shall  have  peace,  when  so  great  a 
soldier 

As  the  renown’d  Protaldye  will  give  up 
His  sword  rather  than  use  it. 

Brun.  Twas  thy  plot, 

Which  I will  turn  on  thine  own  head  ! 

[Aside. 

Thi.  Pray  you  speak ; 

How  won  you  him  to  part  from’t? 

Mart.  Won  him,  sir? 

He  would  have  yielded  it  upon  his  knees, 
Before  he  would  have  hazarded  the  exchange 
Of  a fillip  of  the  forehead  : had  you  will’d  me, 
I durst  have  undertook  lie  should  have  sent 
you 

IJis  nose,  provided  that  the  loss  of  it  [sir, 
Slight  have  sav’d  the  rest  of  his  face.  He  is, 
The  most  unutterable  coward  that  e’er  Na- 
ture [given  him 

Blcss’d  with  hard  shoulders;  which  were  only 
To  th’  ruin  of  bastinadoes. 

Thi.  Possible? 

Theod.  Observe  but  how  she  frets! 

Mart.  Why,  believe  it. 

But  that  I know  the  shame  of  this  disgrace 
Will  make  the  beast  to  live  withsuchand  ne- 
ver [zard 

Presume  to  come  more  among  men ; I’ll  ha- 
My  life  upon  it,  that  a boy  ol  twelve 
Should  scourge  him  hither  like  a parish-top, 
And  make  him  dance  before  you. 

Brun.  Slave,  thou  liest ! [ing 

Thou  dar’st  as  well  speak  treason  in  the  hear- 
Of  those  that  have  the  power  to  punish  it, 
As  the  least  syllable  of  this  before  him  ; 

But  ’tis  thy  hate  to- me. 

Mart.  Nay,  pray  you,  madam; 

I have  no  ears  to  hear  you,  tho’  a foot 
To  let  you  understand  what  he  is. 

Brun.  Villain— 

Theod.  You  are  too  violent. 

Enter  Protaldye. 

Prot.  The  worst  that  can  come 
Is  blanketing ; for  betting,  and  such  virtues, 
I have  been  long  acquainted  with. 

Mart.  Oh,  strange ! 

Bow.  Behold  the  man  you  talk  of! 

Brun.  Give  me  leave! 

Or  free  thyself— think  in  what  place  you  are— 
From  the  foul  imputation  that  is  laid 
Upon  thy  valour— be  bold!  I’llprotectyou — 
Or  here  I vow — deny  it  or  swear  it— 

These  honours  which  thou  wear'st  unwor- 
thily— [them — 

Which  be  but  impudent  enough,  and  keep 
Shall  be  torn  from  thee,  >vith  thy  eyes. 


Prot.  I have  it. — 

My  valour?  is  there  any  here,  beneath 
The  stile  of  king,  dares  question  it  ? 

Thi.  This  is  rare ! [been  noble, 

Prot.  Which  of  my  actions,  which  have  still 
lias  render'd  me  suspected  ? 

Thi.  Nay,  Martel], 

You  must  not  rail  off. 

Mart.  Oh,  sir,  fear  it  not: 

D’  you  know  this  sword  ? 

Prot.  Yes. 

Mart.  •Pray  vou,  on  what  terms 
Did  you  part  wfth  it? 

Prot.  Part  with  it,  say  you  ? 

Mart.  So. 

Thi.  Nay,  study  not  an  answer;  confeis 
freely ! [fall, 

Prot.  Oh,  I remember  now : at  the  slag's 
As  we  to-day  wore  hunting,  a poor  fellow, 
(And  now  [ view  you  better,  I may  say 
Much  of  yourpiten;  this  silly  wretch  I spoke  of, 
With  this  petition  falling  at  my  feet, 

(Which  much  against  my  will  lie  kiss’d)  desir'd, 
1 hat  as  a special  means  for  his  preferment 
I would  vouchsafe  to  let  him  use  my  sword, 
To  cut  off  the  stag’s  head. 

Brun.  Will  you  hear  that  ? 

Baa  . This  he  bears  a similitude  of  troth. 
Ptvt.  I,  ever  courteous  (a  great  weakness 
in  me), 

Granted  bis  humble  suit. 

Mart.  Oh,  impudence  ! 

Thi.  This  change  is  excellent. 

Mart.  A word  with  you  : 

Deny  it  not ! I was  that  man  disguis’d ! 

You  know  my  temper,  and,  as  you  respect 
A daily  cudgelling  for  one  whole  year, 
Without  a second  pulling  by  the  ears, 

Or  tweaks  by  th’  nose,  or  the  most  precious 
balm  [me?) 

You  us'd  of  patience,  (patience,  do  you  mark 
Confess  before  these  kings,  with  w hat  base  tear 
Thou  didst  deliver  it. 

Prof.  Oh,  I shall  burst ! 

And  if  I have  not  instant  liberty 

To  tear  this  fellow  limb  by  limb,  the  wrong 

Will  break  my  heart,  altho’  Herculean, 

Aud  somewhat  bigger!  There’s  my  gage! 

pray  you  here 
Let  me  redeem  my  credit! 

Thi.  Ha,  ha!  forbear!  [do  not. 

Mart.  Pray  you  let  me  take  it  up;  and  if  I 
Against  all  odds  of  armour  and  of  weapon?, 
With  this  make  him  coufess  it  on  his  knee*, 
Cutoff  my  head. 

Prot.  No,  that’s  my  office. 

Baw.  Fy! 

You  take  the  hangman’s  place  ? 

Ord.  Nay,  good  ray  lord, 

Let  me  ntone  this  difference  ! do  not  suffer 
Our  bridal  night  to  be  tlie  centaurs’  feast. 
You  are  a knight,  aud  bound  by  oath  to  grant 


15^  Hu  re  cloth' d himj  which  will  make  discovery .]  Former  editions.  Mr.  Sympson  con- 
curr’J  in  the  correction,  leotard. 
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All  just  suits  unto  ladies : for  ray  sake, 

Forget  your  suppos'd  wrong  ! 

Prot.  Well,  let  him  thank  you! 

For  your  sake,  he  shall  live,  perhaps  a day; 
And,  may  be,  on  submission,  longer. 

Theod . Nay, 

Martell,  you  must  be  patient. 

Mart . I am  your’s ; 

And  this  slave  shall  be  once  more  mine. 

Thi.  Sit  all! 

One  health,  and  so  to  bed  ! for  I too  long 
Defer  ray  choicest  delicates.  % 

Brun.  Which,  if  poison 
Have  any  power,  thou  slialt,  like  Tantalus, 
Behold  and  never  taste.  Be  careful ! 

I.ec.  Fear  not ! [once 

Brun.  Tho’  it  be  rare  in  our  sex,  yet,  tor 
I will  begin  a health. 

Thi.  Let  it  come  freely  ! 

Brun.  Lecure,  the  cup!  Here,  to  the  son 
we  hope 

This  night  shall  he  an  embrion ! 

Thi.  You  have  nam'd 

A blessing  that  I most  dcsif'd ; I pledge  you ; 
Give  me  a huger  cup;  that  is  too  little 
Unto  so  great  a good.16 

Brun.  Nay,  then  you  wrong  me; 

Follow  as  I began  ! 

Thi.  Well,  as  you  please. 

Brun.  Is'tdone? 

Lee.  Unto  your  wish,  I warrant  you; 

For  this  night  I durst  trust  him  with  my  mo- 
Thi.  So,  ’tis  gone  round : lights ! [tber. 
Brun.  Pray  you  use  my  service. 

Ord.  *Tis  that  which  I shell  ever  owe  you, 
madam,  [don  me  ! 

And  must  have  none  from  you:  pray  you  par- 
Thi.  Good  rest  to  all ! 

Theod.  And  to  you  pleasant  labour! 
IVlartell,  your  company  ! Madam,  good  night ! 
Exeunt  all  but  Brun.  Prot.  Lee.  and  Baw. 
Brun.  Nay,  you  have  cause  to  blush;  but 
I will  hide  it,  [pity* 

And,  what's  more,  I forgive  you.  Is’t  not 
That  thou  that  art  the  first  to  enter  combat 
With  any  woman,  and  what's  more,  o’ercome 
her,  [fol 

In  which  she  is  best  pleas'd,  should  be  so  fear- 
To  meet  a man? 

Prot.  Why,  would  you  have  me  lose 


That  blood  that’s  dedicated  to  your  service, 
In  any  other  quarrel  ? 

Brun.  No;  reserve  it! 

As  I will  study  to  preserve  thy  credit. 

You,  sirrah,  be’t  your  care  to  find  out  one 
That’s  poor,  tho*  valiant,  that  at  any  rate 
Will,  to  redeem  my  servant's  reputation, 
Receive  a public  baffling. 

Baw.  'Would  your  highness 
Were  pleas’d  to  inform  me  better  of  your 
purpose  ! [box’d  or  kick'd ; 

Brun.  Why  one,  sir,  that  would  thus  be 
D’you  apprehend  me  now  ? 

Baw.  I feel  you,  madam. 

The  man  that  shall  receive  this  from  my  lord. 
Shall  have  a thousand  crowns? 

Prot.  He  shall. 

Baw.  Besides, 

His  day  of  bastinadoing  past  o’er,  [favour? 
He  shall  not  lose  your  grace  nor  your  good 
Brun.  That  shall  make  way  to  it. 

Bare.  It  must  be  a man 
Of  credit  in  the  court,  that  is  to  be 
The  foil  unto  your  valour  ? 

Prot.  True,  it  should.  [the  worse? 

Baw.  And  if  he  have  place  there,  ’tis  not 
Brun.  Tis  much  the  better. 

Baw.  If  he  be  a lord, 

'Twill  be  the  greater  grace? 

Brun.  Thourt  in  the  right.  [and  lord, 
Baw.  Why  then,  behold  that  valiant  man 
That  for  your  sake  will  take  a cudgeling: 

For  be  assur’d,  when  it  is  spread  abroad 
That  you  have  dealt  with  me,  they'll  give  you 
For  one  of  the  nine  worthies.  [out 

Brun.  Out,  you  pandar! 

Why,  to  beat  thee  is  only  exercise 
For  such  as  do  atfect  it : lose  not  time 
In  vain  replies,  but  do  it!  Come,  my  solace, 
I.et  us  to  bed!  and  our  desires  once  quench’d. 
We’ll  there  determine  of  Theodoret’s  death, 
For  he’s  the  engine  us’d  to  ruin  us. 

Yet  one  word  more;  J.ccure,  art  thou  assur'd 
The  potion  will  work? 

Lee  My  life  upon  it ! 

Brun.  Come,  my  Protaldye17,  thou  then 
glut  me  with 

Those  best  delights  of  man,  that  are  denied 
To  her  that  does  expect  them,  being  a bride! 

[Exeunt^ 


46  Unto  so  great  a God.]  Amended  in  1750. 

47  Cvm^my  Protaldye,  then  glut  me  aifA.]  Former  editions.  Seward. 
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ACT 

SCENE  T. 

F.ntrr  Thierry  and  Or  della,  at  from  bed. 

Thi.  CURE  I have  drunk  the  blood  of  ele- 
phams**, 

The  tears  of  mandrakes,  and  the  marble  dew, 
Mix’d  in  my  draught,  have  quench'd  my  na- 
tural heat. 

Ami  left  no  spark  of  fire,  but  in  mine  eyes, 
With  which  I may  behold  my  miseries: 

Ye  wretched  flames  which  play  upon  my  sight, 
Turn  inward!  make  me  all  one  piece39,  tho’ 
earth! 

My  tears  shall  overwhelm  you  else  too. 

Ord.  What  moves  my  lord  to  this  strange 
sadness  ? 

If  any  late-discerned  want  in  me 

Give  cause  to  your  repentance,  care  and  duty 

Shall  find  a painful  way  to  recompense. 

Thi.  Arc  you  yet  frozen,  veins?  feel  you 
a breath,  [North  star  reel, 

Whose  temperate  heat 30  would  make  the 
Her  icy  pillars  thaw'd,  and  do  you  not  melt  ? 
Draw  nearer!  yet  nearer, 

That  from  thy  barren  kiss  thou  inay’st  confess 
I have  not  heat  enough  to  make  it  blush  ! 

Ord.  Speak  nearer  to  my  understanding, 
like  a husband!  [husband, 

Thi.  Ilow  should  he  speak  the  language  of  a 
Who  wants  the  tongue  and  organs  of  his  voice? 
Ord.  It  is  a phrase  will  part  with  the 
same  ease 

From  you,  w ith  that  you  now  deliver. 

Thi.  Bind  not  his  ears  up  with  so  dull  a 
charm,  [thy  words 

Who  hath  no  other  sense  left  open ! why  should 
Find  more  restraint  than  thy  frcc-speuking 
* actions, 

Thy  close  embraces,  and  thy  midnight  sighs, 
The  silent  orators  to  slow  desire? 

Ord.  Strive  not  to  win  content  from  ig- 
norance3', [can  witness, 

Which  must  be  lost  in  knowledge!  fleav'n 
My  furthest  hope  of  good  reach'd  at  your 
pleasure, 

TV’  hich  seeing  alone  may  in  your  look  be  read : 
Add  not  a doubtful  comment  to  a text, 

That  in  itself  is  direct  n*  1 easy. 

Thi.  Oh,  thou  hast  drunk  the  juice  of 
Leiulock  too : 


III. 

Or  did  upbraided  Nature  make  this  pair, 

To  shew  she  had  not  quite  forgot  her  first 
Justlv-prais’d  workmanship,  the  first  clmste 
couple, 

Before  the  want  of  joy  taught  guilty  sight 
A way,  thro’  shame  and  sorrow,  to  delight? 
Say,  may  we  inix,  an  in  their  innocence, 
When  turtles  kiss’d  to  confirm  happiness, 
Not  to  beget  it? 

Old.  I know  no  bar.  [beats  woman, 
Thi.  Should  I believe  thee,  yet  thy  pube 
And  says  the  name  of  wife  did  promise  thee 
'Hie  blest  reward  of  duty  to  thy  mother; 
Who  gave  so  often  w itness  of  her  joy, 

When  she  did  boast  thy  likeness  to  her  hus- 
band. [to  yourself 

Ord . Tis  true,  that  to  bring  forth  a second 
Was  only  worthy  of  my  virgin  loss; 

And  should  i prize  you  less  unpattern’d,  sir, 
Than  being  exemplified?  Is’tnot  more  iionour 
To  be  possessor  of  unequall’d  virtue. 

Than  what  is  parallcl’d?  Give  me  belief; 
The  name  of  mother  knows  no  way  of  good, 
More  than  the  end  in  me : who  weds  for  lust 
Is  oft  a widow;  when  I married  yon, 

I lost  the  name  of  inaid  to  gain  n title 
Above  the  wish  of  change,  which  that  part 
can 

Only  maintain,  is  still  the  same  in  man, 

His  virtue  and  his  calm  society; 

Which  no  grey  hairs  can  threaten  to  dissolve, 
Nor  wrinkles  bury.  [take 

Thi.  Confine  tliy&elf  to  silence,  lest  thou 
That  part  of  reason  from  me,  is  only  left 
To  give  persuasion  to  me  I'm  a nmn! 

Or  say,  tli’liu*t  never  seen  the  rivers  haste 
With  gladsome  speed,  to  meet  theain’roussea. 
Ord . We’re  but  to  praise  the  coolness  of 
their  streams.  [lustful  fires, 

Thi.  Nor  view’d  the  kids,  taught  by  their 
Pursue  each  other  thro’  ihe  wanton  lawns, 
And  lik'd  the  sport. 

Ord.  As  it  made  way  unto  tbeir  envied  rest, 
Willi  weary  knots  binding  their  harmlesseyes. 
Thi.  Nor  do  you  know  the  reason  why  the 
dove, 

One  of  the  pair  your  hands  wont  hourly  feed, 
So  often  dipt  and  kiss'd  her  happy  mate  ? 
Ord.  Unless  it  were  to  welcome  his  wish’d 
sight, 


**  The  blood  cf  elephants.]  Both  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympson  observed  thut  this  pro- 
perty of  elephants’  blood  is  mentioned  by  Pliny.  Seward. 

79  Make  me  all  one  piece , though  earth.]  We  cannot  clearly  comprehend  why  Thierry  s 
being  composed  of  earth , should  prevent  his  being  all  one  piece. 

3t  lOosc  temperate  heat,  4c. J Temperate  seems  an  oddly-chosen  word  in  this  place, 
when  he  is  talking  of  a heat  to  overcome  the  influence  of  the  North  star. 

31  Strive  not,  4c*]  This  speech  is  rather  obscurely  expressed,  but  signifies,  * Strive  not 

* to  rob  my  ignonince  of  that  content,  which  knowledge  would  destroy,  AU  my  wishes 

* wtre  to  read  satisfaction  in  your  countenance.  Add  not  therefore,  &c.’ 

Whose 
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Whose  absence  only  gave  licr  mourning 
voice. 

Thi.  And  you  could,  dove-like,  to  a single 
object  [one 

Bind  your  loose  spirits?  to  one  ? nay,  such  a 
Whom  only  eyes  and  ears  must  flatter  good, 
Your  surer  sense  made  useless?  nay,  myself32, 
As  in  my  all  of  good,  already  known? 

Ord.  Let  proof  plead  for  me ! let  me  be 
mew’d  up  [own! 

Where  never  eye  may  reach  me,  but  your 
And  when  I shall  repent,  but  in  my  looks; 
if  sigh — 

Thi.  Or  shed  a tear  that’s  warm  ? 

Ord.  But  in  your  sadness,  [their  mates, 
Thi.  Or  wlieu  vou  hear  the  birds  call  for 
Ask  if  it  be  St.  Valentine,  their  coupling  day  ? 
Ord.  If  any  thing  may  make  a thought 
suspected 

Of  know  ing  any  happiness  but  you, 

Divorce  me,  by  the  title  of  most  falsehood! 

Thi.  Oh,  who  would  know  a wife. 

That  might  have  6uch  a friend  ? Posterity, 
Henceforth  lose  the  name  of  blessing,  and 
leave 

Th’ earth  uninhabited  to  people  Henv’n11! 

Enter  Theodorct , Brunhalt , Mar  tell,  and 
* Protaldyc. 

Mart.  All  happiness  to  Tljierry  and  Ordella ! 
Thi.  Tis  a desire  but  borrow'd  from  me ; 
my  happiness 


Shall  he  the  period  of  all  good  men’s  wishes, 
Which  friends,  nay,  dying  fathers  shall  be- 
queath, 

And  in  my  one  give  all!  Is  there  a duty 
Belongs  to  any  power  of  miue,  or  love 
To  any  virtue  I have  right  to  ? Here,  place 
it  here ; 

Ordella’s  name  shall  only  bear  command, 
Rule,  title,  sovereignty. 

Brun.  What  passion  sways  my  son? 

'Thi.  Oh,  mother,  she  has  doubled  every 
good 

The  travail  of  your  blood  made  possible 
To  my  glad  being ! 

Prot.  He  should  have  done 
Little  unto  her,  he  is  so  light-hearted. 

Thi.  My  brother,  friends,  if  honour  unto 
shame. 

If  wealth  to  want,  enlarge  the  present  sense. 
My  joys  are  unbounded : instead  of  question, 
Let  it  be  envy  not  to  bring  a present 
To  the  high  offering  of  our  mirth!  banquets 
and  masques34  [malice. 

Keep  waking  our  delights,  mocking  night’s 
Whose  dark  brow  would  fright  pleasure  from 
us!  our  court 

Be  but  one  stage  of  revels,  and  each  eye 
The  scene  where  our  content  moves! 

Thcod.  There  shall  want  [light,  sir. 

Nothing  to  express  our  shares  in  your  de- 
Mart.  ’Till  now  I ne’er  repented  the  estate 
Of  \vidower. 


31  And  myself \ nay.]  Former  editions.  Seward. 

33  And  leave  thejeurth  inhabited  to  people  Heav  «.]  A virgin  state  resembles  that  of  the 
angels,  and  may  be  a good  means  to  pave  the  wav  td  it,  but  it  would  not  leave  the  earth  in- 
habited, but  the  reverse,  I therefore  read,  uninhabited.  Seward. 

34  Brother,  friends,  if  honour  unto  shame , 

If  wealth  to  want  enlarge  the  present  sense , 

My  joys  are  unbounded , instead  o/  quCstiou 
Let  it  be  envy , not  bring  u present 

To  the  high  offering  of  our  mirth,  banquets , and  masques.  1 In  this  very  mangled  state 
with  regard  to  measure  and  seuse  lias  this  passage  pass’d  thro’  all  the  editions : in  the  first 
place,  what  is 

- — instead  of  question  Y 
In  the  next  place. 

Let  it  be  envy  ? 

Are  banquets  and  masques  the  presents  tlmt  were  to  be  offer’d  by  his  friends  and  courtiers? 
I liope  the  changes  which  have  appear’d  necessary,  will  be  thought  by  the  reader  to  havw 
been  probably  the  original  text.  I ivad, 

My  brother,  friends,  if  honour  unto  shame, 

If  wealth  to  want  enlarge  the  present  sense, 

My  joy’s  unbounded;  ’stead  ot  questioning , 

Let  it  be  envy  not  to  bring  a present 

To  the  high  offering  of  our  mirth  ; banquets  and  masques,  &c.  Seward. 

The  word  my  in  the  first  line,  and  to  in  the  fourth,  are  rightly  inserted ; but  question 
should  not  be  changed  to  questioning , the  old  rending  being  perfectly  intelligible. — There  is 
often  a strange  uncouthness  in  the  stile  of  this  play,  which  obscures  the  sentiment : in  tins 
speech, 

if  honour  unto  shame, 

If  wealth  to  want  enlarge  the  present  sense. 

My  joys  are  unbounded. 

The  meaning  of  honour  unto  shame,  and  wealth  to  want,  is  not  obvious:  it  is,  we  apprehend, 

* if  honour  and  wealth , compared  with  shame  and  want,  are  grateful  to  the  sense,  then  my 

• joys  are  boundless*’ 

3 M 3 Thi. 
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Thi.  Music,  why  art  thou  so  [della; 
Slow-voic'd  ? it  stays  thy  presence,  my  Or- 
1 his  chamber  is  a sphere  too  narrow  tor 
Thv  all-moving  virtue.  Make  way,  free  way, 
1 say! 

Who  must  alone  her  sex's  want  supply. 

Had  need  to  have  a room  both  large  and 
high. 

Mart . This  passion’s  above  utterance! 
Theod.  Nay,  credulity! 

[Ext.  all  but  Thi.  and  Brun. 
Bruit.  Why,  son,  what  mean  you?  arc 
you  a man  ? 

Thi.  No,  mother,  I’m  no  man  : 

Were  I a man,  how  could  I be  thus  happy  * 
Brvn.  How  can  a wife  be  author  of  this 
joy  then  ? [woman  : 

Thi.  That  being  no  man,  I'm  married  to  no 
The  best  of  men  in  full  ability 
Can  only  hope  to  satisfy  a wife ; 

And,  for  that  hope  ridiculous,  I in  ray  want, 
(And  such  defective  poverty,  that  to  her  bed 
From  my  first  cradle  brought  no  strength 
but  thought)  [rock’d  me, 

Have  met  a temperance  beyond  ber\  that 
Necessity  being  her  bar;  where  this 
Is  so  much  senseless  of  my  depriv’d  fire, 

She  knows  it  not  a loss  by  her  desire. 

Brun.  It  is  beyond  ray  admiration! 

Thi.  Beyond  your  sex  s faith ! 

The  unripe  virgins  of  our  age,  to  hear't. 

Will  dream  themselves  to  women,  and  con- 
Th'  example  to  a miracle.  [vert 

Brun.  Alas,  'tis  your  defect  moves  my 
amazement ; 

But  what  ill  can  be  separate  from  ambition? 
Cruel  Theodoret ! 

Thi.  What  of  my  brother? 

Brun.  That  to  his  name  your  barrenness 
adds  rule: 

Who,  loving  the  elTect,  would  not  be  strange 
In  favouring  the  cause : look  on  the  profit, 
And  gain  w ill  quickly  point  the  mischief  out. 

Thi.  The  name  of  father,  to  w hat  I possess, 
Is  shame  and  care. 

Brun.  Were  we  begot  to  single  happiness, 
I grant  you  ; but  from  such  aw  ife,  such  virtue, 
To  get  an  heir,  what  hermit  would  not  find 
Deserving  argument  to  break  his  vow. 

Even  in  his  age  of  chastity? 

Thi.  You  teach  a deaf  man  language. 

B/  un.  The  cause  found  out,  the  malady 
may  cease. 

Have  you  heard  of  one  Leforte? 

Ihi.  A team'd  astronomer,  agrent magician, 
Who  lives  hard-hy  retir’d. 

Brun.  Repair  to  him,  with  the  just  hour 
and  place 

Of  your  nativity:  fools  are  amaz’d  at  fate; 
Griefs,  but  conceal’d,  are  never  desperate. 
Thi.  You’ve  timely  waken’d  me;  uor  shall 
I sleep 

Without  the  satisfaction  of  his  nrt.  [Exit. 


Enter  Lecure. 

Brun.  Wisdom  prepares  yon  to’t.  Lecure, 
met  happily ! [the  conveyance 

Lee.  The  ground  answers  your  purpose, 
Being  secure  and  easy,  falling  just 
Behind  the  stute  set  for  Theodoret. 

Brun.  Tis  well:  your  trust  invites  you  to 
a sccoud  charge ; 

You  know  Leforte’s  cell?  ^ 

J.ec.  Who  constellated  your  fair  birth. 
Brun.  Enough;  I sec  thou  know’sthimj 
where  is  Bawdber? 

Lee.  I left  Him  careful  of  tlie  project  cast 
To  raise  Protaldve’s  credit. 

Bt  ■ un . A sore  that  must  be  plaister’d;  in 
whose  wound  [^Ives  sound. 

Others  shall  find  their  graves  think  them- 
Your  car  and  quickest  apprehension!  [Exit. 

Enter  Baudber  and  a Servant. 

Bair.  This  man  of  war  will  advance  ? 

Lee.  His  hour’s  upon  the  stroke,  [ears! 
Bate.  Wind  him  back,  as  you  favour  my 
I love  no  noise  in  my  head;  my  brains 
Have  hitherto  been  employ’d  in  silent  busi- 
nesses. 

Enter  De  Vitry. 

Lee.  The  gentleman’s  within  your  reach, 
sir.  [£nf. 

Bate.  Give  ground, 

Whilst  I drill  my  wits  to  the  encounter. 

De  Vitry,  I take  it? 

Vitry.  All  that’s  left  of  him. 

Baa . Is  there  another  parcel  of  you?  If 
It  be  at  pawn,  I will  gladly  redeem  it, 

To  make  you  wholly  mine. 

Vitry.  You  seek  too  hard 
A pennyworth. 

Bate.  You  do  ill55  to  keep  [known  to  me, 
Such  distance;  your  parts  have  been  long 
llow  soever  you  please  to  forget  acquaintance. 

' Vitry.  I must  coufess,  l have  been  subject  to 
Lewd  company. 

Bate.  Thanks  for  your  good  remembrance! 
You’ve  been  a soldier,  De  Vitry,  and  borne 
arms. 

Vitry.  A couple  of  unprofitable  ones,  that 
Have  only  serv’d  to  get  me  a stomach  to 
My  dinner. 

Bum.  Much  good  may  it  do  you,  sir. 
Vitry.  You  should 

Have  heard  me  say  I’d  din’d  first:  I have  built 
On  an  unwholesome  ground,  rais’d  up  a house 
Before  I knew  a tenant,  march’d  to  meet 
w curificss, 

Fought  to  find  want  and  hunger. 

Baw.  Tis  time  you  [sir: 

Put  up  your  sword,  and  run  away  for  meat, 
Nay,  if  [ had  not  withdrawn  ere  now, 

I might  have  kept  the  fast  with  you : but  since 
The  way  to  thrive  is  never  late,  what  is 
The  nearest  course  to  profit,  think  you  ? 


35  You  to  ill.)  Corrected  by  Seward, 


Vitry* 
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Act 3.  Scene!.]  TIIE  TRAGEDY  OF  THIERRY  AND  THEODORET. 


Vitry.  It  may  be 
Your  worship  will  say  bawdry. 

Baw.  True  sense,  bawdry.  [ne’er  knew 
Vitry . Why,  is  there  five  kinds  of ’em?  I 
But  ouc. 

Baw.  Ill  shew  you  a new  way 
Of  prostitution:  lull  back!  further  yet ! [to 
Further!  There’s  fifty  crowns;  do  but  as  much 
Frotaldye,  the  queen’s  favoarite,  they  are 
Vitry.  But  thus  much?  [doubled. 

Baw.  Give  him  but  an  affront  as 
He  comes  to  th’  presence,  and  i’  his  drawing 
make  way,  [own ; 

Like  a true  bawd  t’his  valour,  the  sum’s  thy 
If  ve  take  a scratch  in  thcann  or  so,  every 
Of  blood  weiglis  down  a ducat.  [drop 

Vilry.  After  that  rate, 

I and  my  friends  would  lieggar  the  kingdom. 
Sir,  you  have  made  me  blush  to  see  my  want, 
W hose  cure  is  such  a cheap  and  easy  pur- 
This  is  nude-bawdry,  belike?  [chase: 

Enter  Protaldye , a Lady , and  Revellers. 
Bare.  See ! 

You  shall  not  be  long  earning  your  wages; 
Your  work’s  before  your  eyes. 

Vitry.  Leave  it  to  my 
Handling;  I’ll  fall  upon  it  instantly. 

Baw.  What  opinion36  will  the  managing 
Of  this  affair  bring  to  my  wisdom  I my  inveu- 
Tickles  with  apprehension  on't!  [tion 

Prot . These  are 

The  joys  of  marriage,  lady,  whose  sights  are 
Able  to  dissolve  virginity.  Speak  freely! 

Do  you  not  envy  the  bride’s  felicity? 

Lady.  How  should  I,  being  partner  of ’t  ? 
Prot . What  you 

Enjoy  is  but  the  banquet's  view;  the  taste 
Stunds  from  your  palate:  if  lie  impart  by  day 
So  much  of  his  content,  think  what  night 
gave  ? 

Vitry.  Will  you  have  a relish  of  wit,  lady? 
Bate.  This  is  the  man. 

Lady.  If  it  be  not  dear,  sir. 

Vitry.  If  you  affect  cheapness, 

IIow  can  you  prize  this  sullied  ware  so  much? 
Mine's  fresh,  iny  own,  not  retail'd. 

Prot.  You  are  saucy,  sirrah! 

Vitry.  The  fitter  to  be  in 
The  didi  with  such  dry  stockfish  as  you  are. 
How ! strike  ? 

Baw.  Remember  the  condition,  as 
You  look  for  payment. 

Vitry.  That  box  was  left  out 
O’  th’  bargain. 

Prot.  Help,  help,  help ! 

Baw.  Hague  of  [this  to 

The  scrivener's  running  band ! what  a blow’s 
IVIy  reputation ! 

Enter  Thierry  y Theodor  et,  Brunhalt,Ordclla, 
Member ge,  und  Martell. 

Thi.  Wlmt  villain  dares  this  outrage? 
Vitry.  Hear  me,  sir ! 


This  creature  hir’d  me,  wi*  fifty  crowns  in 
hand, 

To  let  Protaldye  have  the  better  of  me 
At  single  rapier  on  a made  quarrel:  he. 
Mistaking  th’  weapon,  lays  me  over  the  chap* 
With  iiis  club-list,  for  which  1 was  bold  to 
The  art  of  memory.  [teach  him 

Omncs.  Ila,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Theod.  Y our  general,  mother,  will  display 
himself, 

’Spite  of  our  peace,  I see. 

Thi.  Forbear  these  civil  jars:  fy,  ProtaJdve! 
So  open  in  your  projects?  Avoid  our  pre- 
sence, sirrah! 

Vitry.  Willingly.  If  you  have  any  more 
Wa^es  to  earn,  you  see  I can  take  pauis. 

'lheotl.  There’s  somewhat  for  thy  labour. 
More  than  was  promis’d.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Baw.  Where  could  I wish  myself  now?  in 
the  Isle  of  Dogs, 

So  1 might  escape  scratching;  for  I see 
By  her  cat’s  eyes  I shall  be  claw’d  fearfully. 
Thi.  We’ll  hear  no  more  ou  t;  music  drown 
all  sadness  ! music . 

Command  the  revellers  in.  At  what  a rate  I 

[spleen 

Purchase  my  mother’s  absence,  to  give  my 
Full  liberty!  [thy  ruin, 

Brun.  Speak  not  a thought’s  delay,  it  names 
Prot.  1 had  thought  my  lilehad  borne  more 
value  with  you.  [secure  thee! 

Brun.  Thy  loss  carries  mine  with’t;  let  that 
The  vault  is  ready,  and  the  door  convey*  to ’t 
Fails  just  behind  his  chair;  the  blow  once 
Thou  art  unseen.  [given, 

Prot.  I cannot  feel  more  than  I fear,  I’m 
6ure.  • 

Brun.  Be  gone,  and  let  them  laugh  their 
own  destruction!  [Prot.  withdraws* 

Thi.  You’ll  add  unto  her  rage. 

Theod.  'Sfijiot,  I shall  burst, 

Unless  I vent  myself:  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Brun.  Me,  sir? 

You  never  could  have  found  a time  t’invite 
More  willingness  in  iny  dispose  to  pleasure. 
Mem.  ’Would  you  would  please  to  make 
some  other  choice ! [lady. 

Rev.  Tis  a disgrace  would  dwell  upon  me, 
Should  you  refuse.  [mother’s  looks 

Mem.  Your  reason  conquers. — My  grand- 
Have  turn’d  all  air  to  earth  in  me;  they  sit 
Upon  my  heart  like  night-charms,  black  and 
heavy. 

Thi.  You’re  too  much  libertine.(7Vy  dance • 
Theod.  The  fortune  of  the  fool  persuades 
my  laughter 

More  than  his  cowardise:  was  ever  rat 
Ta’en  by  the  tail  thus?  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Thi.  F'orbear,  Isay!  [and  strike, 

Prot.  No  eye  looks  this  way:  I will  wink 
L*?9t  I betray  myself.  * 

[Behind  the  state,  stabs  Theod. 
Theod.  Ila!  did  you  not  see  one  near  me? 


L6  Opinion ;]  i.  c.  Reputation.  See  note  71  on  the  Two  Noble  Kinsmen. 


Thi. 
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THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THIERRY  AND  TIIEODORET.  [ActS.  Scene  1. 


Thi.  How ! near  you?  why  do  you  look  so 
Treason,  treason ! [pale,  brother? 

Memb.  Oh,  my  presage!  Father! 

Ord.  Brother ) 

Mart.  Prince,  noble  prince!  [every  angle 
Thi.  Make  the  gates  sure ! search  into 
And  corner  of  the  court ; oh,  my  shame  ! — 
Mother, 

Yoursouis  slain!  Theodoret,nobleTheodoret, 
Here  in  my  arms,  too  weak  a sanctuury 
’Gainst  treachery  and  murder  ! Say,  js  the 
traitor  taken?  [on  my  life,  sir. 

1 Guard.  No  man  hath  past  the  chamber, 
Thi.  Set  present  fire  unto  the  place,  that 
all  unseen  [to’t 

M ay  perish  in  this  mischief ! who  moves  slow 
Shall  add  unto  the  llatnc.  [vate  hearing. 
Brun.  What  mean  you?  give  me  your  pn- 
Thi.  Persuasion  is  a partner  in  the  crime: 
I will  renounce  my  claim  unto  a mother. 

If  von  make  offer  on*t. 

}?ri/n.  Ere  a torch  can  take  flame, 

I will  produce  the  author  of  the  fact. 

Thi.  Withdraw!  But,  for  your  lights — 
Memb.  Oh,  my  too-true  suspicion  ! 

[Exeunt  Mart,  and  Memb. 
Thi.  Speak!  where's  the  engine  to  thi>  hor- 
rid act?  [whom  make  good 

Brun.  Here  you  do  behold  her:  upon 
Your  causeless  rage ! The  deed  was  done 
By  my  incitement,  and  not  yet  repented. 
Thi.-  Whither  did  Nature  start,  when  you 
“ conceiv’d 

A birth  so  unlike  woman?  Say,  what  part 
Did  not  consent  to  make  a son  of  him, 
Reserv’d  itself  within  you  to  his  ruin  ? 

Brun.  Ila,  hn!  u son  of  mine  ? do  not  dis- 
sever 

Thy  father’s  dust,  shaking  his  quiet  nm, 

To  which  thy  breath  would  send  so  foul  an 
My  son?  thy  brother?  [issue. 

Thi.  Was  not  Theodoret  my  brother? 

Or  is  thy  tongue  confederate  with  thy  heart, 
To  speak  anti  do  only  thipgs  monstrous? 
Brun.  Hear  me,  and  thou  shalt  make  thine 
own  belief : 

Thy  still-wit li-sorrow-mention'd  father  liv’d 
Three  careful  years,  in  hope  of  wished  heirs, 
When  I concei  v’d,  Ireing  from  his  jealous  fear 
Enjoin’d  to  quiet  home:  one  fatal  day, 
Transported  with  ray  pleasure  to  the  chase, 

I fore  d command,  and  in  pursuit  of  game 
Fell  from  iny  horse,  lost  both  my  child  and 
hopes.  , 

Despair,  which  only  in  his  love  saw  life 
Worthy  of  being,  from  a gard'ner’s  arms 
Snatch'd  this  unlucky  brat,  and  cull'd  it  mine; 
When  the  next  year  repaid  my  loss  with  thee, 
But  in  thy  wrongs  preserv’d  ray  misery; 


Which,  that  I might  diminish,  tho’  not  end, 
My  siglis  and  wet  eyes,  from  thy  father’s  will, 
Bequeath  this  largest  part  of  his  dominions 
Of  France  unto  thee,  and  only  left  Austracia 
Unto  that  changeling;  whose  life  affords 
Too  much  of  ill 'gainst  me  to  prove  my  words, 
And  call  him  stranger.  [believe  you; 

ThL  Come,  do  not  weep  ! I must,  nay  do 
And,  in  my  father's  satisfaction,  count  it 
Merit,  not  wrong,  or  loss. 

Brun.  You  do  hut  flatter; 

There’s  anger  vet  flames  in  your  eyes. 

Thi.  See,f  will  quench  it,  and  confess  that 
you 

Have  suffer’d  double  travail  for  me. 

Brun.  You  will  not  fire  the  house  then? 
Thi.  Rather  reward  the  author  wl»  gave 
cause 

Of  knowing  such  a secret ; my  oath  and  duty 
Shall  be  assurance  ou*t. 

Brun.  Protaldye,  rise. 

Good  faithful  servant ! Heaven  knows 
How  hardly  lie  was  drawn  to  this  attempt. 

Enter  Protaldye. 

Thi.  Protaldye?  He  bad  u gard’ner’s  fate 
I’ll  swear. 

Fell  by  thy  hand17? 

Sir,  we  do  owe  unto  you  for  this  service. 
Brun.  Why  lonk’st  thou  so  dejected ! 

Enter  Murtcll • 

Prat.  I want  a little 
Shift,  lady  ; nothing  else. 

Mart.  The  fires  arc  ready  ; [form 

Please  it  your  grace  withdraw,  whilst  we  per- 
Your  pleasure. 

Thi.  Reserve  them  for  the  body:  since 
He  lmd  the  fate  to  live  and  die  a prince, 

He  shall  not  lose  tlie  title  in  bis  funeral. 

[Exit. 

Mart.  His  fate  to  live  a prince  ? Thou  old 
Impiety,  [body. 

Made  up  by  lust  and  mischief!  Take  up  the 
[Exeunt  Kith  the  both/  of  Theodoret. 

Enter  l.ecure  and  a Servant. 

Lee.  Dost  think  Lefortc’s  sure  enough? 
Sere.  As  bonds  [cast, 

Can  make  him  : I have  turn’d  his  eyes  to  tli 
And  left  him  gaping  after  the  morning-star. 
His  head  is  a mere  astrolobe ; bis  eyes 
Stand  for  the  poles,  the  gag  in  his  mouth  be- 
. ing  [resemblance 

The  coachman,  his  five  teeth  have  the  nearest 
To  Charles’s  Wain — 

Lee.  Thou  hast  cast  a figure 
Which  shall  raise  thee:  direct  my  hair  alittle; 
And  in  my  likeness  to  him  read  a fortune 
Suiting  thy  largest  hopes. 


37  Fell  by  thy  hand]  So  oldest  quarto;  subsequent  editions,  tet.l  by  thy  hand:  To  rectify 
ibis,  Seward  proposes  the  following  (which  lie  calls  a very  probable)  conjecture:  * I suppose  I 
« the  transcriber  to  have  accidentally  contracted  To  fall  into  tollf  and  tins  making  no  sense, 

4 the  first  printers,  by  way  of  correction  read  tell,  which  seem’d  to  make  something  that  ap- 
• p rouch’d  to  a meaning.* 

Sert.  I 
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Serv.  You  are  so  far  ’bove  likeness,  you’re 
the  same ; 

If  you  love  mirth,  persuade  him  from  himself. 
It  is  but  au  astronomer  out  of  the  way, 

And  lying  will  bear  the  better  place  tor’t. 

Lee . I 

Have  profitabler  use  in  hand : haste  to 
The  queen,  and  tell  her  how  you  left  me 
chang'd! 

Who  would  not  serve  this  virtuous  active 
queen?  [does  it. 

She  that  loves  mischief  'bove  the  man  that 
And  him  above  her  pleasure;  yet  knows  no 
Heaven  else. 

Enter  Thierry. 

Thi.  How  well  this  lotieness  suits  the  art 
I seek. 

Discovering  secret  and  succeeding  fate, 
Knowledge  that  puts  all  lower  happiness  on, 
With  a remiss  and  careless  hand! — 

Fair  (icace  unto  your  meditations,  father  ! 
Ltc.  The  same  to  you  you  bring,  sir ! 

Thi.  Drawu  by  your  much-fmu’d  skill,  I 
come  to  know 

Whether  the  man  who  owes  this  character39 
Shall  e'er  have  issue? 

L/C.  A resolution  falling  with  most  ease 
Of  any  doubt  you  could  have  nam’d ! He  is  a 
Whose  fortune  vou  enquire?  [prince 

Thi.  He’s  nobly  horn.  [him, 

Lee.  Ho  had  a dukedom  lately  fall’n  unto 
By  one,  cull’d  brother,  who  has  left  a daughter. 
Thi.  The  question  is  of  heirs,  not  lauds. 
Ltc.  Heirs?  yes; 

He  shall  have  heirs. 

Thi.  Begotten  of  his  body  ? 

Why  look’st  thou  pale? 

Thou  canst  not  sulfer  in  his  want. 

Lee.  Nor  thou; 

I neither  can  nor  will  give  further  knowledge 
To  thee. 


455 

Thi.  Thou  must ! I am  the  man  myself. 
Thy  sovereign  ; who  must  owe  unto  thy  wis* 
dom 

In  the  concealing  of  ray  barren  shame. 

Lee.  Your  grace  doth  wrong  your  stars:  if 
this  be  yours, 

You  may  have  children. 

Thi.  Speak  it  again ! 

Jac.  You  inav  have  fruitful  issue. 

Thi.  By  whom?  when ? how?  [blood 


Lee.  It  was  the  fatal  means  first  struck 


my 


With  the  cold  hand  of  Wonder,  when  I read  it 
Priuted  upon  your  birth.  [end 

Thi.  Can  there  be  any  way  unsmooth,  has 
So  fair  and  good?  [Heav’n40, 

Lee  We  that  behold  tlse  sad  aspects  of 
leading  sense-blinded  men,  feel  grief  enough 
To  know,  tho*  not  to  speak  their  miseries. 
Thi.  Sorrow  must  lose  a name41,  where 
mine  finds  life ! 

If  not  iu  thee,  at  least  ease  pain  with  speed, 
Which  must  know  no  cure  else. 

Lee.  Then  thus: 

The  first  of  females  which  your  eye  shall  meet 
Before  the  sun  next  rise,  corning  from  out 
The  temple  of  Diana,  being  slain,  you  live 
Father  of  many  sons.  [ Exit. 

Thi.  Call’st  thou  this  sadness?  can  l be- 
get a son 

Deserving  less,  than  to  give  recompense 
Unto  so  poor  a loss?  Whate’er  thou  art. 
Rest  peaceable,  bless’d  creature,  born  to  be 
Mother  of  princes,  whose  grave  shall  be  more 
fruitful 

Than  others*  marriage-beds ! Methinkshis  art 
Should  give  her  form  and  happy  figure  to  me; 
I long  to  see  my  happiness*,  he’s  gone! 

As  I remember,  he  nam’d  my  brother’s  daugh- 
ter; 

Were  it  my  mother,  ’twere  a gainful  death 
Could  give  Ordella’s  virtue  living  breath ! 

[£r<f. 

, . ....  ACT 

39  Who  owes  this  character  ,*]  i.  e.  who  owns  ; a word  often  mentioned  before  as  common 
to  all  the  old  English  writers;  as  in  the  old  editions  of  the  Bible,  The  man  who  oweth  this 
girdle.  The  character  is  the  calculation  of  his  nativity,  which  his  mother  advis’d  him  to  lay 
before  Jsforte.  The  word  resolution , in  Lecure  a answer  to  this,  signifies  the  same  with 
solution.  Seac  rd. 

♦°  We  that  beholJ  the  sud  aspects  of  Heav'n, 

Leading  sense  blinded,  men  feel  grief  enough 

To  knote , tho%  not  to  speak  their  miseries.]  The  change  of  a comma,  and  the  insertion  of 
a hyphen,  are  necessary  to  the  cure  of  this  passage.  I.ecure  is  pretending  great  compassion, 
and  says  that  we  that  are  learned  iu  the  sad  aspects  of  Heaven,  which  lead  men  sense- 
blinded  to  their  fate,  have  grief  enough  to  know  and  not  to  declare  the  miseries  of  men. 

Seward. 

41  Sorrow  must  lose  a name , where  mine  finds  life  ; 

If  not  in  theef  at  least  ease  pain  with  speed.]  This  seems  obscure,  the  first  is  a very 
poetic  sentiment, 

Sorrow  must  lose  a name,- 

I.  e.  Lose  its  being  where  mine,  i.  e.  my  name  finds  life ; by  my  gaining  heirs  to  it.  Then 
he  answers  what  Lecure  had  before  said  of  his  griet  in  the  foreknowledge  of  the  means  of 
gaimug  him  heirs ; if,  says  lie,  you  cannot  ease  your  own  grief,  at  least  ease  mine.  The  rela- 
tive my  inserted,  gives  this  sense,  and  it  being  common  m our  poets  to  cut  oHT  the  initial  or 
final  vowel  of  one  word,  when  the  following  or  former  begins  or  ends  with  anotlier  vowel. 
The  insertioQ  will  not  alter  the  measure,  the  u iu  «<  being  here  cut  oiT.  Seward. 

Seward 
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THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THIERRY  AND  THEODORET.  [Acl  4.  Scene  1, 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Thierry  and  Mur  tell. 

Mart.  VOUIl  Grace  is  earlv  stirring. 

Thi.  llow  can  he  sleep, 

Whose  happiness  is  laid  up  in  an  hour, 

He  knows  comes  stealing  toward  him?  Oh, 
M artel  1 ! 

Is't  possible  the  longing  bride,  whose  wishes 
Out-run  her  fours,  can,  on  thut  day41  she's 
married, 

Cousuine  iu  slumbers?  or  his  arms  rust  in 
ease,  [purchase 

That  hears  the  charge,  and  sees  the  honour'd 
Ready  to  gild  his  valour?  Mine  is  more, 

A power  above  these  passions;  this  day 
France  [us, 

(France,  that  in  want  of  issue  withers  with 
And  like,  an  aged  river  runs  his  head 
Into  forgotten  ways)  again  1 ransom,  [erry, 
And  his  lair  course  turn  right:  this  day  Thi- 
The  son  of  Frauce43,  whose  manly  powers  like 
prisoners 


Have  been  tied  up,  and  fetter’d, bv  one  death 
Gives  life  to  thousand  ages;  this  day  beauty. 
The  envy  of  the  world,  the  pleasure,  glorv, 
Content  above  the  world,  desire  beyond  it. 
Are  made  mine  own,  und  useful ! 

Mart . llapny  woman 
That  dies  to  do  these  things! 

Thi.  But  ten  times  happier 
That  lives  to  do  the  greater!  Oh,  Martell, 
The  gods  have  heard  tue  now ; and  those  tLat 
scorn’d  me, 

Mothers  of  many  children,  and  bless ’d  fa- 
thers. 

That  see  their  issues  like  the  stars  unnumber  d, 
Their  comforts  more  than  them,  shall  in  my 
praises  [age* 

Now  teach  their  infants  sougs;  and  tell  their 
FA»m  such  a apn  of  mine,  or  such  a uuecn. 
That  chaste  Ordclla  brings  me.  Blessed 
marriage, 

The  chain  that  links  two  holy  loves  together! 
And,  in  the  marriage,  more  than  bless'd  Or- 
della, 


Seward  reads 

If  not  in  thee,  7 least  ease  my  pain,  tee. 

The  insertion  is  needless;  and  the  elision,  like  many  hundred  others,  ridiculous.  The  pas- 
sage seems  to  he  corrupt.  The  first  line  is,  we  think,  ingeniously  and  justly  interpreted; 
but  the  two  next  will  not  convey  the  meaning  Seward  has  assigned  to  them. 

41  Can  on  that  day,  «$c.]  Seward  rejects  the  word  on, 

♦3 This  day  Thierry, 

The  son  of'  France , whose  manly  powers  like  prisoners 

Hare  been  tied  up ] That  this  is  good  sense  is  allow'd,  lint  that  the  .<*»  of  France  is 

much  more  poetical,  I believe  will  l»e  equally  allow’d.  IIow  long  the  sun  has  been  the  em- 
blem of  the  Freuch  King,  1 have  no  book  by  me  that  will  tell  us.  It  was  the  emblem  whi<  h 
Louis  the  Fourteenth  most  delighted  in;  if  it  was  of  older  date  in  the  arms  of  France,  it  would 
be  a confirmation  of  the  emendation  here,  and  still  more  so,  of  the  exquisite  beauty  of  the 
following  passage  of  Shakespeare  in  Harry  the  Fifth,  the  French  King  describing  the  battle 
of  Cressy: 

‘ When  Cressy  battle  fatally  was  struck; 

• And  all  our  princes  captiv’d  by  the  hand 

• Of  that  black  name,  Edward  black  prince  of  Wales: 

* While  that  his  mountain-sire  on  mountain  standing, 

‘ Up  in  the  air,  crown’d  with  the  golden  sun, 

1 Saw  his  heroic  seed,  and  smil’d  to  see  him 

* Alungle  the  work  ofNature ' 

Were  a pointer  to  give  us  this  battle  in  colours,  what  a noble  image  might  he  take  from 
hence?  The  king  of  more  than  human  stature,  and  enlarg’d  beyond  the  strict  rules  of  per- 
spective, aloft  on  a hill,  with  the  sun  in  his  zenith  darting  all  his  glory  round  his  head. 
Shakespeare  expresses  this  in  words  that  exceed  all  colours;  mountain , when  made  an  adjec- 
tive, is  something  beyond  theepitliet,  great,  vast,  bsrmcnsc.  I should  not  have  mentioned  ibis 
but  to  shew  the  fallibility  of  criticism,  since  the  greatest  of  the  critics  on  Shakespeare  for 
tnounta in-site  reads  mounting  sire , and  rejects  the  line 

4 Up  in  the  air,  crown’d  with  the  golden  sun,* 

as  the  nonsensical  insertion  of  sonic  player.  As  to  the  change,  I propose  of  son  to  sun,  I 
shall  not  insert  it  in  the  text,  as  the  former,  though  not  so  poetical,  may  perhaps  be  thought 
full  as  proper,  now  he  is  talking  of  a son  to  succeed  him.  Seward. 

We  have  no  doubt  but  the  text  is  genuine ; yet  there  is  au  amusing  conctitedncss  in  Se- 
ward’s note,  which  has  induced  us  to  retain  it, 

1 That 
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Act  4.  Scene  1.]  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THIERRY  AND  TI1EODORET. 


That  comes  so  near  the  sacrament  itself, 
The  priests  doubt  whether  purer! 

Mart.  Sir,  you're  lost! 

Thi.  I prithee  let  me  be  so! 

Mart.  The  day  wears;  [prayers. 

And  those  that  have  been  offering  early 
Are  now'  retiring  homeward. 

Thi.  Stand,  and  mark  then! 

Mart.  Is  it  the  first  must  suffer? 

Thi.  The  first  woman. 

Mart.  What  hand  shall  do  it,  sir? 

Thi.  This  hand,  Martcll ; 

For  who  less  dare  presume  to  give  the  gods 
An  incense  of  this  offering? 

Mart.  ’Would  I were  she ! 

For  such  a way  to  die,  and  such  a blessing, 
Can  never  crown  my  parting. 

[Tico  men  pass  over. 

Thi.  What  arc  those  ? 

Mart.  Men,  men,  sir,  men. 

Thi.  The  plagues  of  men  light  on  ’em ! 
They  cross  my  hopes  like  hares.  Who’s 
that  ? [ A priest  passes  over. 

Mart.  A priest,  sir. 

Thi.  ’Would  he  were  gelt ! 

Mart.  May  not  these*  rascals  serve,  sir, 
Well  bang’d  and  quarter’d  ? 

Thi.  No. 

Mart.  Here  comes  a woman.  ✓ 

Enter  Or  del  la,  veil'd. 

Thi.  Stand,  and  behold  her  then! 

Mart.  I think,  a fair  one.  [her  peace, 
Thi.  Move  not,  whilst  I prepare  her:  may 
(Like  his  whose  innocence  the  gods  are 
pleas’d  with, 

And,  offering  at  their  altars,  gives  his  soul 
Far  purer  than  those  fires)  pull  lieav’n  upon 
her! 

You  holy  powers,  no  human  spot  dwell  in  her ! 
No  love  of  any  thing,  but  you  and  goodness, 
Tie  her  to  earth!  Fear  he  a stranger  to  her; 
And  nil  weak  blood’s  affections,  but  thy  hope, 
Let  her  bequeath  to  women!  Hear  me, 
Ileuv'n ! 

Give  her  a spirit  masculine,  and  noble, 

Fit  for  yourselves  to  a*k,  and  me  to  offer ! 
Oh,  let  her  meet  iny  blow,  dote  on  her 
death; 

And  as  n wanton  vine  bows  to  the  primer. 
That,  by  his  cutting  off  more  may  eu crease, 

So  let  her  fall  to  raise  me  fruit ! — Had, 
woman ! 

Tl»c  happiest,  and  the  best,  (if  thy  dull  will 
Do  not  abuse  tby  fortune)  France  e’er  found 
yet ! [worse  than  woman, 

Ord.  She’s  more  than  dull,  sir,  less,  and 
That  may  inherit  such  an  infinite 
As  you  propound,  a greatness  so  near 
goodness, 

And  brings  a will  to  rob  her. 

Thi.  Tell  me  this  then; 

Was  there  e’er  woman  yet,  or  maybe  found, 


That  for  fair  fame,  unspotted  memory, 

For  virtue’s  sake,  and  only  for  itself-sake. 
Has,  or  dare  make  a story  ? 

Ord.  Many  dead,  sir ; 

Living,  I think,  as  many. 

Thi.  Say,  the  kingdom 
May  from  a woman’s  will  receive  a blessing. 
The  king  and  kingdom,  not  a private  sufety, 
A general  blessing,  lady  ? 

Ord.  A general  curse 
Light  on  her  heart,  denies  it! 

Thi.  Fultof  honour! 

And  such  examples  as  the  former  ages 
Were  btit  dim  shadows  of,  and  empty  figures! 
Ord.  You  strangely  stir  me,  sir;  and  were 
my  weakness 

In  any  other  flesh  but  modest  woman’s, 

You  should  not  ask  more  questions:  may  I 
do  it?  [must. 

Thi.  You  may ; and,  which  is  more,  you 
Ord.  I joy  ill  t, 

Above  a moderate  gladness!  Sir,  you  promise 
It  shall  be  honest? 

Thi.  As  ever  time  discover’d.  [dare, 
Ord.  Let  it  be  what  it  may  then,  what  it 
I have  a mind  will  hazard  it. 

y’/ii/But,  hark  you;  [blessing? 

What  may  that  woman  merit,  makes  this 
Ord.  Only  her  duty,  sir. 

Thi.  ’Tis  terrible ! 

Ord.  ’Tis  so  much  the  more  noble. 

Thi.  ’Tis  foil  of  fearful  shadows! 

Ord.  So  is  sleep,  sir, 

Or  tiny  tiling  that’s  merely  ours,  and  mortal; 
We  were  begotten  gods  else:  but  those  fears. 
Feeling  but  once  the  fires  of  nobler  thoughts, 
Fly,  like. the  shapes  of  clouds  we  form,  to 
Thi.  Suppose  it  death ! [nothing, 

Ord.  1 tlo. 

Thi.  And  endless  parting  [sweetness. 

With  all  we  can  call  ours,  with  ail  ouc 
With  youth,  strength,  pleasure,  people,  time, 
nay  reason ! 

For  in  the  silent  grave,  no  conversation, 

No  joyful  tread  of  friends,  no  voice  of  lovers. 
No  careful  father’s  coimseh  nothing’s  heard  **9 
Nor  nothing  is,  but  all  oblivion,  [woman. 
Dust  and  an  endless  darkness:  aud  dure  you, 
Desire  this  place  ? 

Ord.  ’Tis  of  all  sleeps  the  sweetest: 
Children  begin  it  to  us,  strong  men  Seek  it, 
And  kings  from  height  of  all  their  paiuted 
glories 

Fall,  like  spent  exhalations,  to  this  centre: 
And  those  are  fools  tiiat  fear  it,  or  imagine 
A few  unhandsome  pleasures,  or  life’s  profits, 
Can  recompense  this  place;  and  mad  that 
stay  it,  [moura 

’fill  age  blow  out  their  lights,  or  rotten  hu- 
Bring  them  dispers’d  to  th*  earth. 

Thi.  Then  you  can  suffer? 

Ord.  As  willingly  as  sav  it. 

Thi.  Martell,  a wonder! 


VOL.  III. 


-nothing's  hard.]  Amended  in  1750. 
3 N 
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THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THIERRY  AND  TIIEODORET.  [Act 4.  Scene  i. 


Here  is  o woman  that  dares  die.— Yet,  tell 
Are  you  a wife?  [nre, 

Ord.  I atn,  sir. 

Thi.  And  I ave  children  ?— 

She  sigh?,  and  weeps! 

Old.  Oh,  none,  sir. 

Thi.  Dare  you  venture. 

For  a poor  barren  praise  yon  ne'er  shall  hear, 

To  part  with  these  sweet  hopes? 

I Ord.  With  all  hut  Heaven,  [me 

And  yet  die  full  of  children  : he  that  reads 
When  I am  ashes,  is  my  son  in  wishes; 

And  those  chaste  dames  that  kee  p my  me- 
mory, [tors. 

Sinning  my  yearly  requiems,  are  mv  dnogh- 
Thi.  Then  there  is  nothing  wanting  hut 
my  knowledge, 

And  what  I must  do,  Indy. 

Ord.  You  are  the  king,  sir, 

And  what  you  do  I’ll  sutler;  and  that  hlcssing 
That  you  desire,  the  gods  shower  on  the 
kingdom!  [I  must  kill  you, 

Thi.  Thus  much  before  I strike  then;  tor 
The  gods  have  will’d  it  so:  thou'rt  made  tire 
blessing45 

IMust  make  France  youngngnin,  and  me  a man. 

Keep  up  your  strength  still  nobly! 

Ord.  Tear  me  not. 

Thi.  And  meet  death  like  a measure! 

Ord.  I am  stedfi.st.  [thy  tomb 

Thi.  Thou  shall  he  sainted,  woman;  and 
Cut  out  in  crystal,  pure  and  good  as  thou  art; 

And  on  it  shall  be  graven  every  age46; 

Succeeding  peers  of  France  that  rise  by  thy 
fall,  [Nature. 

Tell  thou  liest  there  like  old  and  fruitful 
Dar'st  thou  behold  thy  happiness  ? 

Ord.  I dare,  sir. 

Thi.  Ila ! [Pulls  offher  veil jlcts fall  his  szr  ord. 

45  They're  made  the  blessing.']  Amended  in  1750. 

46  And  on  it  shall  be  graven , every  agey 
Succeeding  peers  of  France  that  rise  bi/  thi/ fall, 

Tell  thou  ly’st  there  like  old  and  fruitful  Nature.]  I flatter  myself,  that  I have  fully 
cured  this  passage,  by  making  a colon  instead  of  a comma  at  the  end  of  the  second  line,  anil 
charging  tell  to  'till.  The  image  is  this,  * On  thy  tomb  shall  he  engrav'd  from  age  to  age 

* the  succeeding  kings  of  France  as  acknowledging  their  being  nil  deriv’d  from  thee,  ’lillfhou 

* ly’st  there  like  Nature,  the  fruitful  mother  of  all  things.’  The  image  is  full  as  noble  as  the 
famous  simile  of  Virgil  of  the  city  of  Rome  to  Bcrecynthia  the  mother  of  the  gods  : 

. — If /a  indy  (a  Roma 

Felix  prole  vi/iim.  Qtiulis  Jhrecynthia  muter , 

Jnvehitur  curru  Pht  agios  tyrritu  per  Urbcs , 

L<tlu  Deiim  party,  centum  complc.ru  m poles , 

Omncs  Ca/icofax , omnet  superu  alia  termites.  Seward.  ' 

The  old  text  (with  no  variation,  but  a stronger  point,  a semicolon,  at  the  end  of  tlie  first 
line)  is  much  preferable  : the  sense  then  is  plain  and  easy  : * Every  age  shall  he  graven  on 

* thy  tomb;  and  the  succeeding  French  princes  shall  tell,  having  risen  from  thy  fall,  that  thou 
4 liest  there  like  fruitful  Nature.’  The  obscurity  proceeds  from  the  omission  of  the  second  shall. 

47  Has  so  much  wove  upon  my  heurt.]  1 Fore  is  a strange  expression  here,  and  much  le^s 
in  the  manner  of  our  poets,  than  the  word  substituted. 

45>  And  all  the  kingdom  with  him.]  Whs  all  tlu*  kingdom  counseli’d  to  seek  out  an  astro- 
loger? This  seems  the  construction  of  the  words  as  they  now  stand:  I read. 

And  all  the  kingdom's  with  him, 
i , r.  all  the  kingdom's  bnrrcum  ss  ill  his.  Scvard . 

Seward  misconceived  this  passage:  kingdom  refers  to  grieving,  not  to  counselled. 

A man 


Mart.  Oh,  sir,  you  must  not  do  it. 

7 hi.  No,  I dare  not ! 

1 here  is  an  angel  keeps  that  paradise, 

A fiery  nngel.  friend.  Oh,  virtue,  virtue. 

Ever  and  endless  virtue  ! 

Ord.  Strike,  sir,  strike!  [merit, 

And  if  in  my  poor  death  fair  Frauce  may 
Give  me  a thousand  blows!  he  killing  me 
A thousand  days! 

Thi.  hirst,  let  the  earth  he  barren, 

And  man  no  more  remember’d!  Rise,  Or* 
della, 

The  nearest  to  thy  Maker,  and  the  purest 
That  ever  dull  flesh  shew’d  us!— Oil,  my 
heart-strings!  [Exit. 

Mart.  I see  you  hill  of  wonder;  therefore, 
noblest, 

A ud  truest  amongst  women,  I will  tell  you 
The  i ud  of  this  strange  accident.  V 

Ord.  Amazement 

lias  so  much  won  upon  my  heart47,  that  truly 
I feel  myself  unlit  to  hear:  oh,  sir, 

Mv  lord  has  slighted  me! 

Mart.  Oh,  no,  sweet  lady.  [pity 

Old.  Robh’d  me  of  such  a glory,  by  hu 
And  most  unprovided t respect — 

Mart.  Dear  lady,* 

It  was  not  meant  to  you. 

Ord.  F.Ut  where  the  day  is, 

And  houis  distinguish  time,  time  runs  to  ages. 
And  ages  end  the  world,  I had  been  spoken! 

Mart.  I’ll  tell  you  what  it  was,  if  but 
Will  gi\e  me  hearing.  [your  patience 

Ord.  Iff  have  transgress’d 
Forgive  me,  sir! 

Mart.  Your  noble  lord  was  counsell’d 
(Grieving  the  barrenness  between  you  both. 
And  all  the  kingdom  with  him48)  to  seek 
out 
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A man  that  knew  the  secrets  of  the  gods : 
He  went,  found  such  an  oue,  and  had  this 
answer; 

That  if  he  would  have  issue,  on  this  morning 
(For  this  hour  was  prefix’d  him)  he  should  kill 
The  first  he  met,  being  female,  from  the 
temple,  [take 

And  then  he  should  have  children:  themis- 
Is  now  too  perfect,  lady. 

Ord.  Still  'tis  1,  sir;  [men? 

For  may  this  work  l>c  done  by  common  wo- 
Durst  any  but  myself,  that  knew  the  blessing, 
And  felt  the  benefit,  assume  this  dying? 

In  any  other,  ’t  had  been  lost  and  nothing, 

A curse  and  nor  a blessing:  I was  figur’d  ; 
And  shall  a little  fondness  bar  my  purchase? 
Mart.  Where  should  he  then  seek  children? 
Ord.  Where  they  are  ; 

In  wombs  ordain’d  tor  issues;  in  those  beauties 
That  bless  a marriage-bed49,  anil  make  it 
procreant  [sures: 

With  kisses  that  conceive,  and  fruitful  plea* 
Aline,  like  a grave,  buries  those  loyal  hopes, 
And  too  a grave  it  covets. 

Mart.  You  are  too  good, 

Too  excellent,  too  honest ! Rob  not  us. 

And  those  that  shall  hereafter  seek  example, 
Of  such  inestimable  worth  in  woman50, 
Your  lord  of  such  obedience,  all  of  honour ! 
In  coveting  a cruelty  is  not  yours, 

A will  short  of  your  w isdom,  make  not  error 
A tombstone  of  your  virtues,  whose  fair  life 
Deserves  a constellation ! Your  lord  dare  not. 
He  cannot,  ought  not,  must  not  run  this 
hazard ; 

He  makes  a separation  Nature  shakes  at, 
The  gods  deny,  and  everlasting  justice 
Shrinks  back,  and  sheaths  her  sword  at. 

Ord.  All’s  but  talk,  sir! 

I find  to  what  I am  reserv’d,  and  needful : 
And  tho'  my  lord’s  compassion  makes  me  poor, 
And  leaves  me  in  my  best  use 5 1 , yet  a strength 
Above  mine  own,  or  his  dull  fondness,  finds 
me : 

The  gods  have  given  it  to  me51. 

[ Drava  a knife. 

Mart.  Self-destruction  ? 

Now  all  good  angels  bless  thee!  oh,  sweet 
lady! 

You  are  abus’d;  this  is  a way  to  shame  you, 


And  with  you  all  that  know  you,  all  that  love 
you ; 

To  ruin  all  you  build ! Would  you  be  famous? 
Is  that  your  end  ? 

Ord.  1 would  be  what  I should  be. 

Mart.  Live  and  confirm  the  gods  then ! 
live  and  be  loaden  [autumn! 

With  more  than  olives  hear51,  or  fruitful 
This  way  you  kill  your  merit,  kill  your  cause. 
And  him  you  would  raise  life  to : w here  or  how 
Got  you  these  bloody  thoughts?  what  devil 
durst  [know 

Look  on  that  angel  face,  and  tempt?  do  you 
What  ’tis  to  die  thus?  how  you  strike  the 
stars. 

And  ail  good  things  above  us?  do  you  feel 
What  follows  a self-blood  ? whither  you 
venture, 

And  to  what  punishment?  Excellent  lady, 
Be  not  thus  cozen'd!  do  not  fool  yourself! 
The  priest  was  never  his  own  sacrifice. 

But  he  that  thought  his  hell  here. 

Ord.  I am  counsel  I’d.  [dare  not. 

Marl.  And  I am  glad  on’t ; lie,  I ltnow  you 
Ord.  I never  have  done  yet. 

Mart.  Fray  take  my  comfort!  [men 
Was  this  a soul  to  lose  ? two  more  such  wo- 
Would  save  their  sex.  See,  she  repents  and 
prays ! 

Oh,  hear  her,  hear  her!  if  there  be  a faith 
Able  to  reach  youF  mercies,  site  hath  sent  it. 
Ord.  Now,  good  Martell,  confirm  me! 
Marl.  I will,  lady. 

And  every  hour  advise  you ; for  I doubt 
Whether  this  plot  be  Ilcav’u’s,  or  hell’s  your 
mother! 

And  1 will  find  it,  if  it  he  in  mankind 
To  search  the  centre  of  it:  in  the  mean  time. 
I'll  give  you  out  for  dead,  and  by  votirseif, 
And  shew  the  instrument;  so  shall  1 hud 
A joy  that  will  betray  her. 

Ord.  Do  wlmt’s  fittest; 

And  I will  follow  you. 

Mart.  Then  ever  live 
Both  able  to  engross  all  love,  and  give ! 

[Eueunt. 

Enter  Brunhult  and  Protuldye. 

Brun.  I am  in  labour 
To  be  deliver’d  of  that  burthenous  project 


49  That  bless  a marriage-bed , and  make  it  proceed 

With  kisses  that  conceive.)  The  variation  in  the  text  is  by  Seward.  The  conjecture  is 
happy,  and  very  possibly  restores  the  original  word.  We  might  read  breed;  but  Seward's 
text  is  more  elegant.  . . 

50  Of  such  inestimable  worthies  in  teaman.]  Former  editions,  The  original  might  have 
been  either  worths  or  warih\  Seward. 

51  And  leurcs  me  in  my  best  use;]  i.  e.  Neglects  putting  me  to  the  use  l am  most  fit  for, 
the  best  use  I can  be  employed  in. 

5Z  yet  u strength 

Above  wine  own,  or  his  dull  fondness  finds  met 

The  gods  have  given  it  tome.]  This  reading  may  be  constru’d  Into  sense,  but  the  change 
of  a colon  to  a comma,  and  the  omission  of  the  relative  it,  makes  it  much  more  easy.  Scaur  J. 

Surely,  these  variations  greatly  injured  the  text. 

55  With  mere  than  olives  bear.]  So  first  quarto.  Seward  reads,  olive  hearts 

3 N 9 I have 
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I have  fo  long  gone  with!  Ha,  litre’s  the 

midwife : 

Or  life,  or  death  ? 

Enter  Lecure. 

T.ec.  If  in  the  supposition  [me, 

Of  her  death  in  whose  life  you  die,  you  ask 
I think  you’re  safe. 

‘Hr tin.  Is  she  dead  ? 

Lee.  I have  us’d 

All  means  to  make  her  so:  I saw  him  wailing 
At  th’ temple  door,  nnd  us’d  such  art  within. 
That  only  she  of  all  her  sex  was  first 
Giv’n  up  unto  his  fury. 

Brun.  Which  if  love 
Or  fear  made  him  forbear  to  execute. 

The  vengeance  he  determin’d  his  fond  pity 
Shall  draw  it  on  himself;  for  were  there  left 
Not  any  man  but  he,  to  serve  my  pleasures. 
Or  from  me  to  receive  commands,  (which 
are 

The  jovs  for  which  I love  life)  he  should  be 
Remov’d,  nnd  1 alone  left  to  be  queen 
O’er  any  part  of  goodness  that’s  left  in  me. 
Lee.  It  you  are  so  resolv'd,  I have  pro- 
vided 

A means  to  ship  him  hence:  look  upon  this, 
But  touch  it  sparingly;  for  this  once  us’d, 
Say  but  to  drv  a tear,  will  keep  the  eye-lid 
From  closing,  until  death  perform  that  otlice. 
JB run.  Give't  me!  I may  have  use  of’t; 
and  on  you 

I’ll  make  the  first  experiment,  if  one  sigh 
Or  heavy  look  beget  the  least  suspicion, 
Childish  compassion  can  thaw  the  icc 
Of  your  so-long-congeal’d  and  flinty  hardness. 
’Slight,  go  on  constant,  or  1 shall— 

Frol.  Blest  lady, 

We  have  no  faculties  which  are  not  yours. 
J^ec.  Nor  will  be  any  thing  without  you. 
Brun.  Be  so, 

And  we  will  stand  or  fall  together:  for 
Since  we  have  gone  so  far,  that  death  must 
stay 

The  journey,  which  we  wish  should  never  cud. 
And  innocent,  or  guilty,  we  must  die; 

When  we  do  so,  let’s  know  the  reason  why ! 

Enter  Thierry  and  Courtiers. 

Lee.  The  king! 

Tin.  We'll  be  .done. 

Prot.  I would  I had 
A convoy  too,  to  bring  me  safe  ofl’! 

For  rage,  oltho’  it  be  allay’d  with  sorrow, 
Appears  so  dreadful  in  him,  that  1 shake 
To  look  upon  it. 

Brun.  Coward,  I will  meet  it, 

And  know  from  whence't  has  birth.  Son! 
kingly  Thierry ! [men, 

Thi.  Is  cheating  grown  so  common  among 
And  thrives  so  well  here,  that  the  gods  eu- 
To  practise  it  above  ? [deavour 

Brun.  Your  mother! 


Thi.  Ha!— 

Or  are  they  only  careful  to  revenge. 

Not  to  reward  ? or  when,  for  our  offences*4. 
We  study  satisfaction,  must  the  cure 
Be  worse  than  the  disease? 

Brun.  Will  you  not  hear  me?  [duties 
Thi.  To  lose  the  ability  to  perform  those 
For  which  I entertain’d  the  name  of  husband, 
Ask’d  more  than  common  sorrow ; but  to 
impose, 

For  the  redress  of  that  defect,  a torture 
In  marking  her  to  death,  (for  whom  alone 
1 felt  that  weakness  as  a want)  requires 
More  the  making  the  head  bald,  or  failiitf' 
Thus  flat  upon  the  earth,  or  cursing  that  w ay, 
Or  praying  this.  Oh,  such  a scene  of  grief. 
Anil  so  set  down,  (the  world  the  stage  to 
act  on) 

May  challenge  a tragedian  better  practis’d 
Than  I am  to  express  it!  for  my  cause 
Of  passion  19  so  strong,  nnd  my  performance 
So  weak,  that  tlio’  the  part  be  good,  I fear 
The  ill  acting  of  it  will  defraud  it  of 
The  pour  reward  it  may  deserve,  men’s  pity. 
Brun.  I’ve’ given  you  way  thus  long:  a 
king,  and  what 

Is  more,  my  son,  and  yet  a slave  to  that 
Which  only  triumphs  over  cowards,  sorrow? 
For  shame,  look  up! 

Thi.  Is’t  you  ? look  down  on  roe! 

And  if  that  you  are  capable  to  receive  it. 
Let  that  return  to  you,  that  have  brought 
forth  [these? 

One  mark’d  out  only  for  it! — What  are 
Come  they,  upon  your  privilege,  to  tread  on 
The  tomb  of  my  afflictions  ? 

Prot.  No,  not  we,  sir. 

Thi.  How  dare  you  then  omit  the  ceremony 
Due  to  the  funeral  of  all  my  hopes? 

Or  come  unto  the  marriage  of  my  sorrow  s. 
But  in  such  colours  as  may  sort  with  them? 
Prat.  Alas,  we  will  wear  any  thing. 

Brun.  This  is  madness! 

Take  but  my  counsel! 

Thi.  Yours?  dare  you  again, 

Tho*  arm'd  with  the  authority  of  a mother. 
Attempt  the  danger  that  will  fall  on  you. 

If  such  another  syllable  awake  it  ? [cause 
Go,  and  with  yours  he  safe;  I have  such 
Of  grief,  (nay  more*,  to  love  it)  that  I will 
not 

Have  such  as  these  be  sharers  in  it. 

Jjtc.  Madam ! 

Prot.  Another  time  were  better. 

Brun-  Do  not  stir. 

Fori  must  be  resolv’d,  and  will : be  statues! 
Enter  Mart  ell. 

Thi.  Ay,  thou  art  welcome;  and  upon  my 
soul 

Thou  art  an  honest  man.  Do  you  see?  he  has 
rears 

To  lend  to  him  whom  prodigal  expence 


14  Or  liken,  for  four  ofcnca.]  Former  editions.  isaiard. 
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Of  sorrow  has  made  bankrupt  of  such  treasure ! 
Nay,  thou  dost  well. 

Marl.  I would  it  might  excuse 
The  ill  I bring  along! 

Thi.  Thou  mak’st  me  smile 
I' tlf  height  of  my  calamities:  as  if 
There  could  he  the  addition  of  an  atom. 

To  the  giant-body  of  my  miseries ! [death 
BuVtrv;  for  1 will  hear  thee.  All  sit  down!  ’tis 
To  any  that  shall  dare  to  interrupt  him 
In  look,  gesture,  or  word. 

Mart.  And  such  attention 
As  is  due  to  the  lust,  and  the  best  story 
That  ever  was  deliver’d,  will  become  you. 

The  griev’d  Ordelln  (for  all  other  titles 
But  take  away  from  that)  having  from  me. 
Prompted  by  your  last  parting  groan,  enquir'd 
What  drew  it  from  you,  and  the  cause  soon 
(earn'd ; 

For  she  whom  barbarism  could  deny  nothing, 
With  such  prevailing  earnestness  desir'd  it, 
*Twas  not  in  me,  tho’  it  had  been  my  death, 

To  hide  it  from  her:  she,  I say,  in  whom 
All  was,  that  Athens,  Rome, or  warlike  Sparta, 
Have  register’d  for  good  in  their  best  women, 
But  nothing  of  their  ill;  knowing  herself 
Mark’d  out  (I  know  not  by  what  power,  hut 
sure 

A cruel  one)  to  die,  to  give  you  children; 
Having  first  with  a settled  countenance 
Look’d  up  to  Heaven,  and  then  upon  herself, 

(It  being  the  next  best  object  j and  then  smil’d, 

As  if  her  joy  in  death  to  do  you  service 
Would  break  forth,  in  despite  of  the  much 
sorrow  [taking 

She  shew’d  she  had  to  leuve  you : and  then 
Me  by  tlie  hand  (this  hand,  which  1 must  ever 
Love  be* ter  than  1 have  done,  since  she 
touch'd  it). 

Go,  said  she,  to  my  lord  (and  to  go  to  him 
Is  such  a happiness  1 must  not  hope  for). 

And  tell  him  that  lie  too  much  pric’d  a trifle 
Made  only  worthy  in  his  love,  and  her 
Thankful  acceptance,  for  her  sake  to  rob 
The  orpiiau  kingdom  of  such  guardians,  as 
M ust  of  necessity  descend  from  him; 

And  therefore,  m some  part  of  recompense 
Of  his  much  love,  and  to  shew  to  the  world 
That  ’twas  not  her  fault  only,  hut  her  fate, 
That  did  deny  to  let  her  he  the  mother 
Of  such  most  certain  blessings;  yet, for  proof 
She  did  not  envy  lier,  that  happy  her, 

That  is  appointed  to  them,  her  quick  end 
Should  make  way  for  her.  Which  no  sooner 
spoke, 

But  in  a moment  this  too-rendy  engine 
Made  such  a battery  in  the  choicest  castle  * 
That  ever  Nature  made  to  defend  life, 

That  straight  it  shook  and  sunk. 

Thi.  Stay ! dares  any 

55  Oh,  my  heart  ! my  OrdeUa , 

A monument  reorthy  to  he  the  casket 
Of  stfch  u jewel. j The  whole  is  confused, 
▼erb  only  to  be  inserted  in  the  second  line : tl 


Presume  to  shed  a tenr  before  me  ? or 
Ascribe  that  worth  unto  themselves  to  merit. 
To  do  so  for  her?  I have  done  ; now  on  ! 
Mart.  Fall’ll  thus,  once  more  she  smil’d,  ns 
if  that  death 

For  her  had  studied  a new  way  to  sever 
The  soul  and  body,  without  sense  of  pain; 
And  then.  Tell  him, quoth  she,  what  you  have 
seen,  [which 

And  with  what  willingness  *twns  done ! for 
My  last  request  unto  him  is,  that  he 
Would  instantly  make  choice  of  one  (most 
happy 

In  being  so  chosen)  to  supply  my  place; 

By  whom  if  Heav’n  ble*s  him  with  a daughter. 
In  mv  remembrance  let  it  bear  ray  name ! 
Which  said,  she  died. 

Thi.  I hear  this,  and  yet  live  ! 

Heart!  art  thou  thunder-proof  ? will  nothing 
break  thee  ? [be 

She’s  dead ; and  what  her  entertainment  may 
In  th*  other  world  without  me,  is  uncertain; 
And  dare  I stay  here  unresolv’d? 

Mari.  Oh,  sir! 

Brun.  Dear  son  ! 

Trot.  Great  king ! 

Thi.  Unhand  me  ! am  I fall’n 
So  low,  that  I have  lost  the  power  to  be 
Disposer  of  my  own  life  ? 

Mart.  Be  hut  pleas'd 
To  borrow  so  much  time  of  sorrow,  as 
To  call  to  mind  her  last  request,  for  whom 
(l  must  confess  a loss  beyond  expression) 

You  turn  yourhnnd  upon  yourself!  'twas  hers. 
And  dying  hers,  that  you  should  live,  and 
happy, 

In  seeing  little  models  of  yourself. 

By  matching  with  another : and  w II  you 
Leave  any  thing  that  she  desir’d  ungranted? 
And  sutler  such  a life  that  was  laid  down 
For  your  sake  only,  to  be  fruitless  ? 

Thi.  Oh,  [which 

Thou  dost  throw  charms  upon  me,  against 
I cannot  stop  my  ears : bear  witness,  Heaven  ! 
That  not  desire  of  life,  nor  love  of  pleasures, 
Nor  any  future  comforts,  but  to  give 
Peace  to  her  blessed  spirit,  in  satisfying 
Her  last  demand,  makes  me  defer  our  meet- 
ing ! [shall  be 

Which  in  my  choice,  and  sudden  choice, 
To  all  apparent. 

Brun.  How!  do  I remove  one  mischief 
To  draw  upon  my  head  a greater? 

Thi.  Go, 

Thou  only  good  man,  to  whom  for  herself 
Goodness  is  dear,  and  prepare  to  inter  it 
In  her  that  was!  Oh, my  heart,  mv  OrdeUa*5! 
A monument  worthy  to  be  the  casket 
Of  such  a jewel. 

Mart.  Your  command,  that  makes  way 

Uiit# 


p.r.d  both  sense  and  measure  require  the  nd- 
i former  wants  a verb  to  make  it  clear.  Seward. 

Seward 
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Unto  my  absence,  is  a welcome  one ; [tell 
For,  but  yourself,  there's  nothing  here  Mar- 
Can  take  delight  to  look  on : yet  some  com- 
fort [want  it, 

Goes  back  with  me  to  her,  who,  tho’  she 
Deserves  all  blessings.  [Exit. 

Brun.  So  soon  to  forget 
The  loss  of  such  a wife,  believe  it,  will 
Be  censur’d  in  the  world. 

Thi.  Pray  you,  no  more  ! 

There  is  no  argument  you  can  use  to  cross  it, 
But  does  encrease  in  me  such  a suspicion 
1 would  not  cherish. — Who’s  that? 

Enter  Memberge. 

Memb.  One  no  guard  [threats 

Can  put  Lack  from  access,  whose  tongue  no 
Nor  prav’rs  can  silence!  a bold  suitor,  and 
For  that  w hich,  if  you  are  yourself,  a king, 
You  were  made  so  to  grant  it:  justice,  jus- 
tice ! [for  that 

Thi.  With  what  assurance  dare  you  hope 
Which  is  denied  to  me?  or  how  can  I 
Stand  bound  to  be  just  unto  such  as  are 
Beneath  me,  that  find  none  from  those  that 
Above  me?  [are 

Afrw<//.Tbere is  justice:  ’tivere unfit  [him, 
That  any  thing  but  vengeance  should  fall  on 
That,  by  his  giving  way  to  more  than  murder, 
(For  mv  dear  father’s  death  was  parricide) 
Makes  it  his  own. 

Brun.  I charge  you,  hear  her  not ! 

Memb.  Hell  cannot  stop  just  prayers  from 
cnt’ring  Hcav’n : 

I must  and  will  be  heard  ! Sir,  but  remember 
That  he  that  by  her  plot  fell,  was  your  bro- 
ther ; 

And  the  place  where,  your  palace,  against  all 
Yh' inviolable  rights  of  hospitality; 

Your  word,  a king’s  word,  given  for  bis  safety; 
His  innocence,  his  protection;  and  the  gods 
Bound  to  revenge  the  impious  breach  of  such 
So  great  and  sacred  bonds ! and  can  you 
wonder 

(That  in  not  punishing  such  a horrid  murder 
You  did  it)  that  Heav’n’s  favour  is  gone  from 
you  ? 

Which  never  will  return,  until  his  blood 
Be  wash’d  away  in  hers. 

Brun.  Drag  hence  the  wretch! 

Thi.  Forbear.  With  what  variety 
Of  torments  do  I meet ! Oh,  thou  hast  open’d 
A book,  in  which,  writ  dow  n in  bloody  letters, 
My  conscience  finds  that  I am  worthy  of 
More  than  I undergo ; but  I’ll  begin, 

For  my  Ordellas  sake,  and  for  thine  own, 


To  make  less  Ileav’n’s  great  anger:  thou  hast 
lost 

A father;  I to  thee  am  so:  the  hope 
Of  a good  husband  ; in  me  have  one!  Nor 
Bo  fearful  I am  still  no  man;  already 
That  weakness  is  gone  from  ine. 

Brun.  That  it  might  [.4*irff. 

Have  ever  grown  inseparably  upon  thee! — 
What  will  you  do?  Is  such  a tiling  as  this 
Worthy  the  lov’d  Ordella’s  place?  the  daugh- 
Of  a poor  gardener  ? [ter 

Memb.  Your  son  ! 

Thi.  The  power 

To  take  away  that  lowness  is  in  me. 

Brun.  Stay  yet;  for  rather  than  that  thou 
shall  add 

Incest  unto  thy  other  sins,  I will. 

With  hazard  os' my  ow  n life,  utter  all: 
Theodoret  was  thy  brother. 

Thi.  You  denied  it, 

Upon  your  oath;  nor  will  I now  believe  yont 
Your  Protean  turnings  cannot  change  my 
purpose ! [to  be 

Memb.  And  for  me,  be  assur’d  the  means 
Reveng’d  on  thee,  vile  hag,  admits  no  thought 
But  what  tends  to  it ! 

Brun.  Is  it  come  to  that? 

Then  have  at  the  last  refuge!  Art  thou  grown 
Insensible  in  ill,  that  thou  goest  on  [that! 
Without  the  least  compunction?  There, take 
To  witness  that  thou  hadst  a mother,  which 
Foresaw  thy  cause  of  grief  and  sad  repentance, 
That,  so  soon  after  bless’d  Ordella  s death, 
Without  a tear,  thou  canst  embrace  another! 
Forgetful  man! 

Thi.  Mine  eyes,  when  she  is  nam’d, . 
Cannot  forget  their  tribute,  and  your  gift 
Js  not  unuseful  now\ 

Lee.  He’s  past  all  cure;. 

That  only  touch  is  death. 

Thi.  This  night  I’ll  keep  it; 

To-morrow  I will  send  it  you,  and  full 
Of  my  affliction.  [Exit, 

Brun.  Is  the  poison  mortal  ? 

Lee.  Above  the  help  of  physic. 

Brun.  To  my  wish. 

Now  for  our  own  security!  You,  Protnldye, 
Shall  this  night  post  towards  Austmcia, 
With  letters  to  Theodoret’s  bastard  son, 

In  w hich  we  will  make  known  what  for  hij 
rising 

We  have  done  to  Thierry : no  denial,  [of* 
Nor  no  excuse  in  such  acts,  must  be  thought 
Which  all  dislike,  and  all  again  commend 
When  they  are  brought  unto  a happy  end. 

I Exeunt 


Seward  reads, 

Oh ! my  heart,  my  Ordella,  is 
A monument  only  worthy  to  be  th’  casket,  &c» 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  De  Vitry  f end  four  Soldiers. 

Vitry.  "VT  O war,  no  money,  no  master ! 

banish’d  the  court,  [try, 

Not  trusted  in  the  city,  whipt  out  of  the  coun- 
In  what  a triangle  runs  our  misery  ! 

Let  me  hear  which  of  you  has  the  best  voice 
to  beg  in, 

For  other  hopes  or  fortunes T see  you  have  not. 

Be  not  nice;  Nature  provided  you  with  tones 
for  the  purpose; 

The  people’s  charity  was  your  heritage, 

And  1 would  see  which  of  you  deserves  his 
birth-right. 

Omars.  We  understand  you  Hot,  captain. 

Vitry.  You  see  this  cardecue  ; [crowns, 

The  last,  and  the  only  quintessence  of  fifty 
Diddl'd  in  the  limbeck  of  your  gurdage, 

Of  which  happy  piece  thou  shalt  be  treasurer: 

Now  he  that  can  soonest  persuade  him  to 
part  with  it. 

Enjoys  it,  possesses  it,  and,  with  it, 

Me  and  my  future  countenance. 

1 Sold.  If  they  want  art 
To  persuade  it,  I’ll  keep  it  myself. 

Vitry.  So  you  be  not 

A partial  judge  in  your  own  cause,  3*011  shall. 

Omnex.  A match ! 

2 Sold.  Ill  begin  to  you : Brave  sir,  be  proud 
To  make  him  happy  by  your  liberality, 

Whose  tongue  vouchsafes  now  to  petition, 

Was  never  heard  before  less  than  to  command. 

1 am  a soldier  by  profession,  a gentleman 
By  birth,  and  an  officer  by  place; 

Whose  poverty  blushes  to  be  the  cause 
That  so  high  a virtue  should  descend 
To  the  pity  of  your  charity. 

1 Sold,  in  any  case  keep  your  high  stile  ! 

It  is  not  charity  to  shame  any  man, 

Much  less  a virtue  of  your  eminence;  [serve 
Wherefore  preserve  your  worth,  and  I’ll  pre- 
My  money. 

3 Stdd.  You  persuade?  You  are  shallow! 

Give  way  to  merit:  Ah,  by  the  bread  of  God, 

man'6, 

Thou  hast  a bonny  countenance  and  a hlith, 

Promising  mickle  good  to  a sikiug  wemb57. 

That  has  trod  a long  and  a sore  ground  to 
meet 

^ But 

56  By  the  bread  of  good  wan.]  The  variation  is  proposed  by  Theobald  and  Sympson.  Se- 
ward reads,  by  the  bread  of  a gode  man , and  says,  * One  would  wish  to  put  any  thing  rather 
1 than  I he  true  word.’ 

57  To  a sicker  womb.]  Seward  alters  sicker  to  siking , and  says,  * A sikiug  womb  is  a groan- 
* ing  stomach  or  belly.*  But  ucmb  surely  should  displace  rvomb. 

58  Bead  on;]  i.  e.  Pad  on>foot  it  on.  Seward. 

60  Walking  cans  that  have  no  souls  in  you.]  The  metaphor  is  here  taken  from  the  old 
English  blackjacks , made  almost  in  the  shape  of  a boot,  (Jthe  uamc  Erasmus  gave  them,  they 

were 


With  friends,  that  will  owe  much  to  thy  re- 
verence, 

When  they  shall  hear  of  thy  courtesy 
To  their  wandring  countryman. 

1 Sold.  You  that  will  use  [sir. 

Your  friends  so  hardly  to  bring  them  in  debt. 
Will  deserve  worse  of  a stranger;  wherefore, 
Pend  on,  pead  on,  l says#! 

4 Sold.  1 1 is  the  Welsh 
Must  do’t,  I see. — Comrade,  man  of  urship, 
St.  Tavy  be  her  patron,  thegodsofthe  moun- 
tains [never 

Keep  her  cow  and  her  cupboard;  may  she 
Want  the  green  of  the  leek,  nor  the  fat  of  the 
onion,  [great  deal 

If  she  part  with  her  bounties  to  him,  that  is  n 
Away  from  her  cousins,  aud  has  two  big  suits 
iu  law 

To  recover  her  heritage! 

1 Sold.  Pardon  me,  sir; 

I will  have  nothing  to  do  with  your  suits; 

It  comes  within  the  statute  of  maintenance. 
Home  to  your  cousius,  and  sow  garlick  and 
heinpseed  ! 

The  one  will  stop  your  hunger,  the  other  end 
your  suits; 

Cum/nawush , comradely  g aim  tunc  ash  ! 

4 Sold.  ’Foot,  he’ll  hoord  all  for  himself. 
Vitry.  Yes,  let  him: 

Now  comes  my  turn ; I’ll  sec  if  he  cun  an- 
swer me:  [money. 

Save  you,  sir ! they  say  you  have  that  I want, 
1 Sold.  And  that  you  are  like  to  want,  tor 
aught  I perceive  vet. 

Vitry.  Stand,  deliver ! 

1 Sold.  ’Foot,  what  mean  you? 

You  will  not  rob  the  exchequer? 

Vitry.  Do  you  prate  ? 

1 Sold.  Hold,  hold!  here,  captain  ? 

2 Sold.  Why,  I could  have  done  this 
Before  you. 

3 Sdd.  And  I. 

4 Sold.  And  I. 

Vitry.  Y ou  have  done  this : 

‘ Brave  man,  be  proud  to  make  him  happy  !* 

* By  the  bread  of  God,  man,  thou  hast  a 

bonny  countenance !’  [patron !’ 

* Comrade,  man  of  urship,  St.  Tavy  be  her 
Out  upon  you,  you  uncurried  colts  i 
Walking  cans,  that  have  no  souls  in  you6*' 
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But  a little  rosin  to  keep  your  ribs  sweet, 
And  hold  in  liquor! 

Omnes.  Why,  what  would  you  have  us  to 
rio,captaiu?  [ing, 

V itry.  Beg*  bpp,  and  keep  constables  vvuk- 
Wear  out  stocKS  mid  whipcord. 

Maunder  for  butter-milk,  die  of  the  jaundice. 
You  have  the  cure  about  you,  lice,  large  lice. 
Begot  of  vour  own  dust,  and  the  heat  of  the 
brick-kilns ! 

May  you  starve,  and  the  fear  of  the  gallows 
(Which  is  a gentle  consumption  to  it61) 

Only  preserve  you  from  it ! or  may  you  fall 
Upon  your  fear,  nnd  be  Imag’d  for  selling 
Those  purses  to  keep  you  from  famine, 

W hose  monies  my  valour  empties. 

And  be  cast  without  other  evidence  ! 

Here  is  my  fort,  my  castle  of  defence; 

Who  comes  by  shall  pay  me  toll; 

The  first  purse  is  your  mittimus,  slaves. 

U Sold.  The  purse?  Toot,  we’ll  share  in  the 
money,  captain, 

If  any  come  within  a furlong  of  our  fingers. 

4 Sold.  Did  you  doubt  but  we  could  steal 
As  well  as  yourself?  did  not  I speak  Welsh? 
3 Sold.  We  are  thieves  from  our  cradles, 
nnd  will  die  so. 

Vitry.  Then  you  will  not  beg  again  ? 
Omnes.  Yes,  us  you  did; 

Stand,  and  deliver ! 

2 Sold.  Hark  ! here  comes  handsel: 

Tis  a trade  quickly  set  up,  and  as  soon  cast 
down.  [lets,  and  to’t 

Vitry.  Have  goodness  in  your  minds,  var- 
Like  men  : he  that  hns  more  money  than  we 
Cannot  be  our  friend,  and  I hope  there  is  no 
For  spoiling  the  enemy.  [law 

3 Sold.  You  need  not 

Instruct  us  further;  your  example  pleads 
enough.  [company  is,  fall  on  ! 

Vitry.  Disperse  yourselves;  nnd  as  their 
>2  Sold.  Come,  there  area  band  of  ’em!  I’ll 
charge  single. 

[Kicuyit  Soldiers. 
Enter  Protaldye. 

Trot.  Tiswondcrful  dark!  I have  lost  my 
man, 

And  dare  not  call  for  him,  lest  I should  have 
More  followers  tlmn  I would  pay  wages  to. 
What  throe*  am  I in,  in  this  travel!  These 
Be  honourable  adventures!  had  I 
'J  hat  honest  blood  in  my  veins  again,  queen, 
That  your  feats  and  these  frights  have  drain’d 
from  tnc, 

Honour  should  pull  hard,  ere  it  drew  me 
Into  these  brakes. 

Vitry.  \\  ho  goes  there? 


Prot.  Hey  ho ! 

Here’s  a pang  of  preferment ! 

Vitry.  'Heart,  who  goes  there  ? 

Prot.  lie  that  has  no  heart  to  your  ac- 
quaintance. 

What  shall  [ do  with  my  jewels  and  my  letter? 
My  codpiece,  that’s  too  loose;  good,  my 

Loots ! — 

Who  is’t  that  spoke  to  me?  Here’s  a friend. 

Vitry.  We  shall  find  that  presently : stand, 
As  you  love  your  safety,  stand  ! 

Prut.  That  unlucky  word 
Of  standing,  has  brought  me  to  all  this.  Hold, 
Or  I shall  never  stand  you. 

Vitry.  I should  know 
That  voice.  Deliver! 

Enter  Soldiers. 

Prot.  All  that  I have 
Is  at  your  service,  gentlemen;  and  much 
Good  may  it  do  you  ! 

Vitry.  Zoons,  down  with  him  ! 

Do  you  prate  ? 

Prot.  Keep  your  first  word,  as  you  are  gen- 
tlemen, 

And  let  me  stand  ! alas,  what  do  you  mean  ? 
2 Sold.  To  tie  you  to  us,  sir,  bind  you  it 
the  knot 
Of  friendship. 

Prot.  Alas,  sir,  all  the  physic  in  Europe 
Cannot  bind  me. 

Vitry.  You  should  have  jewels  about  you, 
Stones,  precious  stones. 

1 Sold.  Captain,  away  ! [longer, 

There’s  company  within  hearing;  if  you  stay 
We  are  surprised. 

Vitry.  Let  the  devil  come. 

I’ll  pillage  this  frigate  a little  better  yet ! 

2 Sold.  ’Foot,  we  are  lost!  they  are  upon  us. 
Vitry.  1 la ! upon  us  ? 

Make  the  least  noise,  ’tis  thy  parting  gasp! 

3 Sold.  Which  way  shall  we  make,  sir? 
Vitry.  Every  man  Ins  own ! [and  whea 

Do  you  hear?  only  bind  uie  before  you  go, 
The  company’s  past,  make  -this  place  again : 
This  cam  1 should  have  better  lading  in  him. 
You  are  slow  ; w hy  do  you  not  tie  harder? 

1 Sold.  You  are  sure  enough, 

I warrant  you,  sir. 

Vitry.  Darkness  befriend  you!  away! 

[Exeunt  Sold. 

Pro.  What  tyrants  huvel  met  with!  they 
leave  me  [cry. 

Alone  in  the  dark,  yet  would  not  have  me 
I shall  grow  w ondrous  melancholy, 

If  I stay  long  here  without  company:  [ers; 

I was  wont  to  get  a nap  with  saving  my  pray- 
IT1  see  if  they  w ill  work  upon  uie  now. 


w ere  stiffened  leather  lin’d  w ith  rosin,  from  w hence  a stiffen’d  boot  is  called  a jack  boot.  Soul 
therelore  is  equivocal,  and  the  too  common  pun;  but  the  allusion  to  the  roiin  is  extremely 
arch.  Scifurd. 

He  cannot  believe  any  pun  was  intended  here. 

61  And  j <.ar  cj  the  gullous  (sc/iich  ts  a gentle  consumption  tot ) only  prefer  it.]  Amended  by 
Seward. 

But 


t 

Digitized  by  Google 


MIS.  Socne  1.]  THE  TltAGEDT  OF  THIERRY  AND  THEODORET.  465 


But  tlien  if  I should  talk  in  ray  sleep,  and 
they  [windpipe. 

Hear  ine,  they  would  make  a recorder  of  my 
Slit  my  throat.  Heaven  be  prais’d!  I hear 
some  noise;  [have  fellows. 

It  may  be  new  purchase,  and  then  I shall 
Vitry.  They  arc  cone  past  hearing:  Now 
to  task.  Do  Vitry!— 

Help,  help,  as  you  are  men,  help  ! some  cha- 
ritable hand. 

Relieve  a poor  distressed  miserable  wretch ! I 
Thieves,  wicked  thieves,  have  robb’d  me, 
bound  me. 

Prot.  ’Foot,  [will  betray  us, 

’Would  they  had  gag'd  you  too!  your  noise 
And  letch  them  again. 

Vitry.  What  blessed  tongue  spake  to  me  ? 
Where,  where  are  you,  sir? 

Prot.  A plague  of  your  bawling  throat: 

We  are  well  enough,  if  you  have  the  grace 
To  he  thankful  for't.  Do  hut  snore  to  me, 

And  ’tis  as  much  as  I desire,  to  pass 
Away  time  with,  'till  morning;  Mien  talk 
As  loud  as  you  please.  Sir,  I am  bound  not 
to  stir, 

W’herefore,  lie  still  and  snore,  I say. 

Vitry.  Then  you  have  met  with  thieves 
loo,  I see.  [them. 

Prot.  And  desire  to  meet  with  no  more  of 
Vitry.  Alas, 

What  can  we  sutler  more?  They  are  far 
enough  [have,  sir? 

By  this  time ; have  they  not  all,  ali  that  we 
Prot.  No,  by  my  faith,  have  they  not,  sir  ! 

I  gave  them  [sir, 

One  trick  to  boot  for  their  learning:  ray  boots, 
My  boots ! I have  sav’d  my  stock,  and  my 
jewels  in  them. 

And  therefore  desire  to  hear  no  more  of  them. 
Vitry.  Now  blessing  on  your  wit,  sir!  what 
a dull 

Slave  Wrtsl,  d ream’d  not  of  your  conveyance?  I 
Help  to  unbind  me,  sir,  aud  I’ll  undo  you; 

JMy  life  for  yours,  no  worse  thief  than  m vself 
Meets  you  again  this  night ! 

Prot.  Reach  ine  thy  hands! 

Vitry.  Here,  sir,  here;  I could  bent  my 
brains  out, 

That  could  not  think  of  boots, 

Boots,  sir,  wide-topt  boots;  1 shall  love  them 
The  better  whilst  1 live.  But  are  you  sure 
Your  jewels  are  here,  sir? 

Prot.  Sure,  savst  thou  ? ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Vitry.  .So  ho,  illo  ho! 

Sold.  [rei/Ain.]  Here,  captain,  here. 

Prot.  'Foot,  what  do  you  mean,  sir  ? 

Enter  Soldiers . 

Vitry.  A trick  to  boot,  say  you  ? 

Here,  you  dull  slaves,  purchase,  purchase62! 


The  soul  of  the  rock,  diamonds,  sparkling 
diamonds ! 

Prot.  I 'in  betray’d,  lost,  past  recovery  lost ! 
As  you  are  men — 

Vitry.  Nay,  rook,  since  you'll  be  prating. 
We’ll  share  your  carrion  with  you.  11a.  e you 
Any  other  conveyance  now,  sir  ? 

1 Sold.  'Foot  here  are  letters, 

Epistles,  familiar  epistles:  we’ll  see  Fsure. 
What  treasure  is  in  them.  They  are  seal’d 
Prot.  Gentlemen ! [take  all 

As  you  are  gentlemen,  spare  my  letters,  and 
Willingly,  nil ! I’ll  give  you  a release, 

A general  release,  and  meet  you  here 
To-morrow  with  as  much  more. 

Vitry.  Nay,  since 

You  have  your  tricks,  and  your  conveyances. 
We  will  not  leave  a wrinkle  of  you  unsearch'd. 
Prot.  Hark!  there  comes  company;  you 
will  be  betray’d. 

As  you  love  your  safeties,  beat  out  iny  brains; 
I shall  betray  you  else. 

Vitry.  Treason,  [villainies! 

Unheard-of  treason!  monstrous,  monstrous 
Prot.  I confess  myself  a traitor;  shew 
yourselves 

Good  subjects,  and  hang  me  up  for’t. 

1 Sold.  If  it  be 

Treason,  the  discovery  will  get  our  pardon. 
Captain. 

Vitry.  'Would  we  were  ul!  lost,  hang’d. 
Quarter’d,  to  save  this  one,  one  innocent 
prince ! 

Thierry’s  poison’d,  by  his  mother  poison’d. 
The  mistress  to  this  stallion  ! 

W ho,  bv  that  poison,  ne’er  shall  sleep  again  ! 

2 Sold.  ’Foot,  let  us  mince  him  by  piece- 

F.at  himself  up.  [meal,*  ’till  ha 

3 Sold.  Let  us  dig  out  his  heart 

With  needles,  and  half  broil  biin,  like  a mus- 
sel ! [blood’s 

Prot.  Such  another  and  I prevent  you;  my 

Settled  already. 

Vitry.  Here’s  that  shall  remove  it ! 

Toad,  viper!  Drag  him  unto  Martcll! 
Unnatural  parricide  ! cruel,  bloody  wo  - an! 
Omnes.  On, you  dog-fish,  leech,  caterpillar! 
Vitry.  A longer  sight  of  him  will  make  my 
rage  turn 

Pity,  and  with  his  sudden  end  prevent 
Itevenge  and  torture  ! wicked,  wicked  Rrun- 

halt ! • [£miiJih 

Enter  Baadber  and  three  Courtiers. 

1 Cour.  Not  sleep  at  all  ? no  menus? 

Q Cour.  No  art  can  do  it. 

Haw.  I will  assure  you,  he  can  slec  p no  more 
Than  a hooded  hawk  ; a centinel  to  him, 

Or  one  of  the  city  constables,  are  tops. 

3 Cour.  Ilow  came  he  so  ? 


6i  Purchase!]  Purchase,  in  the  cant  language  of  the  times,  always  means  any  thing  ac- 
quired by  robbery  or  cozening:  thus  Gadshill  says,  in  First  Part  of  Henry  IV.  actii.se.  I, 
4 Give  me  thy  hand,  thou  shall  have  a share  in  our  purchase  i X am  a true  man.’  See  Mr, 
$leevens’s  note  on  this  passage.  JR, 
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Bair.  They  are  too  wise  that  dare  know; 
Something’s  amiss:  Heav’n  help  all! 

1 Cour.  What  cure  has  he? 

Bau\  Annies  of  those  we  call  physicians  ; 
Some  with  clisters,  some  with  lctticc-caps, 
Some  posset-driuks,  some  pills;  twenty  con- 
sulting here 

About  a drench,  as  many  here  to  blood  him; 
Then  comes  a don  of  Spain,  and  he  prescribes 
Jdore  cooling  opium  than  would  kill  a 1 urk, 
Or  quench  a whore  i'th’  dog-days;  alter  him, 
A wise  Italian,  and  he  crie*»,  lie  unto  him 
A woman  of  fourscore,  whose  bones  are 
marbh*,  [about  her 

Whose  blood  snow-water,  not  so  much  heat 
As  may  conceive  a prayer ! after  him, 

An  English  doctor,  w ith  a bum-h  of  pot-herbs, 
And  he  cries  out  endive  and  suckery, 

With  a few  mallow-roots  and  butter-milk  ! 
And  talks  of  oil  made  of  a churchman’s  clm- 
Yet  still  he  wakes.  [r,ly> 

1 Cour.  But  your  good  honour 

Has  a prayer  in  store,  if  all  should  fail  ? 

Ban  . I could  have  pray’d,  and  handsomely, 
And  an  ill  memory — - [but  age 

3 Cour.  lias  spoil'd  your  primmer. 

Barv.  Yet  if  there  be  a man  of  faith  i’th* 
And  enn  pray  for  a pension — [court, 

Euler  Thierry  on  a Bed,  with  Doctors  and 
Attendants. 

2 Cour.  Here’s  the  king,  sir 

And  those  that  will  pray  without  pay. 

Baw.  Then  pray  for  me  too. 

1 Doctor.  How  docs  your  grace  now  feel 
yourself? 

T/,i.  What's  that  ? [fancy. 

1 Doctor.  Nothing  at  ail,  sir,  but  your 
Thi.  Tell  me, 

Can  ever  these  eyesmorc,  shut  up  in  slumbers 
.Assure  mv  soul  there  is  sleep  ? i»  there  night 
.And  rest  for  human  labours?  do  not  you 
And  nil  the  world,  as  I do,  oot  stare  time. 
And  live,  like  funeral  lamps,  never  extin- 
guish’d ? 

Is  there  a grave  ? (and  do  not  flatter  tne, 
Nor  fear  to  tell  me  truth)  and  in  that  grave 
Is  there  a ho[ie  I shall  sleep?  can  I die? 

Arc  not  my  miseries  immortal  ? Oh, 

' The  happiness  of  him  that  drinks  his  water, 
After  his  weary  day,  and  sleeps  for  ever,! 


f 

> 

> 


Why  do  you  frucify  me  thus  with  faces. 

And  gaping:  strangely  upon  one  another? 

When  >hnll  I rest? 

2 Doctor.  Oh,  sir,  he  patient ! 

Thi.  Am  I not  patient  ? have  I not  endur'd 
More  than  a mangy  dog,  among  your  duses? 

Am  I not  now  your  patient  ? Ye  can  make  5 
Unwholsome  fools  sleep  for  a guarded  foot- 
dothM ; 

Whores  for  a hot  sin-offering;  yet  I must  crave, 

1 hat  feed  ye,  and  protect  ye,  and  proclaim  ye. 
Because  my  power  is  far  above  your  searching, 
Are  mv  diseases  so?  can  ye  cure  none. 

Bur  those  of  equal  ignorance?  Dareyekiilme? 

1 Doctor.  We  do  beseech  your  grace  be  . 
more  reclaim’d04 ! 

This  talk  doth  but  distemper  you. 

Thi.  Well,  I will  die. 

In  spite  of  all  your  potions!  One  of  you  sleep; 
Lie  down  and  sleep  here,  that  I may  behold 
What  blessed  rest  it  is  mv  eyes  are  robb’d  of! 
See ; he  can  sleep,  sleep  any  where,  sleep 
now,  [her  I - 

When  he  that  wakes  for  him  can  never  slum- 
Is’t  not  a dainty  case  ? 

2 Doctor.  Your  grace  shall  fed  it.  [ven 
Thi.  Oh,  never,  never  I ! The  eyes  of  Hca- 

See  but  their  certain  motions,  and  then  sleep; 
The  rages  of  the  ocean  have  their  slumbers. 
And  quiet  silver  calms ; cadi  violence  . 
Crowns  in  his  end  a peace;  hut  uiy  fix’d  6res 
Shall  never,  never  set! — Who’s  that? 

Enter  MarteU , Br unhalt , De  Vitry , and 
Soldiers. 

Mart.  No,  woman, 

Mother  of  mischief,  no ! the  day  shall  die  first, 
And  nil  good  things  live  in  a worse  than  thou 
art65, 

Ere  thou  shalt  sleep!  dost  thou  see  him? 

Brim.  Yes,  and  curse  him;  [him. 

And  all  that  love  him,  fool,  and  all  live  by 
Mart.  Why  art  thou  such  a monster? 
Brun.  Why  art  thou 
So  tame  a knave  to  ask  me? 

Mart.  Hope  of  hell, 

By  this  fair  holy  light,  and  all  his  wrongs, 
Which  are  above  thy  ycurs,  almost  thy  vices. 
Thou  shalt  not  rest,  nor  feel  more  what  is 

. Pily»  . . 

Know  nothing  necessary,  meet  no  society 


63  Unwholesome  fools  sleeps  for  u guarded  footcloth.]  Seward  is  at  a loss  to  know  whether 
the  guarded  footcloth  is  spoke  of  as  a ‘ reward  given  to  the  doctor,*  or  as  ‘ a soft  footcloth 
« guarded  from  pressure,*  for  1 the  use  of  the  patient.’  He  gives  the  preference  to  gardtd 
(fir  so  he  erroneously  spells  it),  i.  e.  lac'd.  This*word  occurs  in  the  Merchant  of  Venice. 

64  Be  more  reclaim’d.]  Seward  proposes  to  read  becalm’d , instead  of  reclaim'd:  we  think 

the  text  right.  . 

63  And  all  good  things  lire  in  a worse  than  thou  <ir/.]  The  leaving  out  the  substantive  that 
should  agree  with  worse,  renders  this  scarcely  English.  It  might  easily  be  amended  by 

rcadinn,  , 

And  all  good  things  live  in  worse  state  than  thou  art, 

Or, in  worse  hell  than  thou  art.  Seward. 


The  meaning  seems  to  he, 

And  all  good  things  live  in  a worse  {thing)  that  thou  art. 
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Act 5.  Scene  l.J  TIIE  TRAGEDY  OF  THIERRY  AND  THEODORET. 


But  what  shall  curse  and  crucify  thee,  fed  in 
thyself  [science, 

Nothing  but  what  thou  art,  bane  and  bad  cou- 
Tili  this  man  rest;  but  for  whose  reverence. 
Because  thou  art  his  mother,  1 would  say, 
Whore,  this  shall  be ! Do  you  nodr  I'll  waken 
With  my  sword’s  point.  [you 

Brun.  I wish  no  more  of  Heaven, 

Nor  hope  no  more,  hut  a sufficient  anger 
To  torture  thee ! 

Mart.  See,  she  that  makes  you  see,  sir! 
And,  to  your  misery,  still  see  your  mother, 
The  mother  of  your  woes,  sir,  of  your  w aking, 
The  mother  of  your  people’s  cries  and  curses, 
Your  murdering  mother,  your  malicious  mo- 
ther ! [hour  now ! 

T/ii.  Physicians,  half  my  state  to  sleep  an 
Is  it  so,  mother  ? 

Brun.  Yes,  it  is  so,  son ; 

And,  were  it  yet  again  to  do,  it  should  be. 
Mart.  She  nods  again;  swinge  her66  ! 

Thi.  But,  mother, 

(For  yet  I love  that  reverence,  nnd  to  death 
Dare  not  forget  you  have  been  so)  was  this, 
This  endless  misery,  this  cureless  malice, 
This  snatching  from  me  all  my  youth  together, 
All  that  you  made  me  for,  and  happy  mothers. 
Crown'd  with  eternal  time  are  proud  to  finish. 
Done  by  vour  will  ? 

Brun,  It  was,  and  by  that  will — 

Thi . Oh,  mother,  do  not  lose  your  name1! 
forget  not 

The  touch  of  Nature  in  you,  tenderness! 
Tis  all  the  soul  of  woman,  all  the  sweetness : 
Forget  not,  I beseech  you,  what  are  children, 
Nor  how  you  have  groan’d  for  them;  to  what 
love 

They  are  bom  inheritors,  with  what  care  kept; 
And,  as  they  rise  to  ripeness,  still  remember 
How  they  imp  out  your  age ! and  when  time 
calls  you, 

That  as  an  autumn  flower  you  fall,  forget  not 
How  round  about  your  hearse  they  hang,  like 
Brun.  Holy  fool,  [penous ! 

Whose  patience  to  prevent  ray  wrongs  has 
kill'd  thee, 

Preach  not  to  me  of  punishments  or  fears, 

Or  what  I ought  to  be;  but  what  I am, 

A woman  in  her  liberal  will  defeated, 

I n al  1 hergreatness cross'd,  in  pleasure  blasted! 
Aly  angers  have  been  laugh’d  at,  inv  ends 
slighted,  [tunes. 

And  all  tboseglories  that  had  crown’d  my  for- 


Suffer’d  bv  blasted  virtue  to  be  scatter'd : 

I am  the  fruitful  mother  of  these  angers, 

And  what  such  have  done,  read,  and  know 
Thi.  lieav’n  forgive  you  ! [thy  ruin  ! 
Mart.  She  tells  you  true ; for  millions  of 
her  mischiefs 

Are  now  apparent : Protaldve  we  have  taken. 
An  equal  agent  with  .her,  to  whose  care, 

Alter  the  damn’d  defeat  on  you,  she  trusted 

Eater  Messenger. 

The  bringing-in  of  Leonor  the  bastard, 

Son  to  your  murder'd  brother:  her  physician 
By  thi*  lime  is  attach'd  to  ttiat  damn’d  devd. 
Mess.  *Tis  like  he  \viil  be  so;  for  ere  we 
came, 

Fearing  an  equal  justice  for  his  mischiefs. 

He  drench’d  himself. 

Brun.  He  did  like  one  of  miue  then ! 

Thi.  Must  I still  see  these  miseries  ? no 
night  [dye 

To  hide  me  from  their  horrors?  That  Piotal- 
See  justice  fail  upon! 

Brun.  Now  l could  sleep  too.  [the  lady,  . 
Mart.  I'll  give  you  yet  more  poppy  t bring 

Enter  Ordellu. 

AndHeav’n  in  her  embraces  give  him  quiet67! 
Madam,  till  veil  yourself. 

Ord.  I do  forgive  you ; [lor  you. 

And  tho’  you  s ught  my  blood,  yet  I’ll  pray 
Brun.  Art  thou  alive  t 
Mart.  Now  could  you  sleep? 

Brun.  For  ever.  [or  quiet, 

Mart.  Go  carry  her  without  wink  of  sleep. 
Where  her  strong  knave  Protaldye’s  broke  o' 
th’  wheel, 

And  let  his  cries  and  roars  be  musick  to  her! 

I mean  to  waken  her. 

Thi.  Do  her  no  wrong  ! 

Marl.  Nor  right6*,  as  you  love  justice ! 
Brun.  I will  think; 

And  if  there  be  new  curses  in  old  nature, 

1 have  a soul  dare  send  them ! 

Mart.  Keep  her  waking!  [Exit  Brun, 
Thi.  What’s  that  appears  so  sweetly? 
There's  that  face— 

Mart.  Be  moderate,  lady  1 
Thi.  That  angel’s  face— 

Mart.  Go  nearer.  [soul 

Thi.  Martell,  l cannot  last  long  ! See  the 
(I  see  it  perfectly)  of  my  Ordella, 

The  heav’nly  figure  of  her  sweetness,  there! 


66  Swing  her.)  Former  editions.  Swinge , which  properly  signifies  to  beat  with  rods,  is 
probably  the  true  word.  Seward. 

67  And  lleav'n  in  her  embraces  give  hint  quiet.)  The  editors  of  1750  pretend  to  have 
ameuded  this  passage  by  substituting  give  for  gives.  So,  p.  438,  1st  col.  1.  18,  to  have 
altered  promise  to  promises ; p.  439,  2d  col.  I.  15,  letches  to  leeches;  p.  451,  2d  col.  1.  24, 
keeping  to  keep;  same  p.  and  coi.  I.  27,  ye  to  eye ; p.  454,  1st  col.  1.  40,  my  to  thy;  p.  462, 
1st  col.  1.  17,  praises  to  prayers;  and  p.  449,  1st  col.  1.  10,  to  have  placed  the  name  Afor- 
teU  as  being  spoken  to,  instead  of  as  speaker.  The  quarto  is  right  in  all. 

66  Nor  rigAf.]  This  seems  corrupt.  The  context  requires,  t>o  iilr  right , or  something 
to  that  effect.  If  not  corrupt,  it  may,  by  a liceutious  construction,  be  interpreted,  4 Shew 
4 her  no  favour.' 

3 0 2 Forgivt 


Digitized  by  Google 


*08  Tllli  TRAGEDY  OF  TIIIERRY  AND  THEODORET.  [Act 5.  Scene!. 


Forgive  me,  gods ! it  comes ! Divinest  sub- 
stance ! [*>ex. 

Kneel,  kneel,  kneel,  every  one  ! Saint  oi  thy 
If  it  be  for  my  cruelty  thou  contest — 

Do  ye  see  her,  hou  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  sir;  and  you  shall  know  her. 

'1  hi.  Dow u,  down  again ! To  be  reveng’d 
for  blood  ! 

Sweet  spirit,  I am  ready.  She  smiles  on  me! 
Ob.  blessed  sign  of  peace! 

Mart.  Go  nearer,  lady. 

Ord.  I come  to  make  you  happy. 

T/u.  Hear  you  that,  sirs?  [orifice! 

She  comes  to  crown  my  soul : away,  get  sa- 
\YI  >il>t  I with  holy  honours — 

Marl.  She’s  alive,  sir. 

Tin.  In  oerlitstiug  life;  I know  it,  friend: 
Oh,  happy,  happy  soul ! 

Ord.  Alas,  1 live,  sir; 

A mortal  woman  still. 

T/ii.  Can  spirits  weep  too  ? [Lady, 

Mart.  She  is  no  spirit,  sir;  pray  kiss  her. 
He  very  gentle  to  him  ! 

Thi.  Stay  ! — She’s  warm  ; [brightness, 
And,  by  my  life,  the  same  lips:  Tell  me, 
Are  you  the  same  Ordella  still? 

Mart.  The  same,  sir,  [from  ruin. 

YYhoin  Heav'ns  and  my  good  angel  stay’d 
T/ti.  Kiss  me  again ! 

Ord.  The  same  still,  still  your  servant. 

Thi.  *fis  she!  1 know  her  now,  Mai  tell. 
Sit  dow  n,  sweet ! [sluinhcr 

Ob,  bless’d  ami  happiest  woman ! — A dead 
iicgins  to  creep  upon  me : oh,  my  jewel ! 

Enter  Messenger  and  Membcrgc. 

Ord.  Oh,  sleep,  my  lord  ! 

Thi.  My  joys  are  too  much  for  me  ! 


Met*.  Brunhalt,  impatient  of  her  constraint 

to  see 

Proialdye  tortur’d,  has  choak’d  herself. 

Mari.  N o more ! 

Hct  sins  go  with  her! 

Thi.  Love  I must  die;  I faint: 

Close  up  my  glasses! 

1 Doctor.  Thequeen  faints  too, and  deadly. 
Thi.  One  dying  kiss ! 

Ord.  My  last,  sir,  and  my  dearest69 ! 

And  now,  close  my  eyes  too  ! 

Thi.  Thou  perfect  woman! — 

Martell,  the  kingdom’s  yours : take  Mem- 
berge  to  you, 

And  keep  my  line  alive!  Nay,  weep  not,  lady! 
Take  me ! I go. 

Ord.  Take  me  too ! Farewell,  Honour ! 

[ Die  both. 

2 Doctor.  They’re  gone  for  ever. 

Marl.  The  peace  of  happy  souls  go  after 
them ! 

Bear  them  unto  their  last  beds,  whilst  I study 
A tomb  to  speak  their  loves  whilst  old  Time 
lasteth. 

I am  your  king  in  sorrows. 

Omncs.  Wc  your  subjects  ! [near  us! 
Mart.  De  vitry,  for  your  sen  ices70,  be 
Whip  out  these  instruments  of  this  mad  mo- 
ther [cause 

From  court,  and  all  good  people;  and,  be- 
She  was  born  noble,  let  that  title  find  her 
A private  grave,  but  neither  tongue  nor  ho- 
nour7* ! 

Anil  now  lead  on! — They  that  shall  read 
this  story, 

Shall  find  that  Virtue  lives  in  good,  not  glory. 

[Exeunt  urn  no. 


69  My  last,  sir , and  my  dearest.]  There  are  two  senses  of  this,  which  the  reader  will 
pknse  to  take  his  choice  of.  If  the  above  points  be  right,  last  and  dearest  relate  to  her  kiss; 
if  w'e  point  with  the  old  editions  (which  the  suspicion  of  another  sense  made  me  turn  to) 

Aly  last  sir,  and  my  dearest, 

The  sense  will  be,  my  last  and  dearest  lord ! For  sir  is  often  us’d  in  this  its  original  sense. 

Scicard.  « 

Ordella  had  no  other  lords.  The  sense  obviously  is,  * Take  my  lust  kiss,  aud  the  most 
vffectionate  1 ever  gave.’ 

70  For  your  service.]  Service t was  probably  the  original  word  here. 

71  But  neither  tongue  nor  honour.]  Both  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympson  would  reject 
tongue  here,  and  read  tomb,  but  surely  without  sufficient  reason:  for  tongue  signifies  the 
funeral  oration , honour  the  escutclieous  and  other  ceremonies  of  the  funeral,  together  with 

the  monument,  or  whatever  may  shew  respect  to  the  deceas’d.  As  to  the  character  of  Brut* 
halt,  or  Brunhuud , though  it  may  perhaps  be  thought  too  shocking  to  appear  upon  the  stage, 
history  has  still  represented  her  as  a worse  devil  tliun  our  poets  have  done.  Thierry  and 
Theodor et,  or  Thcodibert , were  her  grand-children,  whose  father  she  had  poison’d  when  ho 
came  of  age,  iu  order  to  keep  the  government  in  her  own  hands.  She  irritated  Thierry 
ag  iiuat  Thcodibert , whom  she  caus’d  him  to  slay,  and  then  poison’d  Thierry,  in  hopes  that 
t lie  states  would  have  submitted  to  her  government;  but  her  horrid  wickednesses  being  laid 
open  to  ihe  peers  of  France,  she  was  accus’d  of  having  been  the  murdress  of  ten  kings, 
besid^  debauching  her  grand-child  Thierry , making  him  put  away  a virtuous  wife,  and  pro- 
viding him  with  misses.  She  was  condemn’d  to  the  rack,  which  she  suffer'd  three  days,  was 
then  carry ’d  about  the  camp  upon  a camel’s  back,  afterwards  ty’d  by  the  feet  to  a wild  mare 
aud  so  dash’d  in  pieces.  Seward. 
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THE  WOMAN-HATER. 


This  Play  was  originally  printed  in  quarto  in  the  year  1607.  It  was  afterwards  revived  by 
Sir  William  Davenant,  who  added  a second  title,  Or,  The  Hungry  Courtier,  and  wrote  n 
new  Prologue  to  it,  printed  in  his  Works,  p.  239,  and  in  the  quarto  of  1649.  The  title 
page  of  the  latter  edition  ascribes  it  to  both  Authors : both  the  Original  and  Davenaot’s 
Prologues,  however,  speak  of  it  ns  the  production  of  but  one;  and  Langbaine  positively 
says  it  was  oue  of  those  plays  which  Fletcher  wrote  alone.  It  has  not  been  acted  many 
years. 


PROLOGUE. 


Gentlemen,  inductions1  arc  out  of  date,  and  a Prologue  in  verse  is  as  stale  as  a black 
Velvet  cloak,  and  a hay  garland  ; therefore  you  shall  have  it  plain  prose,  thus  : if  there  he 
auy  amongst  you  that  come  to  hear  lascivious  scenes,  let  them  depart;  for  I do  pronounce 
this,  to  the  Utter  discomfort  of  all  two-penny  galicry-incii,  you  shall  have  no  bawdry  in  it: 
or  if  there  be  any  lurking  amongst  you  in  coruere,  with  table-books,  who  have  some  hope  to 

hnd  fit  matter  to  feed  his malice  on,  let  them  clasp  the  n lip,  and  slink  away,  or  stnyand 

be  converted.  For  he  that  made  this  Play  means  to  please  auditors  so,  as  he  may  he  an 
auditor  himself  hereafter,  and  not  purchase  them  with  the  dear  loss  of  his  ears.  I dare  not 
call  it  Comedy  or  Tragedy;  ’tis perfectly  neither:  a Play  it  is,  which  was  meant  to  mak>  you 
laugh  ; how  it  will  please  you,  is  not  written  in  my  part : for  though  you  should  like  it  to-day, 
perhaps  yourselves  know  not  how  you  should  digest  it  tomorrow.  Some  things  in  it  you 
may  meet  with,  which  are  out  of  the  common  road  : a duke  there  is,  and  the  scene  lies  in 
Italy,  as  those  two  things  lightly  we  never  miss.  But  you  shall  not  find  in  it  the  ordinary 
and  over-worn  trade  of  jesting  at  lords,  and  courtiers,  and  citizens,  w itbout  taxation  of  any 
particular  or  new  vice  by  them  found  out,  but  at  the  persons  of  them : sucli,  lie,  that  made 
this,  thinks  vile,  and  for  his  own  part  vows,  that  he  did  never  think,  but  that  a lord,  l*rd- 
boru,  might  be  a wise  man,  and  a courtier  an  honest  man2. 


PROLOGUE  AT  THE  REVIVAL. 


Li  dies,  take’t  as  a secret  in  your  ear. 
Instead  of  homage,  and  kind  welcome  here, 
I heartily  could  wish  you  all  were  gone; 

For  if  you  stay,  good  faith,  we  are  un- 
done. 


Alas!  you  now  expect,  the  usual  ways 
Of  our  address,  which  is  your  sex’s  praise: 
But  we  to-uigbt,  unluckily,  must  speak 
Such  things  will  make  your  lovers*  heart- 
strings break, 


* Inductions .]  Such  as  precede  Cynthia’s  Revels,  Bartholomew-Fair,  The  Taming  of  the 
Shrew,  and  many  other  plays  of  that  period.  By  the  former  of  those  we  learn,  that  it  was 
usual  for  the  speaker  of  a prologue,  in  those  times,  to  be  habited  in  a black  cloak:  it  is 
possible  the  custom  of  dressing  in  black,  which  continued  to  be  the  fashion  for  prologue- 
speakers  until  very  lately,  was  derived  from  hence.  JR. 

4 From  this  prologue  as  well  ao  a thousand  other  passages  in  our  authors,  it  is  very 
evident  that  their  plays  were  in  the  age  they  liv'd  remarkable  for  the  decency  and  delicacy 
of  their  language;  though  several  of  their  expressions  are  become  now  very  gross,  and  arc 
apt  to  give  orfence  tn  modest  ears;  but  they  ought  to  be  judged  by  the  fashion  ut  ill?  age  they 
kred  in,  not  by  that  which  now  reigns.  Sevurd. 
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Be-lie  your  virtues,  nnd  your  beauties  stain, 
With  words,  contriv’d  long  since,  in  your 
disdain. 

Tis  strange  you  stir  not  yet ; not  all  this  while 
Lift  up  your  lads  to  hide  a scornful  smile; 
Whisper,  or  jog  your  lords  to  steal  away, 

So  leave  us  t’ act,  unto  ourselves,  our  play: 
Then  sure,  there  may  be  hope,  you  can 
subdue 

Your  patience  to  endure  an  act  or  two; 

Kay  more,  when  you  are  told  our  poet’s  rage 
Pursues  but  one  example,  which  that  age 
Wherein  he  liv’d  produc’d;  and  we  rely 
Not  on  the  truth,  hut  tin?  variety. 

His  muse  believ'd  not  what  she  then  did  write; 
Her  wings  were  wont  to  make  a nobler  flight. 


[Art  1.  Scene  I. 

Soar’d  high,  and  to  the  stars  your  sex  did 

raise ; 

For  w hich, full  twenty  years  he  wore  the  bay*. 
Twas  he  reduc’d  Evadne  from  her  scorn. 
And  taught -the  sad  Aspuliu  how  to  mourn; 
(save  Arethusa’s  love  a glad  relief; 

And  inode  Pantliea  elegant  in  grief. 

If  those  great  trophies  of  his  noble  muse 
Cannot  one  humour  gainst  your  sex  excuse. 
Which  we  present  u>-nii:ht,  you’ll  And  away 
Ilow  to  make  good  the  libel  in  our  play: 

So  you  are  cruel  to  yourselves;  whilst  he 
(Sale  in  the  fame  of  Ins  iutegrity) 

Will  be  a prophet,  not  a poet  thought. 

And  this  flue  web  last  long,  tho’  looiely 
wrought. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Men. 

I)cke  of  Milan,  in  love  with  Oriana. 
Count  Valore. 

Gondarino,  the  Woman-IIater. 

Arrico,  o Courtier. 

Lucio,  a weak  formal  Statesman. 

Lazarii.lo,  a voluptuous  Smell-Feast. 

Bor,  Lazurillo's  Servant. 

Merger,  a Dupe , ami  an  ajfectcd  admirer  of 

learning. 

PaNDAR. 


Two  Intelligencers. 
Secretary  to  Lucio. 

Genti  em  an. 

Servants,  &c. 

Women".  * 


Oriana,  Sister  to  Valore. 


Julia, 

Francisstna 


| two  Courtezans* 


A deaf  Gentlewoman. 
Ladies. 


SCENE,  Milan. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Duke,  Arrigo,  and  Lucio. 

Duke.  ,rTIS  now  the  sweetest  time  for 
A sleep ; the  night  is 
Scarce  spent : Arrigo,  whale  o’clock? 

Arr.  Past  four.  [up? 

Duke.  Is  it  so  much,  and  yet  the  morn  not 
See  yonder,  where  the  sharae-fac’d  maiden 
comes : 

Into  our  sight  how  gently  doth  she  slide, 
Hiding  her  chaste  cheeks,  like  a modest  bride, 
With  a red  veil  of  blushes;  as  is  ' lie1, 

Even  such  all  modest  virtuous  women  be! 
Why  thinks  your  lordship  I am  up  so  soon  ? 


Lucio.  About  some  weighty  state-plot. 
Duke.  And  what  thinks 
Your  knighthood  of  it? 

Ait.  I do  think,  to  cure  [wealth. 

Some  strange  corruptions  in  the  common- 
Duke.  You’re  well  conceited  of  yourselves, 
to  think 

I chuse  you  out  to  bear  me  company 
In  such  affairs  nnd  business  of  state: 

But  am  not  l a pattern  for  all  princes. 

That  break  my  soft  sleep  for  my  subjects* 
Am  I not  careful? very  provident?  [good? 

Lucio.  Your  grace  is  careful. 

Arr.  Very  provident.  [working  plots 
Duke.  Nay,  knew  you  how  my4  serious- 


3 As  if  she.]  Tins  nonsensical  lection  is  in  all  editions  hut  the  first  quarto. 

4 My  serious  working  p/oh.]  I never  think  it  right  to  discard  good  sense  because  another 
reading  appears  preferable,  but  a compound  word,  secret-working, occurr’d  at  first  sight,  and 
was  rejected  as  unnecessary,  ’till  reading  three  lines  below  Amigo's  answer, 

You  secretly  will  cross  some  other  state, 

which  seems  to  imply  something  of  secrecy  being  mention’d  before,  the  conjecture  seem’d 
much  mure  probable.  &cxvard% 

Concern 
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Adt  1.  Scene  1.] 

Concern  the  whole  estates  of  all  my  subjects. 
Ay,  and  their  lives;  then,  Lucio,  thou 
wouldst  swear, 

I were  a loving  prince. 

Lucio.  I think  your  ernce 
Intends  to  walk  the  public  streets  disguis’d, 
To  see  the  streets*  disorders. 

Duke.  Tis  not  so.  [states, 

Arr.  You  secretly  will  cross  some  other 
That  do  consl  ire  against  you. 

Duke.  Weightier  far : [cause; 

You  arc  inv  friends,  and  you  shall  have  tl.e 
I break  my  sleeps  ti  us  soon  to  see  a wench. 
Lucio.  You’re  wondrous  tareful  for  your 
subjects’  good! 

Arr.  You  are  a very  loving  prince  indeed ! 
Duke.  This  care  f tuke  for  them,  when 
their  dull  eyes 

Are  clos'd  with  heavy  slumbers. 

Arr.  Then  you  rise 
To  see  your  wenches. 

Lucio.  What  Milan  beauty  hath  the  pow’r 
To  charm  her  sovereign’s  eyes4,  aud  break  his 
sleeps  ? 

Duke.  Sister  to  count  Vnlore ! she’s  a maid 
Would  make  a prince  forget  his  throne  and 
state, 

And  lowly  kneel  to  her:  the  general  fate 
Of  all  mortality,  is  hers  to  give  ; 

As  she  disposeth,  so  we  die  and  live. 

J.ucio.  My  lord,  the  day  grows  clear;  the 
court  will  rise.  [head  s, 

Duke.  Wc  stay  too  long. — Is  the  mnbrana’s 
As  we  commanded,  sent  to  the  sad  Gonda- 
Our  general  ? [nno, 

A rr.  Tis  sent. 

Duke.  But  stay  ! w here  shines 
That  light? 

Arr.  Tis  in  the  chamber  of  Lazarillo. 
Duke.  Lazarillo?  what  is  he? 

Arr.  A courtier,  my  lord  ; 

And  oue  that  I wonder  your  grace  know  s not, 
for  [predecessors, 

He  hath  follow’d  your  court,  uml  your  last 
From  place  to  place,  anytime  this  seven  year, 
As  faithfully  as  your  spits  and  your  dripping- 
pans 

Have  done,  and  almost  as  greasily. 

Duke.  Oh,  we  know  him : as  we  have 
heard,  he  keeps 

A calendar  of  ail  the  famous  dishes 


m , 

Of  meat,  that  have  been  in  the  court,  e’er 
since  [can  thrust 

Our  great-grandfather’s  time;  and  when  ha 
In  at  no  table,  lie  makes  his  meat  of  that. 
Lucio.  The  very  same,  my  lord. 

Duke.  A courtier  cull’st  thou  him? 

Believe  me,  Lucio,  there  he  many  such 
About  our  court,  respected,  as  they  think, 

F.v’n  by  ourself.  With  thee  I will  be  plain: 
We  princes  do  use  to  prefer  many  tor  no- 
thing, 

And  to  take  particular  and  free  knowledge. 
Almost  in  the  nature  of  acquaintance,  of 
many 

Whom  we  do  use  only  for  our  pleasures; 

Aud  do  give  largely  to  numbers, 

More  out  of  policy  to  be  thought  liberal, 

And  by  that  means  to  make  the  people 
strive 

To  deserve  our  love,  than  to  reward 
Any  particular  desert  of  theirs  [hear 

To  whom  we  give!  atul  do  sutler  ourselves  to 
Flatterers,  more  for  recreation 
Thau  for  love  of  it,  tho*  vve  seldom  hate  it: 
And  yet  we  know  all  these;  and  when  wc 
please,  [about. 

Can  touch  the  wheel,  and  turn  their  names 
Lucio.  I wonder  they  that  know  their 
states  so  well, 

Should  fancy  such  base  slaves. 

Duke.  Thou  wonder’st,  Lucio?  [Milan, 
Dost  not  thou  think,  if  thou  wert  duke  of 
Thou  shouldst  be  flatter’d  ? 

Lucio.  I know,  my  lord,  I would  not. 

Duke.  Why,  so  1 thought  ’till  I was  duke; 

I thought 

T should  have  left  me  no  more  flatterers 
Than  there  are  now  plain-dealers;  and  yet. 
For  all  tins  my  resolution,  1 am  most 
Faipahly  flatter’d:  the  poor  man  may  loath 
Covetousness  and  flattery,  but  fortune  will 
Alter  the  mind  when  the  wind  turns;  there 
may 

Be  well  a little  conflict,  but  it  will  drive 
The  billows  before  it.  .Arrigo,  it  grows  late; 
For  see,  fair  Tetliys  hath  undone  the  bars 
To  Phmbus*  team  ; and  his  unrival’d  light 
Hath  chas’d  the  morning’s  modest  blush  away: 
Now  must  we  to  our  love.  Bright  Pap  bun 
queen, 

Thou  Cythereun  goddess,  that  delights 


4 Her  sovereign  eycs.~\  First  quarto  and  Seward  rend  as  in  text. 

s The  umbrana.]  In  another  passage,  this  fish  is  called  an  umhrane;  and  is  probably  the 
same  which  Cotgrave  describes  in  t e following  manner,  under  the  name  of  an  umbriue: 
4 A great-eyed,  round-tongued,  small-toot hul,  and  hoiesome  sear-fish,  which  hath  cerlainc 
4 barres  over  crosse  her  backe,  and  growing  often  to  the  bignesse  of  a maigrt,  is  sometimes 
4 taken  for  it.’  Florio,  in  his  * YVorlde  of  Wordes,’  folio,  1508,  voce  umbriue , calls  it  4 a 
4 kinde  of  fish,  which  some  take  to  be  the  hfllybut;’  and  Cotgrave,  who,  as  before,  says  it  is 
sometimes  taken  fora  muigre,  gives  the  following  account  of  the  latter:  4 A great  and  skalie 
* fish,  having  a wattle  on  his  chiunc,  two  holes  on  the  top  of  his  beake  neerc  his  eves;  and 
4 two  stones  within  his  head  of  some  vertue  (as  is  supposed)  against  the  cholicke:  the 
4 French  do  Lcarmehim  thus,  not  because  h£  it  leanc,  but  because  by  the  whitenesse  of  his 
4 flesh  he  seems  so ; howsoever,  and  howsoever  he  be  dressed,  be  is  reasonable  good 
4 meat.’  R . 
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In  stirring  glances,  find  art  still  thyself 
More  loving  than  thy  team  of  sparrows  be; 
Thou  laughing  Erecina,  oh,  inspire 
Her  heart  with  love,  or  lessen  ray  desire! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Lasariltu  und  Boy. 

Laz.  Co,  run,  search,  pry  in  every  nook 
and  angle 

O’th*  kitchens,  larders,  and  paste ries ; 

Know  what  meat’s  boil’d,  bak’d,  roast, 
stew’d,  fried,  or  sous’d,  (directly, 

At  this  dinner,  to  be  serv’d  directly,  or  in- 
To  every  several  table  in  the  court ; 

Be  gone! 

hoy.  i run  ; but  not  60  fast  as  1 
Your  mouth  will  do  upon  the  stroke  of 
eleven.  [Exit. 

L>n.  What  an  excellent  thing  did  God 
bestow  [stomach ! 

Upon  man,  when  he  did  give  him  a good 
What  unbounded  graces  there  arc  pour’d 
Upon  them  that  have  the  continual  command 
Of  the  very  best  of  these  blessings!  *Tis 
An  excellent  thing  to  be  a prince;  he  is 
Serv’d  with  such  admirable  varie  ty  of  fare, 
Such  innumerable  choice  of  ik-licates; 

His  tables  arc  lull  fraught  with  most  nou- 
rishing food,  [wines ; 

And  his  cupboards  heavy  laden  with  rich 
Ills  court  is  still  fill’d  with  most  pleasing 
varieties: 

In  the  summer  his  palace  is  full  of  green-geese, 
And  in  winter  it  swanneth  woodcocks. 

Oh,  thou  goddess  of  plenty! 

Fill  me  this  day  with  some  rare  delicntes, 
And  I will  every  year  most  constantly, 

As  this  day,  celebrate  a sumptuous  feast 
(If  thou  wilt  send  me  victuals)  in  thine 
honour! 

And  to  it  shall  be  bidden,  for  thy  sake, 

Ev’n  all  the  valiant  stomachs  in  the  court; 
All  sliort-cloak’d  knights,  and  all  cross- 
garterM  gentlemen ; 

All  pump  and  pantoHe,  foot-cloth  riders ; 
With  all  the  swarming  generation 
Of  long  stocks,  short  pain’d  hose,  and  huge 
stuff’d  doublets : [vet 

All  these  shall  cat,  and,  which  is  more  than 
Hath  e’er  been  seen,  they  shall  be  satisfied ! — 
1 wonder  my  ambassador  returns  not. 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy . Here  I am,  master. 

Laz.  And  welcome! 

Never  did  that  sweet  virgin  in  her  smock, 
Fair  check’d  Andromeda,  when  to  the  rock 
Her  ivory  limbs  were  chain’d,  and  straight 
before 

A huge  sea-monster,  tumbling  to  the  shore, 


[Act  1.  Scene  5. 

To  have  devour'd  lier,  with  more  longing  sight 
Expect  the  coining  of  some  hardy  knight, 

'1  hat  might  have  quell’d  his  pride,  and  set 

Ikt  free, 

Than  I « ith  longing  sight  have  look’d  for  thoe. 
Boy.  Your  Perseus  is  come,  master,  tliat 
will  destroy  him; 

Tl»e  very  comfort  of  whose  presence  shuts 
The  monster  hunger  from  your  yelping  guts. 

Lnz.  Brief,  boy,  brief! 

Discourse  the  service  of  each  several  table 
Compendiously. 

Boy.  Here  is.  n bill  of  all,  sir. 

I az.  Give  it  me! 

A bill  of  all  the  several  services  this  day 
A ppointed  for  every  table  in  the  court : 

Ay  this  is  it  on  which  niy  hopes  rely; 
Within  this  paper  all  my  joys  are  clos’d! 
Bov,  open  it,  ami  read  it  with  reverence. 
Boy.  For  th*  captain  of  the  guard's  tabic, 
three  chines 

Of  beef,  and  two  joles  of  sturgeon. 

L/I2.  A portly  service,  [table, 

But  gross,  gross.  Proceed  to  th’dukesown 
Dear  boy,  to  the  duke’s  own  table! 

Boy.  For  the  duke's  own  table. 

The  head  of  an  uiubrana. 

Laz.  Is  it  possible? 

Can  Heaven  be  so  propitious  to  the  duke? 

Boy.  Yes,  111  assure  you,  sir,  ’tis  possible; 
Heaven  is  so  propitious  to  him. 
ljftz.  Why  then, 

lie  is  the  richest  prince  alive ! He  were 
The  wealthiest  monarch  in  all  Europe,  bad  Ik 
No  other  territories,  dominions. 

Provinces,  scats,  nor  palgccs,  but  only 
That  umbrnne’s  bead. 

Boy.  *Tis  very  fresh  and  sweet,  sir; 

The  fish  was  taken  but  this  night,  and  the 
head, 

As  a rare  novelty,  appointed  by  [table, 
Special  commandment  for  the  dokes  onu 
This  dinner. 

Laz.  If  poor  unworthy  I may  come  to  eat 
Of  this  most  sacred  dish,  I here  do  vow 
(If  that  blind  huswife  Fortune  will  bestow 
But  means  on  me)  to  keep  a sumptuous 
house, 

A board  groaning  under  the  heavy  burden 
Of  the  beast  that  chcwcth  the  cud, 

And  the  fowl  that  cutteth  the  air:  it  shall 
Not,  like  the  table  of  a country  justice, 

Be  sprinkled  over  with  all  manuer  of 
Che  «p  sallads,  sliced  beef,  giblets,  and 
pettitoes, 

To  fill  up  room ; nor  should  there  stand 
Any  great,  cumbersome,  un-cut-up  pies, 

At  the  nether  end,  filled  with  moss  and 
stones, 

Partly  to  make  a show  with,  and  partly 
To  keep  the  lower  mess  from  eating*;  nor  shall 

M J 


6 The  lower  mru.]  That  is,  those  who  used  to  set  at  the  table  below  the  salt ; a custom 
frequently  mentioned  in  our  ancient  writers,  Mr.  Whalley  gives  the  following  accouut«f 

tbe 
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Act  1.  Scene  3.] 


Ori,  Ay,  but  they  say  one  shall  see  fine 
The  court.  [sights  at 

Vat.  EH  tell  you  what  you  shall  see; 

You  shall  see  many  faces  of  man’s  making, 
For  you  shall  find  very  few  as  God 
Left  them  : and  you  shall  see  many  legs  too; 
Amongst  the  rest  you  shall  behold  one  pair, 
The  feet  of  which  were  in  times  past  sock- 
less, but  are  now,  [things), 

Thro’  the  change  of  time  (that  alters  all 
Very  strangely  become  the  legs  of  a knight 
And  a courtier;  another  pair  you  shall  sec, 
That  were  heir-apparent  legs  to  a glover, 
These  legs  hope  shortly  to  be  honourable ; 
When  they  pass  by  they  will  bow,  and  the 
mouth  [courtship ; 

To  these  legs  will  seem  to  offer  you  some 
It  will  swear,  but  it  will  lie;  hear  it  not] 

Ori.  Why,  and  are  not  these  fine  sights? 
Vat.  Sister, 

In  seriousness  you  yet  are  young,  and  fair ; 
A fair  young  maid,  and  apt  — 

Ori.  Apt? 

V at.  Exceeding  apt; 

Apt  to  be  drawn  to — 

Ori.  Tow  bat?  [dispraise; 

Vat.  To  that  you  should  not  be ; ’tis  no 
She  is  not  b d that  hath  desire  to  ill. 

But  she  that  hath  no  power  to  rule  that  will : 
For  there  you  shall  be  woo’d  in  other  kinds 
Than  yet  your  years  have  known; 

The  cliiefest  men  will  seem  to  throw  them- 
selves 

As  vassals  at  your  service,  kiss  your  hand, 
Prepare  you  banquets,  masques,  shows,  all 
in  t icemen  ts 

That  wit  and  lust  together  can  devise, 

To  draw  a lady  from  the  state  of  grace 

the  manner  in  which  our  ancestors  were  usually  seated  at  their  meals : 1 The  tables  being 
‘ long,  the  salt  was  commonly  placed  about  the  middle,  and  served  as  a kind  of  boundary  to 
4 the  different  quality  of  the  guests  invited.  Those  of  distinction  were  ranked  above ; the 

* space  below  was  assigned  to  the  dependants,  or  inferior  relations  of  the  master  of  the 

* house.  An  allusion  to  this  custom  occurs  in  a satire  of  bishop  Ilall.  As  it  is  but  sliort, 

* the  reader  perhaps  will  not  be  displeased  if  I transcribe  the  whole: 

“ A gentle  squire  would  gladly  entertain 
44  Into  his  house  some  trencher  chaplain ; 

44  Some  willing  man,  that  might  instruct  his  sons, 

44  And  that  would  stand  to  good  conditions. 

44  First,  that  he  lie  upon  the  truckle  bed, 

44  Whilst  his  young  master  lieth  o’er  his  head. 

“ Secondly,  that  he  do  on  no  default, 

44  Ever  presume  to  sit  above  the  salt. 

44  Third,  that  be  never  change  his  trencher  twice* 

44  Fourth,  that  he  use  all  common  courtesies ; 

44  Sit  bare  at  meals,  and  one  half  rise  and  wait. 

44  Last,  that  he  never  his  young  master  heat, 

**  But  he  must  ask  his  mother  to  define, 

44  How  many  jerks  she  would  his  breech  should  line. 

44  All  these  observ’d,  be  could  contented  be, 

“ To  give  five  marks,  and  winter  livery.* 

t Again,  by  a reference  to  this  fashion,  we  are  told  in  a little  piece,  called  News  from  the 

* Lower  End  of  the  Table,  that  the  best  company  makes  the  upper  end  of  the  table,  and  not 

* the  salt-cellcr.  This  custom  is  yet  preserved  at  the  lord-mayor’s,  and  some  other  publick 
4 tables.'  R. 

VOL.  III.  3 P To 


My  meat  come  in  sneaking,  like  tbecityservice, 
One  dish  a quarter  of  an  hour  after  another, 
Andgone  as  it  they  had  appointed  to  meet  there, 
And  had  mistook  the  hour;  nor  should  it, 
Like  the  new  court  service,  come  in  in  haste, 
As  if  it  fain  would  he  gone  again,  all  courses 
At  once,  like  a hunting  breakfast ; but  I 
Would  have  my  several  courses,  and  my  dishes 
Wei!  fill’d:  my  first  course  should  be  brought  in 
After  the  ancient  manner,  by  a score 
Of  old  bleet>ey*dservingraen,in  long  blue  coats, 
(Marry,  they  shall  buy  silk,  facing,  and  buttons 
Themselves)  but  that’s  by  the  way. 

Buy.  Master, 

The  time  calls  on ; will  you  be  walking  ? 

Imz.  Follow,  boy,  follow ! 

My  guts  were  half  an  hour  since  in  the  privy 
kitchen.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Vatare  and  Oriana, 

Ori.  Faith,  brother,  I must  needs  go  yonder. 
Vat.  And  i’faith,  sister,  what  will  you  do 
yonder  ? 

Ori.  I know  the  lady  Honoria  will  be  glad 
To  see  me. 

Vat.  Glad  to  see  you  ? Faith,  the  lady 
llouorin  cares  for  you  as  she  doth  for  all 
Other  young  ladies ; she  is  glad  to  see  you, 
And  will  shew  you  the  privy-garden,  and  tell 
you  [you  have 

How  many  gowns  the  duchess  had.  Marry,  if 
Ever  an  old  uncle,  that  would  be  a lord, 

Or  ever  a kinsman  that  hath  done  a murder, 
Or  committed  a robbery,  and  will  give 
Good  store  of  money  to  procure  his  pardon, 
Tlien  the  lady  Honoria  will  be  glad  to  see 
you. 


Digitized  by  Google 


474 


THE  WOMAN-HATER.  [Act  1.  Scene  3. 


To  an  old  lady-widow’s  gallery ; 

And  they  will  praise  your  virtues;  beware  that! 
The  only  way  to  turn  a woman  whore, 

Is  to  commend  her  chastity  : you’ll  go  ? 

Ori.  I would  go,  if  it  were  but 
Only  to  shew  you,  that  I could  be  then'*, 

And  be  mov’d  with  none  of  these  tricks. 

Vat.  Your  servants 
Are  ready  ? 

Ori.  An  hour  since. 

Vat.  Well,  if  vou  come  [shall  be 

OfF  clear  from  this  hot  service,  your  praise 
The  greater.  Farewell,  sister! 

Ori.  Farewell,  brother!  [sencc 

VaL  Once  more!  If  you  stay  in  the  pre- 
Till  candle-light,  keep  on  the  foreside  o’th* 
curtain ; 

And,  do  you  hear,  take  heed  of  the  old  bawd, 
In  the  doth  of  tissue  sleeves,  and  the  knit 
mittens! 

Farewell,  sister ! — Now  ntn  I idle;  I would 
I’d  l)€*en  [Exit  Ori. 

A^scholnr,  that  I might  have  studied  now  ! 
The  punishment  of  meaner  men  is,  they  have 
Too  much  to  do ; our  only  misery  is. 

That  without  company  we  know  not  what 
To  do.  1 must  take  some  of  the  common 
Of  our  nobility,  which  is  thus:  [courses 

If  I can  find  no  company  that  likes  me  , 
Pluck  off  my  hatband,  throw  an  old  cloak  over 
My  face,  and,  as  if  I would  not  he  known, 
Walk  hastily  thro’  the  streets,  ’till  I be 
Discover’d;  then  * There  goes  coUul  Such-a- 
01)?,’  [says  another: 

Says  one ; 1 There  goes  count  Sugh-a-one,’ 
‘ Look  how  fast  he  goes,’  says  u third : ‘ There's 
some  » [fourth; 

1 Great  matters  in  hand  questionless,’  says  a 


When  all  my  business  is  to  lmve  them  say  so. 
This  hath  been  used. 

Or,  if  I can  find  any  company8, 

I’ll  after  dinner  to  the  stage  to  see  [have 
A play;  where  when  I first  enter,  you  shall 
A murmur  in  the  house,  ev’ry  one 
That  does  uot  know  cries,  * What  nobleman 
is  that?’ 

All  the  gallants  on  the  stage  rise,  veil  to  me, 
K iss  their  hand,  oiler  me  their  places ; then 
I pick  out  some  one,  whom  I please  to  grace 
Among  the  rest9,  take  his  seat,  use  it,  throw 
My  cloak  over  my  face,  and  laugh  at  hitu: 
The  poor  gentleman  imagines  himself  most 
highly 

Graced,  thinks  all  the  auditors  esteem  him 
One  of  my  bosom-friends,  and  in  right  special 
Regard  with  me.  But  here  conies  a gentle- 
man, [either 

That  I hope  will  make  me  better  sport  than 
Street  or  stage  fooleries.  This  man  loves 

Enter  I.uyivUlo  and  Boy, 

To  eat  good  meat;  always  provided* 

He  do  nut  pay  for’t  himself.  He  goes  [because 
By  the  name  of  the  Hungry  Courtier;  marry, 
T think  that  name  will  not  sulhcicntly 
Distinguish  him  (for  no  doubt  be  hath 
More  fellows  there)  his  name  is  Lazarillo; 
He  is  none  of  these  sniue  ordinary -eaters10; 
That  will  devour  three  breakfasts,  and  as 
many  [vers, 

Dinners,  without  any  prejudice  to  their  be- 
Drinkings,  or  suppers;  hut  he  hath  a more 
Courtly  kind  of  hunger,  and  doth  hunt  more 
After  novelty  than  plenty.  I’ll  over-hear  him. 
Iajz.  Oh,  thou  most  itching  kindly  appe- 
tite,,J 

Which 


7 Likes  me;]  L (*■  Pleases  me.  So,  in  King  Lear,  Kent  says,  act  ii.  scene  2,  * His  counte- 
nance likes  me  not;’  and,  in  the  Maid’s  Tragedy, 

What  look  likes  you  but  Y R. 

8 Or  if  I can  find  any  company.]  As  he  describes  his  coining  into  the  playhouse  alone,  this 

seems  a second  expedient  to  pass  away  time  for  want  of  company  at  home.  I therefore  read 
can't  for  can.  Soun  d. 

Wc  see  no  objection  to  the  old  text. 

9 To  grace  among  the  res/.]  All  this  speech,  and  far  the  greatest  part  of  the  play,  was 

printer!  before  as  prose ; thougji  most  of  it  runs  easily  into  a familiar  verse.  I don’t  change 
among  here,  as  the  sense  is  much  the  same  ns  above , but  the  latter  seems  the  more  natural 
preposition.  SfAcard. 

10  He  is  none  of  these  ordtmry  enters.)  Here  I was  puzzled  to  make  out  the  measure,  a 
syllable  being  wanting,  and  I thought  to  have  resolved  none  into  not  one,  but  looking  in  the 
old  quarto,  1 found  same  was  the  monosyllable  that  the  late  editions  had  dropt.  This  is  a 
strong  proof  that  the  whole  w as  that  kind  of  familiar  verse  that  I place  it  in.  By  ordinary 
eaters  I believe  we  should  not  understand  common  eaters  but  ordnary  eaters,  or  caters  at  ord- 
naries*  where  great  eaters  frequently  crowd,  s»s  they  can  have  more  for  thoir  money  than 
when  they  pay  for  their  meat  by  weight:  this  seems  more  humorous  than  the  former  inter* 
pretation,  though  that  also  will  well  suit  the  context.  Senard. 

Wc  think  ordinary  in  this  place  has  no  extraordinary  sense,  but  signifies  merely  common.  The 
scene  seems  to  he  loose  verse ; but  we  have  endeavoured  to  divide  it  more  naturally  and  nu- 
merously than  Seward,  and  nearer  in  general  to  the  quarto.  It  is  sometimes,  however,  at 
any  rate,  very  rugged. 

11  Oh,  thou  most  itching  kindly  appetite .1  There  is  great  humour  in  the  pomp  of  Lazarillo' s 
stile,  but  here,  I believe,  it  has  been  a little  degraded  bv  the  epithet  kindly.  As  itching  ex- 
presses the  troublesome  effects  of  the  appetite,  so  kindly  may  he  thought  well  adapted  to  the 

pleasing 
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Act  1.  Scene  3.] 

Which  every  creature  in  his  stomach  teds, 
Oh,  leave,  leave  yet  at  last  thus  to  tonueut 
Three  several  saliads  have  I sacrific’d,  [me ! 
Bedew'd  with  precious  oil  and  vinegar, 
Already  to  appease  thy  greedy  wrath. 

Boy ! 

Bui/.  Sir  ? 

Lag . Will  the  count  speak  with  me? 

Boy.  One  ot* 

His  gentlemen  is  goue  to  inform  him  of 
Your  coming,  sir. 

Laz.  There  is  no  way  left  [ing 

For  ine  to  compass  this  fish-head,  but  by  be- 
Prescntly  made  known  to  the  duke. 

Boy.  That  will  be  hard,  sir. 

Laz.  When  I have  tasted  of  this  sacred  dish, 
Then  shall  my  bones  rest  it)  my  father’s  tomb 
In  peace;  then  shall  I die  most  willingly, 
And  as  a dish  be  serv’d  to  satisfy 
Death’s  hunger ; und  I will  be  buried  thus : 
My  bier  shall  be  a charger  borne  by  four, 
The  coffin  where  I lie  a powd'ring-tub, 
Bestrew’d  with  lettuce,  and  cool  sat  lad -herbs; 
My  winding-sheet  of  tansies;  the  black  guard 
Shall  be  my  solemn  mourners;  and  instead 
Of  ceremonies,  wholsome  burial  prayers; 

A printed  dirge  in  rhime12,  shall  bury  me. 
Instead  of  tenrs  let  them  pour  capon-suuce 
Upon  rny  hearse,  and  salt  instead  of  dust, 
Manchets  for  stones ; for  other  glorious 
shields 

Give  me  a voider;  and  above  my  hearse. 

For  a trutch  sword,  my  naked  knife  stuck  up ! 

[ Valorc  discovers  himself, 
liny.  Master,  the  count’s  here. 

Laz.  Where  ? — My  lord,  I do 
Beseech  you — 

Val.  You  arc  very  welcome,  sir; 

I pray  you  stand  up;  you  shall  dine  with  me. 
Laz.  I do  beseech  your  lordship,  by  the 
love 

I still  have  borne  to  your  honourable  house — 


Val  Sir,  what  need  all  this?  you  shall  dine 
I pray  rise.  [with  me. 

Laz.  Perhaps  your  lordship  takes  me 
For  one  of  these  same  fellows,  that  do,  as  xt 
were, 

Respect  victuals. 

Val.  Oli,  sir,  by  no  means. 

Laz.  Your  lordship 
llas^bften  promis’d,  that  whensoever 
I should  aifect  greatness,  your  own  hand 
should  help 
To  raise  me. 

Val.  And  so  much  still  assure  yourself  of. 
Laz.  And  tho*  I must  confess  I've  ever 
sh  aim’d 

Popularity,  by  the  example  of  others, 

Yet  I do  now  feel  myself  a little 
Ambitious:  your  lordship  is  great, 

And,  tho’  young,  yet  a privy-counsellor. 

Val.  I pray  you,  sir,  leap  into  the  matter; 
What  would  you  have  me  do  for  you? 

Laz.  1 would  entreat 

Your  lordship  to  make  ine  known  to  the  duke. 
Val.  When,  sir? 

Laz.  Suddenly,  iny  lord ; I would  have  you 
Present  me  unto  him  this  morning. 

Val  It  shall  [him 

Be  done : but  for  what  virtues  would  you  nave 
'lake  notice  of  you  ? 

Laz.  Your  lordship  shall  know 
That  presently. 

Val  'Tis  pity  of  this  fellow;  he  is 
Of  good  wit  and  sufficient  understanding, 
When  he’s  not  troubled  with  thisgreedy  w orm. 
Laz.  'Faith  you  may  entreat  him  to  take 
notice  of  me 

For  any  thing ; for  being  an  excellent  farrier, 
For  playing  well  at  span-counter,  or  sticking 
knives 

In  walls,  for  being  impudent,  or  for  nothing; 
Why  may  not  I be  a favourite  on  the  sudden? 
I sec  nothing  against  it. 


pleasing  effects  of  it;  but  as  the  change  of  a single  letter  gives  a much  more  pompous  word, 
it  seems  highly  probable  that  kingly  was  the  true  reading,  for  Lazar  ilia  had  before  made  the 
whole  glory  of  a prince  to  consist  in  satiating  his  royal  maw.  Seward- 

We  think  the  text  far  preferable. 

12 instead 

Ol'  ceremonies,  wholsome  burial  pruy'rs, 

A printed  dirge  in  rhime  shall  bury  me.]  If  he  would  have  no  ceremonies  nor  prayers,  it 
is  probable  we  should  read  fulsome,  or  perhaps,  as  u- ho! some  is  a word  proper  to  LuzariUo,  the 
following  transposition  may  have  been  the  original, 

instead 

Of  ceremonies,  printed  burial  pruy'rs, 

A who!  some  dirge  in  rhime  shall  burv  me. 

A dirge  in  this  sense  may  signify  verses  setting  forth  the  wholsomeness  and  excellency  of 
good  eating.  Dirge  is  derived  from  the  Latin  word  dirige,  which  begins  a part  of  the  Popish 
Litany.  The  more  I consider  this  latter  conjecture,  the  more  probable  it  appeal's;  I shall 
therefore  venture  it  into  the  text.  Seward. 

The  old  text  is  very  good,  and  should  not  be  changed : he  first  says,  there  shall  be  at  his 
funeral, 

* Instead  of  ceremonies,  n holsome  burial  pray  Vs/ 
and  then  proceeds  to  specify,  that 

* A printed  dirge  in  rhime  shall  bury  him/ 
instead  of  the  usual  service. 

3 P 2 Val 
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Val.  Not  so,  sir; 

I know  you’ve  not  the  face  to  be  a favourite 
On  the  sudden. 

Laz.  Why  then,  you  shall  present  me 
As  a gentlemau  well  qualified,  or  one 
Extraordinary  seen  in  divers  strange  nivste- 
Val.  In  what, sir?  as  how?  [ries. 

Luz.  Marry  as  thus— 

Enter  Intelligencer. 

Val.  Yonder's 

Mv  old  spirit,  that  hath  haunted  tne  daily, 
Ever  since  I was  a privy-counsellor ; 
l must  he  rid  of  him.  1 pray  you  stay  there; 
I am  u little  busy;  I will  speak 
With  you  presently. 

Luz.  You  shall  bring  me  in,  and  after 
A little  other  talk,  taking  me  by  the  haud, 
You  shall  utter  these  words  to  the  duke: 
‘ May  it  please 

* Your  grace,  to  take  note  of  a eentleman, 

1 Well  read,  deeply  learned, and  throughly 

* Grounded  in  the  hidden  knowledge  of  all 

* sallads 

c And  pot-herbs  whatsoever.' 

V ul.  'Twill  he  rare! 

If  you  will  walk  before,  sir,  I will 
Overtake  you  instantly. 

Ijoz.  Your  lordsliip’s  ever.  [Erif. 

I'nl  'l  itis  fellow  is  a kind 
Of  an  informer,  one  that  lives  in  alehouses 
And  taverns;  and  because  lie  perceives 
Some  worthy  meu  iu  this  land,  with  much 
labour 

And  great  expence,  to  have  discover'd  things 
Dangerously  hanging  overthe  state,  bethinks 
To  discover  as  much  out  of  the  talk  ofdrunk- 
arris 

In  tap-houses : he  brings  me  informations, 
Pick’d  out  of  broken  words,  in  men's  com- 
mon talk, 

Which,  with  his  malicious  mis-upplication.  he 
Hopes  will  seem  dangerous;  he  doth,  besides, 
Bring  me  the  names  of  all  the  young  gentle- 
men 

In  the  city,  that  use  ordinaries,  or  taverns, 
Talking  (to  my  thinking)  only  ns  the  freedom 
Of  their  youth  tench  them,  without  any  fur- 
ther ends, 

For  dangerous  and  seditious  spirits; 
lie  is,  besides,  an  arrant  w horeimister 
As  any  is  in  Milan,  of  a layman  ; 

I will  not  meddle  with  the  clergy:  he 
Is  parcel  lawyer'3,  and  in  inyconsciencemuch 
Of  their  religion;  I must  put  upon  him 
fconie  piece  of  service.  Come  hither,  sir; 

W hat  have  you  to  do  with  me? 

Ini.  Little,  my  lord; 


[Act  1.  Scene  3. 

I only  come  to  know  liow  your  lordship  would 

Employ  me. 

Val.  Observ'd  you  that  gentleman 
That  parted  fr<  m me  hut  now  ? 

hit.  I saw  him  now,  iny  lord.  [with 
Val.  I v as  sending  for  you ; I have  talk'd 
This  man,  and  1 do  find  him  dangerous. 
hit.  Is  your  lordship  in  good  earnest? 

Val.  linrk  you,  sir: 

There  may  perhaps  be  some  w ithin  car-shot. 

[He  whispers  u ith  him. 

Enter  Lazarillo  and  Hoy. 

Laz.  Sirrah,  will  you  venture  your  life, 
The  duke  hath  sent  the  fisli-liead  to  my  lord? 
Boy.  Sir,  if  lie  have  not,  kill  me,  do  wliat 
you  will  with  rne  ! [tal  tilings* 

Laz.  How  unc  ertain  is  the  state  of  all  luor- 
I have  these  crosses  from  my  cradle,  from 
My  very  crudle,  insomuch 
That  1 do  begin  to  grow  desjierate : 

Fortune,  1 do  despise  thee,  do  thy  worst! 

— Yet,  w hen  I do  better  gatlicr  myself  toge- 
ther, 

I do  find  it’s  rather  the  part  of  a wise  man 
To  prevent  the  storms  of  fortune  by  stirring, 
Titan  to  suffer  ’em.  by  standing  still, 

To  pour  themselves  upon  Iris  naked  body : 

I will  about  it. 

Val.  Who's  within  there? 

Enter  a Servingman. 

Let  this  gentleman  out  at  the  back-door ! 
Forget  not  my  instructions.  If  you  find 
Any  thing  dangerous,  trouble'not  yourself 
To  find  out  me,  but  carry  your  informations 
To  the  lord  Lucio;  he  is  u man  grave, 

And  well-expcrienc’d  in  these  businesses. 
lnt.  Your  lordship's  servant. 

[Exeunt  Intelligencer  and  Serringman. 
Laz.  Will't  please  your  lordship  walk? 
Val.  Sir,  I was  coming;  I will  overtake  you. 
Las.  I will  atteud  you  over  against 
The  lord  Gondarino’s  house. 

Val.  You  shall  not 
Attend  there  long. 

Laz.  Tliitlicr  must  I 

To  see  my  love’s  face,  the  chaste  virgin  head 
Of  a dear  fish,  yet  pure  and  undeflower'd, 
Not  known  of  man;  no  rough-bred  country 
hand  [pa*> 

Hath  once  touch’d  thee,  no  pandar's  wither’d 
Nor  an  un-mtpkin’d  lawyer's  greasy  fist. 
Hath  once  slubber’d  thee;  no  lady’s  suppli 
hand. 

Wash’d  o’er  with  urine,  hath  yet  seiz’d  ou  thee 
With  iicrtoo-nimhle  talons1*;  no  court-liand, 
W hoin  his  own  natural  tilth,  or  change  of  air, 

Hath 


13  Js  parcel  lawyer."]  Parcel  from  yxirticelle  ; it  means  partly , as  purtly  a lawyer.  Mas- 
sengcr,  our  authors’  contemporary  and  rival,  often  uses  it  in  this  seuse.  Seward. 
Parcel  drunk  occurk  in  the  Chances,  p.  63. 

,+  IVi/A  her  two  nimble  talents.)  Mr.  Sympson  concurs  with  me  in  reading  too  nimble , but 
there  seems  a still  greater  corruption  than  that;  her  Jingers  arc  certainly  here  called  too 

nimble , 
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Act  2.  Scene  1.} 

Hath  bedeck’d  with  scabs,  hath  marr’d  thy 
whiter  grace : 

Oh,  let  it  be  thought  lawful  then  for  me, 

To  crop  the  flower  of  thy  virginity  ! [Exit. 
Vul.  This  day  I am  tor  fools ; I am  all 
theirs : 

Tho’f  like  to  our  young  wanton  cocker’d  heirs, 


Who  do  affect  those  men  above  tlie  rest 
In  whose  base  company  they  still  are  best, 

I do  not  with  much  labour  strive  to  be 
The  wisest  ever  in  the  company ; 

Hut  for  a fool  our  wisdom  oft  amends' 5, 

As  enemies  do  teuch  us  more  than  friends. 

[Exit. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Gondarino  and  Servant*. 

Serv.  A/TY  lord! 

■*■*•*•  Gond.  Ha ! 

Serv.  Here’s  one  hath  broughtyou  a present. 
Gond.  From  whom?  from  a woman?  if  it 
be  from  a woman,  [whore. 

Bid  him  carry  it  back,  and  tell  her  she’s  a 
What  is  it? 

Serv.  A fish-head,  iny  lord. 

Gond.  W hat  fish-head  ? 

Serv.  I did  not  ask  that,  my  lord. 

Gond.  Whence  comes  it  ? 

Serv.  From  the  court.  , 

Gond.  Oh,  ’tis  a cod’s  head. 

Serv.  No,  my  lord;  [duke. 

Tis  some  strange  head;  it  comes  from  the 
Gond.  Let  it  he  carried  to  my  mercer;  1 do 
Owe  him  money  for  silks;  stop  his  mouth  with 
that. — • 

W as  there  ever  any  man  that  hated  his  wife 
[Exit  Serv. 

After  death  but  I ? and,  for  her  sake,  all  wo- 
men. 

Women  that  were  created  only  for 
Tlie  preservation  of  little  dogs  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv . My  lord,  the  count's 
Sister  being  overtaken  in  the  streets 
With  a great  hail- storm,  is  lit  at  your  gate, 
And  desires  room  ’till  the  storm  be  overpast. 
Gond.  Is  she  a woman? 

Serv.  Ay,  my  lord,  1 think  so.  [her  gone; 
Gond.  I’ve  none  for  her  then;  bid  her  get 
Tell  her  she  is  not  welcome  ! 

Serv.  My  lord,  she  is 
Now  coining  up. 

Gond.  She  shall  not  come  up  ! tell  her 
Any  thing;  tell  her  I have  but  one 
Great  room  in  my  house,  and  I am  now 
In  it  at  the  close-stool. 

Serv.  She’s  here,  my  lord. 

Gond  Oh,  impudence  of  women  ! 


I can  keep  dogs  out  of  my  house, 

Or  I can  defend  my  house  against  thieves ; 
But  1 cannot  keep  out  women.  Now,  madam; 

Enter  Orinna,  a Wuiling-uouian,  and  u Page. 
What  hath  your  ladyship  to  say  to  me  ? 

Ori.  My  lord,  I was  bold  to  crave  the  help 
Of  your  house  against  the  storm. 

Oond.  Your  ladyship’s  boldness 
In  coming  will  be  Impudence  in  staying; 

For  you  are  most  unwelcome. 

Ori.  Oh,  my  lord  ! [jrou,  *tis  true ! 

Gond.  Do  you  laugh?  by  the  hate  I bear  to 
Ori.  You're  merry,  my  lord. 

Gond.  Let  me  laugh  to  death  if  I be, 

Or  can  be,  whilst  thou  art  here,  or  livest. 

Or  any  of  thy  sex  ! 

Ori.  I commend  your  lordship. 

Gond.  Do  you  commend  mer  why  do  you 
commend  me? 

I give  you  no  such  cause : thou  art  a filthy, 
Impudent  whore ; a woman,  a very  woman ! 
Ori.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Gond.  Begot  when  thy  father  was  drunk. 
Ori.  Your  lordship 
Hath  a good  wit. 

Gond.  How?  what!  have  I good  wit? 

Ori.  Come,  my  lord ; I’ve  heard  before 
Of  your  lordship’s  inerrv  vein  in  jesting 
Against  our  sex;  which  I being  desirous 
To  hear,  made  me  rather  chusc  your  lord- 
ship’s house  * 

Than  any  other ; but  I know  I’m  welcome. 
Gond.  Let  me  not  live,  if  you  be  ! Me- 
thinks  it 

Doth  not  become  you  to  come  to  my  house, 
Being  a stranger  to  you:  I luive  no  woman  in 
My  house  to  entertain  you,  nor  to  shew  you 
Your  chamber;  why  should  you  come  to  me? 

I have  no  [pictures, 

Galleries,  nor  banqueting-houses,  nor  bawdy 
To  shew  your  ladyship. 

Ori.  Believe  me,  this  [self 

Your  lordship’s  plainness  makes  me  think  my- 
More  welcome  than  if  you  had  sworn,  by  all 


nimble,'  and  though  talent*  be  intelligible,  yet  talons  seems  a much  more  easy  as  well  as  more 
comic  word.  On  turning  to  Mr.  Theobald,  I find  that  lie  too  reads  talons.  Seuard. 
No  doubt  talons  was  the  intention  of  the  quarto;  the  old  spelling  was  very  inaccurate. 

1 5 Rut  for  aj’oulf  our  wisdom  oft  amend*.  J be  ward  rightly  observes,  1 for  is  here  the  same 
* as  because .* 

The 


Digitized  by  Google 


47d  THE  WOMAN-HATER.  [Act  2.  Seen*  U 


The  pretty  court-oaths  that  arc,  1 had  been 
welcomer 

Than  your  soul  to  your  body. 

Gond.  Now  she's  in,  [sooner 

Talking  treason  will  not  get  her  out16;  1 durst 
Undertake  to  talk  an  iuielligencer  out  of  the 
room,  [a  woman 

And  speak  more  than  he  durst  hear,  than  talk 
Out  o’ my  company. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Strv.  My  lord,  the  duke 
Being  in  the  streets,  and  the  storm  continuing, 
Is  enter’d  your  gate,  and  now  coming  up. 

Gond.  The  duke  ? — [plots 

Now  1 know  your  erraud,  madam;  you  hare 
And  private  meetings  in  hand : why  do  you 
cliuse 

My  house?  are  you  ashnm'd  to  go  to  it 
Iif  the  old  coupling-place?  tho*  it  be  less 
Suspicious  here  (for  no  Christian  will 
Suspect  a woman  to  be  in  my  house), 

Yet  you  inay  do  it  cleanlier  there, 

For  there’s  a care  had  of  those  businesses ; 
And  wheresoever  you  remove,  your  great 
maintainor  [opposite ; 

And  you  shall  have  your  lodgings  directly 
It  is  but  putting  on  your  night-gown  and 
Your  slippers : madam,  you  understand  me'7? 

Ori.  Before,  [speaks 

I would  not  understand  him;  but  now  be 
Riddles  to  me  indeed. 

Enter  the  Duke , Arrigo , and  Lucio. 

Duke.  Twm  a strange  hail-storm. 

Lucw.  Twas  exceeding  strange. 

Gond.  Good-morrow  to  your  grace! 
Duke.  Good-morrow,  Gondariuo. 

Gond.  Justice,  great  prince! 

Duke.  Why  should  you  beg  for  justice? 

I never  did  you  wrong ; what's  the  offender? 
Gond.  A woman. 

Duke.  Oil,  1 know  your  ancient  quarrel 


Against  that  sex;  but,  what  heinous  crime 
Hath  she  committed  ? 

Gond.  She  hath  gone  abroad. 

Duke.  What?  it  cannot  be. 

Gond.  She  hath  done  it. 

Duke.  How ! 

I never  licard  of  any  woman  that 
Did  so  before. 

Gond.  If  she  have  not  laid  by 
That  modesty  that  should  attend  a virgin, 
And,  quite  void  of  shame,  hath  left  the  house 
Where  she  was  born  (as  they  should  never  do), 
Let  me  endure  the  poms  tliat  she  should  suf* 
fer! 

Duke.  Hath  she  so?  wliich  is  the  woman 
Gond.  This'*. 

Duke.  This?  how! — Arrigo!  Lucio! 
Gond.  Ay,  then  it  is  a plot:  no  prince  alive 
Shall  force  me  make  nty  house  a brothel- 
house  ; 

Not  for  the  sin's,  but  for  the  woman’s  sake; 
1 will  not  have  her  in  my  doors  so  long : 
Will  they  make  lUy  house  as  bawdy  as  their 
Duke.  Is  it  not  Oriana  ? (own  are  ? 

Lucio.  It  is. 

Duke.  Sister  to  count  Valore  ? 

Arr.  The  very  same. 

Duke.  She  ilrat  1 love? 

Lucio.  She  that  you  love. 

Duke.  1 do  suspect— 

Lucio.  So  do  l. 

Duke.  This  fellow  to  be  but  a counterfeit; 
One  tliat  doth  seem  to  loath  all  woman-kind. 
To  hate  himself  because  he  hath  some  part 
Of  woman  iu  him,  seems  not  to  endure 
To  see  or  to  be  seen  of  any  woman, 

Only  because  he  knows  it  is  their  uature 
To  wish  to  taste  that  which  is  most  forbidden: 
And  with  this  show  he  may  the  better  compos 
(And  with  far  less  suspicion)  his  base  ends. 
Lucio.  Upon  my  life,  *tis  so. 

Duke . And  I do  know, 

Before  his  slain  wife  gave  him  that  offence19, 


16  Will  get  her  on/.]  The  negative  added,  and  we  think  justly,  by  Seward. 

17  Your  night-gown , and  your  slippers;  madam,  you  understand  me  *]  To  make  out  the 
verse  here  with  the  context,  1 am  forced  to  divide  one  word  into  two  lines;  this,  wliich  gives 
the  measure  a more  comic  aspect,  is  done  by  our  authors  indisputably  in  the  comic  part  of 

-the  Schoolmaster,  in  The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen. 

Upon  this  mighty  morr — of  mickle  weight. 

Is—  now  comes  in,  which  being  glew’d  together. 

Makes  morris.  Seward. 

Seward  (oh,  miserable  division  !)  exhibits, 

Your  night-gown,  and  your  slippers;  madam,  y’  under- 
stand me  ? 

But  the  example  from  The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen  is  so  far  from  apposite,  that  it  rather  prove* 
our  author*  would  not  gravely  practise1  what  tliey  there  exposed  as  supremely  ridiculous. 

,s  Gond.  This , this.]  As  we  have  no  doubt  but  the  second  this  belongs  to  the  Duke,  we 
have  removed  it  to  bis  speech. 

19  Before  his  slain  wife.]  1 have  ventured  to  alter  this  to  late  wife  ; there  not  being  the 
least  hint  of  bis  w ife’s  being  slain  by  him  or  any  oilier.  Lain  for  buried  might  probably  be 
allowed,  but  1 lay  it  down  as  a rule,  never  to  ascribe  to  my  authors  an  expression  that  I 
should  he  ashamed  to  use  myself.  Seward. 

I V variation  should  at  most  have  ou^p  been  offered  as  a conjecture.  Late  wife  is  very 
fl.it  and  modcru. 

II« 
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Act  S.  Scene  1.] 

lie  was  the  greatest  servant  to  that  sex 
That  ever  was.  What  doth  this  lady  here 
With  him  alone?  Why  should  he  rail  at  her 
To  me  ? 

Lut  io.  Because  your  grace  might  not  sus- 
pect. 

Duke.  It  was  so ! Ido  love  her  strangely.  I 
Would  fain  know  the  truth : counsel  me. 

[They  three  whisper* 

Enter  Valore,  Lazarilla , and  Boy. 

Val.  It  falls  out  better  than  we  could  ex- 
pect, sir, 

That  we  should  find  the  duke  and  my  lord 
Gondarino  together,  both  which  you  desire 
To  be  acquainted  with. 

Laz.  Twas  very  happy.— 

Boy,  go  down  into  the  kitchen,  and  see 
If  you  can  spy  that  same. — I am  now  in 
some  hope ; [Exit  Boy. 

I have  rncthinks  a kind  of  fever  upon  me, 

A certain  gloominess  within  me,  doubting, 

As  it  were,  betwixt  two  passions:  there’s  no 
Young  maid  upon  her  wedding-night,  when 
her  husband 

Sets  first  foot  in  the  bed,  blushes,  and 
Looks  pale  again,  oftner  than  I do  now. 
There  is  no  poet  acquainted  with  more 
Shakings  and  quakings,  towards  the  latter 
end 

Of  his  new  play,  (when  lie’s  in  that  case 
That  he  stands  peeping  betwixt  the  curtains, 
So  fearfully  that  a bottle  of  ale  cannot 
Be  open’d,  but  he  thinks  somebody  hisses) 
Than  J am  at  this  instant. 

Vat,  Arc  they  in  consultation  ? 

If  they  he,  cither  my  young  duke  hath  gotten 
Some  bastard,  and  is  persuadiug  my  knight 
yonder  [else 

To  father  the  child,  and  marry  the  wench,  or 
Some  cockpit’s  to  be  built. 

Imz.  My  lord!  what  nobleman’s  that? 
}ral.  His  name  is  Lucio;  ’tis  he  that  wa9 
made  a lord  [wife’s  sake ; 

At  the  request  of  some  of  his  frieuds  tor’s 
He  affects  to  be  a great  statesman,  and  thinks 
It  consists  in  night-caps,  and  jewels,  and 
Toothpicks. 

Laz.  And  what’s  that  other? 

Val.  A knight,  sir,  that 
Pleaseth  the  duke  to  favour,  and  to  raise 
To  some  extraordinary  fortunes:  he  can 
make  [week. 

As  good  men  as  himself  evTy  day  in  the 
And  doth. 

Lass.  For  what  wqs  be  raised  ? 

Val.  Truly,  sir, 

I am  not  able  to  say  directly  for  what, 

But  for  wearing  of  red  breeches,  as  I take  it : 
He  is  a brave  man;  he  will  spend  three 
knighthoods 

At  a supper  without  trumpets. 
v Laz.  My  lord,  I’ll  talk  with  him ; 


For  I’ve  a friend  that  would  gladly  receive 
the  honour19 — [him,  let  him 

VaL  If  he  have  the  itch  of  knighthood  upon 
Repair  to  that  physician,  he’ll  cure  him. 

But  I will  give  you  a note  : is  your  friend 
Fat  or  lean  ? 

Laz.  Something  fat. 

Val . It  will  be  the  worse  for  him. 

Laz.  J hope  that's  not  material. 

Val.  Very  much, 

For  there’s  an  impost  set  upon  knighthoods, 
And  your  friend  shall  pay  a noble  in  tba 
pound. 

Duke.  I do  not  like  examinations ; 

We  shall  find  out  the  truth  more  easily, 

Some  other  way  less  noted,  and  that  course 
Should  not  be  us’d,  ’till  we  be  sure  to  prove 
Something  directly;  for  when  tliey  perceive 
Themselves  suspected,  they  will  dien  provide 
More  warily  to  answer. 

Lucio.  Doth  9he  know 
Your  grace  doth  love  her  ? 

Duke.  She  hath  never  heard  it. 

Lucio.  Then  thus,  my  lord. 

[ They  whisper  again, 
Laz.  What’s  he  that  walks  alone 
So  sadly,  with  his  hands  behind  him? 

Val.  The  lord 

Of  the  house,  he  that  you  desire  to  be 
Acquainted  with.  He  doth  hate  women  for' 
The  same  cause  that  I love  them. 

IjOZ.  What  is  that?  [ceive  me,  sir? 

Val.  For  that  which  apes  want : you  per- 
Laz.  And  is  he  sad  ? can  he  be  sad  that 
hath 

So  rich  a gem  nnder  his  roof,  as  that 
Which  I do  follow? — What  young  lady’s  that? 
Val.  Which?  Have  I mine  eye-sight  per- 
fect? ’tis 

My  sister!  Did  I say  the  duke  had  a bastard? 
What  should  she  make  here  with  him  and 
his  council  ? [them ; 

She  hath  no  papers  in  her  hand  to  petition  to 
She  hath  never  a husband  in  prison,  whose 
release  [wench. 

She  might  sue  for:  that’s  a fine  trick  for  a. 
To  get  her  husband  clapt  up,  that  she  may 
More  freely,  and  with  less  suspicion,  visit 
The  private  studies  of  men  in  authority. 

Now  I do  discover  their  consultation ; 

Yon  fellow  is  a paudar  without  all  salvation! 
But  let  me  not  condemn  her  too  rashly, 
without 

Weighing  the  matter:  she  is  a young  lady; 
She  went  forth  early  this  morning  with 
A waiting-woman,  and  a page  or  so : 

This  is  uo  garden-house;  m my  conscience, 
She  went  forth  with  no  dishonest  intent;  for 
She  did  not  pretend  going  to  any  sermon 
In  the  further  end  of  the  city;  neither  went 
she 

To  see  any  odd  old  gentlewoman,  that  mourns 
for 


19  Gladly  receive  the  humour.]  Corrected  in  1750. 
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The  dentil  of  her  husband,  or  the  loss  of  her  j 
friend,  [her ; 

And  must  have  young  ladies  come  to  comfort  j 
Those  are  the  damnable  bawds!  Twits  no  ; 

set  meeting  [her  I 

Certainly,  for  there  was  no  wafer-woman  with 
These  three  days,  on  my  knowledge.  I'll 
talk  with  her. 

—Good  morrow,  my  lord ! [brother 

Gond . You’re  welcome,  sir. — Here’s  her 
Come  now  to  do  a kind  office  for  his  sister; 
Is  it  not  strange  ? 

Val.  I am  glad  to  meet  you  here,  sister. 
Ori.  I thank  you,  good  brother ; and  if  you 
doubt  of 

The  cause  of  my  coming,  I con  satisfy  you. 
Val.  No,  faith,  I dare  trust  thee:  I do 
suspect  thou’rt  honest ; 

For  it  is  so  rare  a thing  to  be  honest. 

Among  you,  that  some  one  man  in  an  age 
May  perhaps  suspect  some  two  women  to 
be  honest, 

But  never  believe  it  v’erily. 

Lucio.  Let  your  return  be  sudden ! 

Arr.  Unsuspected  by  them. 

Duke . It  shall;  so  shall  1 best  m 
Perceive  their  love,  if  there  be  any:  farewell ! 

1 Val.  Let  me  entreat  your  grace  to  stay  a 
little, 

To  know  a gentleman,  to  whom  yourself 
Is  much  beholding:  he  hath  made  the  sport 
For  your  whole  court  these  eight  years,  on 
J)uke.  His  name?  [my  knowledge. 

Val.  Lazarilio. 

Duke.  1 heard  of  him  this  morning; 

Which  is  be? 

Val.  Lazarilio,  pluck  up  thy  spirits! 

Thy  fortunes  are  now  raising;  the  duke  calls 
for  thee, 

And  thou  shalt  he  acquainted  with  him, 

Laz.  He’s  going  away. 

And  1 must  of  necessity  stay  here, 

Upon  business. 

Val.  Tis  all  one;  thou  shalt  know  him  first. 
Lag.  Stay  a little! — 

If  he  should  offer  to  take  me  away  with  him,  • 
And  by  that  means  1 should  lose  that  I seek 
for — 

But  if  he  should,  I will  not  go  with  him. 

Val.  Lazarilio,  the  duke  stays!  wilt  thou 
This  opportunity  ? [lose 

Jjiz.  How  must  I speak  to  him  ? 

Val.  Twas  well  thought  of;  you  must  not 
talk  to  him 

As  you  do  to  an  ordinary  man,  [him  : 

IIonestplainsen.se,  but  you  must  wind  about 
For  example;  if  he  should  ask  you  what 
o'clock  it  is,  [*  tis  nine;' 

You  must  not  say,  * If  it  please  your  grace, 
But  thus,  1 Thnce  three  o’clock,  so  please 

* my  sovereign ;’  [4  dwell 

Or  thus,  ‘ Look  how  many  muses  there  doth 
‘ Upon  the  sweet  banks  of  the  learned  well, 
‘And  just  so  many  strokes  die  clock  hath 

* struck ;9 


[Act  2.  Scene  1, 

And  so  forth:  and  yon  must  now  and  then 
Enter  into  a description. 

Lax.  I hope  I shall  do  it. 

Val.  Come!  [‘gentleman, 

‘ May  it  please  your  grace  to  take  note  of  a 
‘ Well  seen,  deeply  read,  and  throughly 
‘ Grounded  in  the  hidden  knowledge  of  all 
‘ And  pot-herbs  whatsoever.*  [saliads 

Duke.  I shall  desire  to  know  him  more 
inwardly. 

Jmz.  I kiss  the  ox-l:ide  of  your  grace’s  foot. 
Val.  Very  well!— Will  your  grace  question 
him  a little? 

Duke.  How  old  are  you?  [manneks 

Laz.  Full  eight  and  twenty  several  al- 
Have  been  compiled,  all  for  several  years, 
Since  first  I drew  this  breath ; four  prentice- 
ships 

Have  I most  truly  served  in  this  world  ; 

And  eight  and  twenty  times  hath  Phoebus' 
car 

Run  out  his  yearly  course,  since— 

Duke.  I understand  you,  sir. 

Lucio.  How  like  an  ignorant  poet  he  talks! 
Duke.  You  are  eight  and  tw  enty  year  old. 
W hat  time  of  the  day  do  you  hold  it  to  be  ? 
Laz.  About  the  time  that  mortals  whet 
their  knives  [stairs; 

On  thresholds,  on  their  sboe-soals,  and  on 
Now  bread  is  grating,  and  the  testy  cook 
Hath  much  to  do  now;  now  the  tables  all— 
Duke.  Tis  almost  dinner-time? 

Lax.  Your  grace  doth  apprehend  me  very 
rightly.  [further  conference, 

Val.  Your  grace  shall  find  him,  in  your 
Grave,  wise,  courtly,  and  scholai^like,  un- 
derstandinglv  read 
In  the  necessities  of  the  life  of  man: 

He  knows  that  man  is  mortal  by  his  birth; 
He  knows  that  man  must  die,  and  tliercfore 
live;  [eat. 

He  knows  that  man  must  live,  and  therefore 
And  ifitshall  please  your  grace  to  accompany 
Yourself  with  him,  f doubt  not  but  that  he 
will, 

At  the  least,  make  good  my  commendations. 

Duke.  Attend  us,  Lazarilio;  we  do  want 
Men  of  such  action,  as  we  have  receiv’d  you 
Reported  from  your  honourable  friend. 

Laz.  Good  my  lord,  staud  betwixt  me 
and  my  overthrow ! [part! — 

You  know  I’m  tied  here,  and  may  not  de- 
My  gracious  lord,  so  weighty  are  the  busi- 
ness of  mine  own, 

Which  at  this  time  do  call  upon  me,  that  I 
Will  rather  chuse  to  die,  than  to  neglect  them. 
Val.  Nay,  you  shall  well  perceive ; besides 
the  virtues 

That  I have  already  inform’d  you  of,  lie  hath 
A stomach  w hich  will  stoop  to  no  prince  alive. 
Duke.  Sir,  at  your  best  leisure;  I shall 
thirst  to  see  you. 

Laz.  And  I shall  hunger  for  it. 

Duke.  Till  then,  farewell  all! 

Gond.  Val,  Long  life  atteud  your  grace! 

Duke, 
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Act  2.  Scene  1.] 

Duke.  I do  not  taste  this  sport.  Arrigo ! 
Arr.  Lucia.  We  do  attend.  [Lucio! 

[Exeunt  Duke , Arr.  and  Lucio. 
Gaud.  His  grace  is  gone,  and  hath  left 
His  Helen  with  me:  lain  nopandar  for  him; 
Neither  can  I be  won,  with  the  hope  of  gain, 
Or  the  itching  desire  of  t isting  my  lord’s 
Jx?chcry  to  him,  to  keep  her  at  mv  house. 

Or  bring  her  in  disguise  to  bis  bed-chamber. 
The  twines  of  adders  and  of  scorpious 
About  my  naked  breast,  will  seem  to  me 
More  tickliug  than  those  clasps,  which  men 
adore, 

The  lustful,  dull,  ill-spirited  embraces 
Of  women  ! The  much-praised  Amazons, 
Knowing  their  own  infirmities  so  well, 

Made  of  themselves  a people,  and  what  men 
They  take  amongst  them  they  condemn  to  die; 
Perceiving  that  their  folly  made  them  lit 
To  live  no  longer,  that  would  willingly 
Coine  in  the  worthless  presence  of  a w oman. — 
I will  attend  and  see  what  my  young  lord 
Will  do  with  his  sister. 

Enter  Bat/. 

Boy.  My  lord,  the  fish-head 
Is  gone  again. 

Vat.  Whither? 

Boy.  I know  whither,  mv  lord. 

Vat.  Keep  it  from  Lazarillo ! — Sister,  shall  I 
Confer  with  you  in  private,  to  know  the  cause 
Of  the  duke’s  coming  hither?  1 know  he 
makes  you 

Acquainted  with  his  business  of  state. 

Ori.  I'll  satisfy  you,  brother;  for  I see 
You’re  jealous  of  me. 

Gond.  Now  there  shall  be  some  course 
Taken  for  her  conveyance. 

Las.  Lazarillo, 

Thou  art  happy ! thy  carriage  hath  begot 
love,  [here 

And  that  love  hath  brought  forth  fruits;  thou'rt 
In  the  company  of  a man  honourable, 

That  will  help  thee  to  taste  of  the  bounties 
Of  the  sea;  and  when  thou  hast  so  done, 
Thou  ttlialt  retire  thyself  unto  the  court, 

And  there  taste  of  the  delicates  of  the  earth, 
And  be  great  in  the  eyes  of  thy  sovereign. 
Now  no  more  shalt  thou  need  to  scramble  for 
Thy  meat,  nor  remove  thy  stomach  with  the 
court;  [sire, 

But  thy  credit  shall  command  thy  heart  sde- 
And  all  novelties  shall  be  sent  as  presents 
unto  thee. 
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Vul.  Good  sister,  when  you  see  your  own 
time,  will  you 
Return  home? 

Ori . Yes,  brother,  and  not  before. 

Laz.  I wili  grow  popular  in  this  state. 

And  overthrow  the  fortunes  of  u number. 
That  live  by  extortion. 

Vul.  Lazarillo, 

Bestir  thyself  nimbly,  and  suddenly. 

And  hear  me  with  patience. 

Laz.  I.ct  me  not  fall  from  myself! 

Speak  ! I am  bound  to  hear10. 

Vat.  So  art  thou  to  revenge , tv  hen  thou 
shaft  hear ; [ther. 

The  fish -head  is  gone,  and  wekuow  not  whi- 
Laz.  I will  not  curse,  nor  swear,  uor  rage, 
nor  rail, 

Nor  with  contemptuous  tongue  accuse  my  fate 
(Tho*I  might  justly  do  it);  nor  will  I 
Vt  ish  myself  uncreated,  for  this  evil! 

•Shall  1 entreat  your  lordship  to  be  seen 
A little  longer  in  the  company 
Of  a man  cross’d  by  fortune? 

Vat.  I bate 

To  leave  my  friend  in  his  extremities. 

Laz.  Tis  noble  in  you ; then  1 take  your 
And  do  protest,  I do  not  follow  this  [liuud, 
For  any  malice  or  for  private  euds. 

But  with  a love,  as  gentle  and  as  chaste. 

As  that  a brother  to  his  sister  bears : 

And  if!  see  this  tisli-iiead,  yet  unknown. 
The  last  words  that  my  dying  father  spake, 
Before  his  eye-Strings  brake,  shall  not  of  me 
.So  often  he  remember’d,  as  our  meeting : 
Fortune  attend  roe,  as  my  ends  are  just. 

Full  of  pure  love,  and  free  from  servile  lust! 
Vat.  Farewell,  my  lord  ! 1 was  entreated 
to  invite 

Your  lordship  to  a lady’s  upsitting. 

Gond.  Oh,  my  ears ! — 

Why,  madam,  will  not  you  follow  your  bro- 
ther ? [you  to  ’em. 

You  are  waited  for  by  great  men;  he’ll  bring 
Ori.  I mu  very  well,  my  lord : you  do  mis- 
take me, 

If  you  think  I affect  greater  company 
Than  yourself. 

Gond.  What  madness  possesseth  thee. 
That  thou  canst  imagine  me  a fit  man 
To  entertain  ladies?  1 tell  thee,  I do  use 
To  tear  their  liair,  to  kick  them,  and  to 
twinge 

Their  noses,  if  they  be  not  careful  in 
Avoiding  me. 


THE  WOMAN-HATER. 


ao  So  art  thou  to  revenge , when  thou  shult  hear , 

The  Juh-iicud  w gone,  and  we  know  not  whither.]  As  where  is  equally  sense  here,  it  adds 
much  to  the  humour  to  make  this  holding  comic  verse  rliitne  to  tiie  grandeur  of  the  line 
above  quoted  from  the  most  solemn  scene  in  all  Shakespeare.  Mr.  Sympson  asks,  Is  this  a 
burlesque  upon  Hamlet’s  Ghost  or  not?  I ntn  quite  clear  that  it  is  not,  and  have  given,  I 
believe,  convincing  reasons  at  note  43,  in  that  exceed  in  » comic  character,  the  Little  French 
Lawyer.  Sentiments  and  expression.;  of  acknowledged  dignity,  when  applied  to  a ridiculous 
subject,  only  render  it  still  more  ridiculous,  and  for  that  end  only  are  used,  burlesquing,  as 
in  this  place  Lazarillo , not  Hamlet.  tkicard. 

We  sec  no  humour  in  this  unwarranted  alteration,  nor  couviction  in  the  note  referred  to. 
VOL.  Ill,  3 Q Ori. 
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THE  WOMAN-IIATER. 


Ori.  Your  lordship  may  descant 
Upon  your  own  behaviour  as  please  you,  but  I 
Protest,  so  sweet  and  courtly  it  appears 
In  my  eye,  that  I mean  not  to  leave  ypu  yet. 
Gond.  X sliall  grow  rough. 

Ori.  At  rough  carriage  is  best 
In  a man. — I’ll  dine  with  you,  my  lord. 

Gond.  Why,  I will  starve  thee; 

Thou  (4»it  have  nothing. 

Ori.  I have  heard  of  your  lordship’s  nothing; 
I’ll  put  that  to  the  venture. 

Gond.  Well,  thou  shalt  have  meat; 

I’ll  send  it  to  dice. 

Ori.  I’ll  keep  no  state,  ray  lord1* ; 

Neither  do  I mourn;  I’ll  dine  with  you, 
Gond.  is  such  a tiling  as  this  allow’d  to  live  ? 
What  power  hath  let  thee  loose  upon  the 
earth, 

To  plague  us  for  our  sins  ? Out  of  my  doors ! 
Ori.  I would  your  lordship  did  but  see  how 
well 

Tliis  fury  doth  become  you ! it  doth  shew 
So  near  the  life,  as  it  were  natural. 

Gond.  Oh,  thou  damn’d  woman!  I will  fly 
the  vengeance 

That  hangs  above  dice : follow,  if  thou  dar’st ! 

[ Exit  Guild. 

Ori.  I must  not  leave  this  fellow  ; 1 will 
torment  him  to  madness  ! 

To  teach  his  passions  against  kind  to  move ; 
The  more  he  hates,  the  more  I’ll  seem  to  love. 

[Exeunt  Oriatia  and  Maid. 

Enter  Pandar  and  Mercer . 

Pandar.  Sir,  what  may  he  done  by  art 
sliall  be  done; 

I wear  not  this  black  cloak  for  nothing. 

Mercer.  Perform  this, 

Help  me  to  this  great  heir  by  learning. 

And  you  shall  want  no  black  cloaks;  tatfaties, 
Silk-grograius,  sattius,  and  velvets  are  mine  ; 


[Act  5.  Scene  1. 

They  shall  be  yours,  perform  what  you  hare 
promis’d ; 

And  you  shall  make  me  lover  of  sciences; 

I will  study  tlie  learned  languages,  and  keep 
My  simp-book  in  Latiu. 

Pandar.  Trouble  me  not  now ; [shop. 
I will  not  fail  you  within  dtis  hour  at  your 
Mercer.  Let  Art  have  her  course.  [Eric 

Enter  Julia. 

Pandar.  Tis  well  spoken. — Madona; 
Julia.  Hast  dioubrought  me  any  customers? 
Pandar.  No. 

Julia.  What  the  devil  dost  thou  in  black? 
Pandar.  As  all  solemn  professors  of  set- 
tled courses  do, 

Cover  my  knavery  with  it.  Will  you  marry 
A citizen,  reasonably  rich,  and  unreasonably 
foolish, 

Silks  in  his  shop,  money  in  his  purse, 

And  no  wit  in  his  head  ? % 

Julia.  Out  upon  him  ! 

I could  ha\c  been  otherwise  than  so;  there 
was  a knight  [have  lent  him 

Swore  he  would  linve  had  me,  if  1 would 
But  forty  shillings  to  have  redeem’d  his  cloak, 
To  go  to  church  in. 

Pandar.  Then  your  waistcoat-w  aiter 
Shall  have  him  ; call  her  in. 

Julia.  Francissina ! 

Fran.  [wi/Ain.]  Anon.  [yourself13, 

Julia.  Get  you  to  the  church,  and  shrive 
For  you  shall  be  richly  married  anon. 

Pundur.  And  get  you  after  her.  I will 
work 

Upon  iny  citizen  whilst  he  is  warm ; 

I must  not  suffer  him  to  consult  with  his 
neighbours; 

The  openest  fools  arc  hardly  cozened. 

If  diey  once  grow  jealous. 

[Ereim/, 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  GondarinOjfying  the  Lady. 
Gond.  CAVE  me,  ye  better  powers ! let  me 
^ not  fall 

Between  the  loose  embracements  of  a woman ! 
Hcav'n,  if  ray  sins  be  ripe,  grown  to  a head, 
And  must  attend  your  vengeance,  I beg  not 
to  divert  ray  fete. 


Or  to  reprieve  awhile  thy  punishment; 

Only  I crave,  (and  hear  me,  equal  Hcav’ns !) 
Let  not  your  furious  rod,  that  must  afflict  me, 
Be  that  imperfect  piece  of  Nature 
That  Art  makes  up,  woman,  unsatiate  woman ! 
Had  we  not  knowing  souls,  at  first  infus’d 
To  teach  a difference  ’twin  extremes  and 
goods? 

W ere  we  not  made  ourselves,  free,  uncoufin’d. 


**  I’ll  keep  no  state,  my  lord ; neither  do  I mourn.]  ril , instead  of  /,  crept  in  from  the 
line  below.  Mourn , here  signifies  keeping  house  on  account  of  luoumuig  for  any  relation 
dead.  Seward, . 

There  surely  is  not  the  least  cause  for  variation. 

And  shrive  yourself;]  i.  e.  Go  to  confession.  The  same  expression  occurs  in  Romeo  ami 
Juliet. 

Commanders 
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Act  3.  Scene  1.] 

Commanders  of  our  own  affections  ? 

And  can  it  be,  that  this  most  perfect  creature, 
This  image  of  his  Maker,  well-squnr’d  man, 
Should  leave  the  handfast,  that  he  had  of 
grace, 

To  fall  into  a woman's  easy  arms? 

Enter  Oriana . 

Ori.  Now,  Venus,  be  my  speed ! inspire 
me  with 

All  the  several  subtile  temptations,  that 
Thou  hast  already  given,  or  hast  in  store 
Hereafter  to  bestow  upon  our  sex ! 

Crnnt  that  I may  apply  that  physic  that  is 
Most  apt  to  work  upon  him ; whether  he  will 
Soonest  be  mov’d  with  w’antonness,  singing. 
Dancing,  or  (being  passionate)  with  scorn, 
Or  with  sad  and  senous  looks,  cunningly 
Mingled  with  sighs,  with  smiling,  lisping24, 
Kissing  the  hand,  and  making  short  curt'sies; 
Or  with  whatsoever  other  nimble  power 
He  may  he  caught,  do  thou  infuse  into  me ! 
And,  when  I have  him,  I will  sacrifice  him 
Up  to  thee ! 

Gond.  It  comes  again  ! new  upparitions, 
And  tempting  spirits!  Stand  and  reveal 
thyself ; 

Tell  why  thou  follow’st  me  ? I fear  thee 
As  l fear  the  place  thou  cam  st  from,  hell. 
Ori.  My  lord,  I am  a womau,  and  such  a 
one — 

Gond.  That  I hate  truly! 

Thou  hadst  better  been  a devil. 

Ori.  Why,  my  unpatient  lord  ? 

Gond.  Devils  were  once  good ; there  tliey 
excel  I’d  you  women. 

Ori.  Can  you  be  so  uneasy?  can  you  freeze, 
And  such  a summer’s  heat  so  ready  to  dis- 
solve ? 

Nay,  gentle  lord,  turn  not  away  in  scorn. 
Nor  hold  me  less  fair  than  I am!  Look  on 
these  checCs; 

They've  yet  enough  of  nature,  true  com- 
plexion : 

If  to  be  red  and  white15,  a forehead  high. 
An  easy  melting  lip,  a speaking  eye, 


And  such  a tongue,  whose  language  takes 
the  ear  / 

Of  strict  religion,  and  men  most  austere : S 
If  these  may  hope  to  please  you,  look  you  \ 
here 16 ! * 

Gond.  This  woman  with  entreaty  would 
shew  ail.  [well. 

Lady,  there  lies  your  way;  I pray  you,  fare- 
(Jri.  You’re  yet  too  harsh,  too  dissonant ; 
There’s  no  true  music  in  your  words,  my  lord. 
Gond.  What  shall  I give  thee  to  be  gone? 
Here  stay  ; [’tis  big  enough. 

An  thou  want’st  lodging17,  take  my  house. 
It  is  thine  own;  'twill  hold  five  lecherous 
lords 

And  their  lackies,  without  discovery: 

There’s  stoves  and  bathing-tubs. 

Ori.  Dear  lord,  you  are 
Too  wild. 

Gond.  Shalt  have  a doctor  too,  thou  shalt, 
'Bout  six  and  twenty,  *tis  a pleasing  age; 

Or  I can  help  thee  to  a handsome  usher; 

Or  if  thou  lack’sl  a page,  I’ll  give  thee  one: 
Prithee  keep  house,  and  leave  me! 

Ori.  I do 

Confess  I am  too  easy,  too  much  woman, 
Not  coy  enough  to  take  affection; 

Yet  I can  frown,  and  nip  a passion, 

Even  in  the  bud : I can  say,  [leave  us. 
Men  please  their  present  heats,  then  please  to 
I can  hold  off,  and,  by  my  cliymic  power, 
Draw  sonnets  from  tl»e  melting  lover’s  brain; 
Ayrncs,  and  elegies:  yet  to  you,  my  lord, 

My  love,  my  better  self,  I put  these  off, 
Doing  that  office  not  befits  our  sex, 

Entreat  a man  to  love.  Are  you  not  yet 
Relenting?  ha' you  blood  and  spirit  in  those 
veins  ? 

You  arc  no  image,  tho*  you  be  as  hard 
As  marble:  sure  you’ve  no  liver;  if  you  had, 
T’would  send  a lively  and  desiring  heat 
To  every  member!  Is  not  this  miserable? 

A thing  so  truly  form’d,  shap’d  out  by 

symmetry. 

Has  all  the  organs  that  belong  to  man, 

And  working  too,  yet  to  shew  all  these 


14  Or  with  sad  and  serious  looks,  cunningly  mingled  with  sighs,  with  smiling , lisping.]  This 
speech,  all  printed  before  as  prose,  I have  found  not  the  least  difficulty  in  restoring  to  it* 
measure,  ’till  I came  to  this  passage;  and  here  there  is  the  greatest  reason  to  believe  a 
mouosvllnble  added,  more  injurious  to  the  sense  than  measure : for  what  cuuning  is  there  in 
mingling  sari  looks  with  sighs?  It  does  indeed  require  cunning  to  mingle  sighs  and  smiles  to- 
gether, so  as  to  appear  engaging  and  charming.  1 therefore  read, 

Cunningly-mingled  sighs,  with  smiling,  lisping, 

Kissing  the  baud,  &c.  Seward. 

15  If  to  he  red  and  white.]  The  construction  here  seems  a little  difficult ; I therefore  read, 

If  it  be  red  and  white; 

e.  If  true  complexion  consist  in  red  and  white.  Seward. 

There  is  no  occasion  to  depart  from  the  old  text. 

16  If  these  may  hope  to  please,  look  here.]  Former  editions.  The  insertion  of  two  relatives 
not  only  completes  the  comic  dignity  of  the  measure,  but  is  rather  preferable  as  to  tlie 
sense.  Seu-ard. 

17  Here's  ta,  and  tha  wants  lodging.]  These  mangled  words  Mr.  Sympson  has  liappily 
cured : he  reads, 

Here  if  ay,  an  thou  want’st  lodging.  Seward. 

3 Q 2 . 
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like  dead  motions  moving  upon  wires? 
Then,  coot!  my  lord,  leave  off  w lmt  you  have 
been,  [a  man! 

And  freely  be  wlmt  you  were  first  intended  for, 
G ond.  Thou  art  a precious  piece  of  sly 
damnation ! 

f will  be  deaf;  I will  lock  up  my  ears : 
Tempt  tue  not!  I will  not  love!  il  I do — ■ 
OrL  Then  1*11  hate  you.  [turn’d 

Gond.  Let  me  he  ’i minted  with  honey,  and 
Into  the  sun,  to  be  stung  to  death  with 
horse-flies ! 

IJenrVt  thou,  thou  breeder?  here  I’ll  sit, 

Ai  d,  in  despite  of  thee,  I w ill  say  nothing. 
Ori.  Let  me,  with  your  fair  patience,  sit 
beside  you!  [man,  air, 

Gimd.  Madam,  lady,  tempter,  tongue,  wo- 
Look  to  me,  I shall  kick!  1 say  again, 

Look  to  me,  1 shall  kick! 

Ori.  I cannot  think  your  better  knowledge 
Can  use  a woman  so  uncivilly. 

Gantt.  I cannot  think  1 shall  become  a 
coxcomb. 

To  ha’  tny  hair  curl’d  by  an  idle  finger, 
llv  cheeks  turn  tabors,  and  be  play’d  upon, 
Mine  eyes  look'd  babies  in,s,  and  my  nose 
hlow’d  to  my  hand : 

I say  acnin,  I shall  kick  ! sure,  I shall. 

Ori.  Tis  hut  [mind 

Your  outbid*?  that  you  shew ; I know  your 
Never  was  guilty  of  so  great  a weakness: 

Or,  could  the  tongues  of  all  men  join’d  toge- 
ther 

Possess  me  w ith  n thought  of  your  dislike, 
My  weakness  were  above  a woman’s,  to  fall  off 
From  my  affection,  for  one  crack  ol  thunder. 
Oh,  would  you  could  love,  my  lord  ! 

Goud.  I w ould  thou  wouldst 
Sit  still,  and  say  nothing  ! What  madman  let 
thee  loose,  [winds? 

To  do  more  mischief  than  a dozen  whirl- 
Keep  thy  hands  in  thy  muff,  and  warm  the 
idle  [*tjll  ? 

Worms  in  thy  fingers’  ends:  will  you  be  doing 
Will  no  entreating  serve  you  ? no  lawful  w arn- 
ing? 

I must  remove,  and  leave  your  ladyship : 
Nay,  never  hope  to  stay  me;  for  1 will  run 
Fronrthot  smooth,  smiling,  witching,  cozen- 
ing, tempting, 

Damning  nice  of  thine,  as  far  as  I can  find 
any  land. 

Where  l will  put  myself  into  a daily  course 
Of  curses  for  thee  and  all  thy  family. 

Ori.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  sit  still ! I’ll  pro- 
mise peace,  [course; 

And  fold  mine  arms  up,  let  but  mine  eye  dis- 
Or  let  my  voice,  set  to  some  pleasing  chord, 
sound  out 

The  sullen  strains  of  my  neglected  love ! 


[Act  5.  Scene  1. 

Gond.  Sing 'till  thou  crack  thy  treble-string 
in  pieces,  [and  walk! 

And  when  th*  hast  done,  put  up  thy  pipes 
I)o  any  thing,  sit  still  and  tempt  me  not ! 
Ori.  I’d  rather  sing  at  doors  for  bread, 
than  sing  to 

This  fellow,  but  for  hate:  if  this  should  he 
'l  old  in  the  court,  that  I begin  to  wooe  lords. 
What  a troop  of  the  untruss’d  nobility 
Should  I have  at  my  lodging  to-morrow  morn- 
ing? 

SONG. 

Come,  Sleep,  and,  with  thy  sweet  deceiving. 
Lock  tne  in  delight  awhile; 

Let  some  pleasing  dreams  beguile 
All  my  fancies;  that  from  theuce, 

I may  feel  an  influence, 

All  my  powers  of  care  bereaving! 

Tho’  hut  a shadow,  but  a sliding, 

Let  me  know  some  little  joy ! 

We  that  sutler  long  aunoy. 

Are  contented  with  a thought. 

Thro’  an  idle  fancy  wrought: 

Oh,  let  my  joys  have  some  abiding  ! 

Gond . Have  you  done  your  wassail29? 

’Tis  a handsome  drowsy  ditty,  I’ll  assure  you: 
Now  I had  us  lief  hear  a cat  cry,  wheu  her 
tail 

Is  cut  off,  as  hear  these  lamentations, 

These  lousy  love-lavs,  these  bcw-ailments. 
You  think  you  have  caught  tue,  lady!  yon 
think  I melt  now, 

Like  a dish  of  May-butter,  and  run 
All  into  brine  and  passion:  yes,  yes.  I'm 
taken:  [dwindle, 

Look  how  I cross  my  arms,  look  pale,  and 
And  would  cry,  but  for  spoiling  my  face! 

We  must  part:  nay,  we’ll  avoid  all  ceremony; 
No  kissing,  lady  ! I desire  to  know 
Your  ladyship  no  more.  Death  of  my  soul, 
the  duke ! 

Ori.  God  keep  your  lordship  ! 

Gond.  From  thee  and  all  thy  sex. 

Ori.  I’ll  he  the  clerk,  and  cry.  Amen ! 
Your  lordship’s 
Ever-assured  enemy,  Oriana, 

[£rs<  Ori.  Manet  Gond. 

Enter  Duke,  Arrigo,  and  Lucio. 

Gond , All  the  day’s  good  attend  your  lord- 
ship  ! [possible  ? 

Duke.  We  thank  you,  Gondarino. — Is  it 
Can  belief  lay  hold  on  such  a miracle? 

To  see  thee  (one  that  hath  cloister’d  op  all 
passion. 

Turn'd  wilful  votary,  and  forsworn  converse 
With  women)  in  company  and  fair  discourse 
With  the  best  beauty  of  Milan? 


*8  Mine  eyes  look'd  babies  in.]  So,  in  Woman’s  Prize,  act  v.  scene  1, 

— No  more  fool, 

To  look  gay  babies  in  your  eyes , young  Rowland.  R. 

TF««oi7.]  See  note  50  on  Beggars’  Bush. 
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Acts.  Scene  1.] 

Gond.  Tu  true;  and  if  your  grace,  tliat 
hath  the  sway 

Of  the  whole  state,  will  suiter  this  lewd  sex, 
These  .women,  to  pursue  us  to  our  homes, 
Not  to  be  pray’d  nor  to  be  rail’d  away, 

But  they  will  wooe,  and  dance,  and  sing, 
And,  in  a manner  looser  than  they  are 
By  nature  (which  should  seem  impossible), 
To  throw  their  anus  on  our  unwilling  necks — 
Duke.  No  more!  I can  see  thro*  your  vi- 
sor; dissemble  it  [art, 

No  more  ! Do  not  I know  thou  hast  us’d  all 
To  work  upon  the  poor  simplicity 
Of  this  young  maid,  that  yet  hath  known 
none  ill,  [wooe 

Thinks  that  damnation  will  fright  those  that 
From  oaths  and  lies19  ? But  yet  I think  her 
chaste. 

And  will  from  thee,  before  thou  shalt  apply 
Stronger  temptations,  bear  her  lienee  with 
me.  [new  grace; 

Gond . My  lord,  l speak  not  this  to  gain 
But  howsoever  you  esteem  my  words, 

My  love  and  duty  will  not  sutler  me 
To  see  you  favour  such  a prostitute, 

And  l stand  by  dumb  ; w ithout  rack,  torture, 
Or  strnpado,  l will  unrip  myself: 

I do  confess  l was  in  company 
With  that  pleasing  piece  of  frailty, 

That  we  call  woman  ; 1 do  confess,  after 
A long  and  tedious  siege,  I yielded. 

Duke.  Forward  ! [the  point, 

Gond.  Faith,  my  lord,  to  come  quickly  to 
The  woman  you  saw  with  me  is  a w hore, 

An  arrant  whore. 

Duke.  Was  she  not  count  Valore’s  sister? 
Gond.  Yes;  that  count  Valore’s  sister  is 
Duke.  Thou  dar'st  not  say  so.  [naught. 
Gond.  Not  ifitbedistasting  to  your  lordship; 
But  give  ine  freedom,  and  1 dare  maintain 
She  has  embrac’d  this  body,  and  grown  to  it 
As  close  as  the  hot  youthful  vine  to  the  elm. 
Duke.  Twice  have  I seen  her  wiih  thee, 
twice  my  thoughts  [strictness 

Were  prompted  by  mine  eyes  to  hold  thy 
False  and  impostorous: 

Is  this  your  mewing  up,  your  strict  retirement, 
Your  bitterness  and  gall  against  tiiat  sex? 
Have  I not  heard  thee  say,  thou’dst  sooner 
meet 

Hie  basilisk’s  dead  doing  eye,  than  meet 
A woman  for  an  object?  Look  it  be  true  vou 
tell  me;  [utf! — 

Or,  by  our  country’s  saint,  your  head  goes 
Oh,  ( )riana,  if  thou  prove  a whore10. 

No  woman’s  face  shall  ever  move  inc  more. 

[lux cunt.  Munct  Gond. 
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Gond.  So,  so!  ’tis  as't  should  be.  Are 
women 

Grown  so  mankind11  ? must  they  he  wooing? 
I have  a plot  shall  blow  her  up ; she  flies, 
She  mounts ! I’ll  teach  her  ladyship  to  dare 
My  fury  ! 1 will  be  known,  and  fear’d,  and 
More  truly  hated  of  women  than  on  eunuch. 

Enter  Oriana. 

She’s  here  again : good  gall,  be  patient ! for 
I must  dissemble. 

Ori.  Now,  my  cold  frosty  lord. 

My  Womau-l inter,  you  that  have  sworn 
An  everlasting  hate  to  all  our  sex ! 

By  my  troth,  good  lord,  and  as  I'm  yet  a maid, 
Methought  'twos  excellent  sport  to  hear  your 
honour  [neral. 

Swear  out  an  alphabet,  cliafc  nobly  like  a ge- 
Kick  like  a resty  jade,  ami  make  ill  faces! 
Did  your  good  honour  think  I was  in  love  ? 
Where  did  l first  begin  to  take  that  heat? 
From  those  two  radiant  eyes,  that  piercing 
sight? 

Oh,  they  were  lovely,  if  the  balls  stood  right! 
And  there’s  a leg  made  out  of  a dainty  staff, 
Where,  the  gods  be  thanked,  there  is  calf 
enough ! [vertite : 

Gond.  Pardon  him,  lady,  that  is  now  a con- 
Your  beauty,  like  a saint,  hath  wrought  this 
wonder. 

Ori.  Alas,  has  it  been  pricked  at  the  heart? 
Is  the  stomach  come  down?  will’t  rail  no  more 
At  women,  and  call  ’em  dev  ils,  sbe-cats,  ami 
goblins?  [ter  spend 

Gond.  He  that  shall  marry  thee,  had  bet- 
The  poor  remainder  of  his  Jays  in  a duug- 
barge, 

For  two-pence  a week,  and  find  himself. 
Down  again,  spleen  I I prithee  down  again!— ■ 
Shall  l find  favour,  lady?  Shall  at  length 
My  true  unfeigned  penitence  get  pardon 
For  my  harsh  unseasoned  follies  ? 

I am  no  more  an  atheist;  no;  I do 
Acknowledge  that  dread  powerful  deity, 

And  his  all-quick’ning heats  burn  in  my  breast: 
Oh,  be  not  as  l was,  hard,  unrelenting; 

But  as  I am,  be  partuer  of  my  fires ! 

Ori.  Sure  we  shall  have  store  of  larks;  the 
skies  will  [soon 

Not  hold  up  long:  I should  have  look’d  as 
For  frost  in  the  dog-days,  or  another  inundap 
tion,  ' [racle. 

As  hop’d  this  strange  conversion  above  mi- 
Let  me  look  upon  your  lordship  : is  your  name 
Gondarino?  are  vou  Milan’s  general,  that 
Great  bugbear  Bloody-bones,  at  whose  very 
name 


49  Thinkest  that  damnation  trill  fright  those  that  u'ooe 

From  oaths  and  lies.  1 This  is  an  odd  question  to  Gondarino,  but  it  seems  only  a mistake 
from  adding  a letter  to  tiie  verb.  Thinks  is  surely  the  true  reading,  and  it  is  the  supposed 
simplicity  of  the  young  maid  who  thinks  that  the  fear  of  damnation  will  deter  men  from 
lying  and  falsely  swearing  to  them.  Seward. 

30  If  thou  prove,  «$'<*.]  The  words,  Oh,  Orianc , added  by  Seward. 

11  Are  women  grown  so  mankind  ?]  See  note  55  on  Monsieur  Thomas. 

All 
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[Act3.  Scenes. 


All  women,  from  the  lady  to  the  laundress, 
Shake  like  a cold  fit? 

Gond.  Good  patience,  help  me ! 

This  fever  will  enrage  my  blood  again.— 
Madam,  I aim  that  man ; I'm  even  he 
That  once  did  owe  unreconciled  hate  [man; 
To  you,  and  all  that  bear  the  name  of  wu- 
1 am  the  man  that  wrong’d  your  honour  to 
the  fluke ; 

I am  the  man  that  said  you  were  unchaste. 
And  prostitute;  yet  I tun  lie  that  dare  deny 
all  this. 

Or*.  Your  big  nobility  is  very  merry. 
Goad.  Lady,  'ns  true  that  I have  wrong'd 
you  thus, 

Ami  my  contrition  is  as  true  as  that ; [again : 
Yet  have  I found  a means  to  make  all  good 
I do  beseech  your  beauty,  not  tor  myself, 
(My  merits  are  yet  in  conception) 

But  for  your  honour’s  safety  and  my  zeal,  re- 
tire awhile, 

While  I unsay  myself  unto  the  duke, 

And  cast  out  that  evil  spirit  1 have  possess'd 
him  with ! 

I Imvc  a house  conveniently  private. 

Ori . Lord,  thou  hast  w rong’d  uiv  innocence; 
But  thy  confession  hath  gain’d  thee  faith. 
Gond.  By  the  true 

Honest  service  that  I owe  those  eves, 

My  meaning  is  as  spotless  us  my  faith. 

Ori.  The  duke  doubt  mine  honour?  a’ may 
judge  strangely.  [again  ? 

Twill  not  be  long,  before  I’ll  be  enlarg’d 
Gond.  A Hay  or  two. 

Ori.  Mine  own  servants  shall  attend  me? 
Gond.  Your  ladyship’s  command  is  good. 
Ori.  Look  you  be  true  ! [Exit. 

Gond.  Else  let  me  lose  the  hopes  my  soul 
aspires  to ! 

1 will  be  a scourge  to  all  females  in  my  life, 
And,  after  my  death,  the  name  of  Gondnrino 
Shall  be  terrible  to  the  mighty  women  of  the 
earth : [°f 

They  shall  shake  at  my  name,  and  at  the  sound 
Their  knees  shall  knock  together ; and  they 
shall 

Run  into  nunneries,  for  they  and  I 
Arc  beymuLall  hope  irreconcilable  : 

For  if  I could  endure  an  ear  with  a hole  in't, 
or  a plaited  lock,  - [sig11 

Or  a bareheaded  coachman,  that  sits  like  a 


Where  great  ladies  are  to  be  sold  within, 
Agreement  betwixt  us  were  not  to  be  de* 
spair’d  of.  [women, 

If  I could  be  bot  brought  to  endure  to  see 
I'd  have  them  come  all  once  a-week  and  kiss 
me, 

As  witches  do  the  devil,  in  token  of  homage. 

I must  not  live  here;  I will  to  the  court. 

And  there  pursue  my  plot : when  it  hath  took,* 
W omen  shall  stand  in  awe,  but  of  roy  look. 

[Eiit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  two  Intelligencers. 

1 Jnt.  There  take  your  standing ; be  clove 
And  vigilant!  here  will  I. set  myself; 

And  let  him  look  to  his  language!  a* shall 
know 

The  duke  has  more  ears  in  court  than  two. 

2 Jnt.  I'll  quote  him  to  a tittle30:  let  him 
speak  wisely. 

And  plainly,  and  ns  hidden  as  a’ can, 

Or  I shall  crush  him;  a* shall  not  scape  by 
characters31;  [have 

Tlio'  a*  speak  Babel,  I shall  crush  him.  We 
A fortune  by  this  service  hanging  over  us, 
That,  within  this  year  or  two, 

I hope  we  >lmll  be  call’d  to  be  examiners, 
Wear  politic  gowns  guarded  with  copper-lace, 
Making  great  faces  full  of  fear  and  office; 
Our  labours  may  deserve  this. 

1 lnt.  I hope  it  shall : 

Why,  have  not  many  men  been  raised  from 
This  worming  trade,  first,  to  gain  good  access 
To  great  men ; then,  to  have  commissions  out 
For  search ; and  lastly,  to  be  worthily  nam’d 
At  a great  arraignment  ? Yes ; and  why  not 
we? 

They  that  endeavour  well  deserve  their  fee. 
Close,  close!  a’ comes;  mark  well,  and  alJ 
goes  well ! 

Enter  Volore , Lazarillo , and  Boy. 

Luz.  Farewell,  my  hopes!  my  anchor  now 
is  broken! 

Farewell,  ray  quondam  joy ! of  which  no  token 
Is  now  remaining;  such  is  the  sad  mischance, 
Where  lady  Fortune  leads  the  slippery  dance. 
Yet,  at  the  length,  let  me  this  favour  have, 
Give  me  my  wishes,  or  a w ished  grave ! 


10  Til  quote  him  to  a tittle ;]  «.  t.  I'll  observe  or  note  him : so,  in  Hamlet,  act  ii.  scene  1, 
Polonius  says, 

* That  hath  made  him  mad : 

I I am  sorry  that  with  better  heed  and  judgment, 

I I had  not  quoted  him.’  H. 

31  A shall  not  xcape  characters.]  Till*  is  a little  difficult:  if  it  is  the  true  reading  the  sen§e 
must  be,  that  he  shall  not  escape  naviog  characters  drawn  of  him.  But  besides  tlie  stitlnesa 
of  this  interpretation,  it  does  not  well  suit  the  context.  I read  therefore, 

a shall  not  scape  by  characters , 

Ltt  him  speak  Babel,  1 slhdl  crush  him  ; 

By  characters  must  here  he  understood,  us.vig  names  of  one  thing  for  another,  as  the  charac- 
ters oj  a cypher  do  ; for  from  writing  the  metaphor  before  is  taken. 

I'll  quote  him  to  a tickle.  Seward . 


\ 
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Act  3.  Scene  3.] 

Val.  The  gods  defend,  so  brave  and  valiant 
maw 

Should  slip  into  the  never- satiate  jaw  [know 
Of  black  Despair!  No;  thou  shall  live  and 
Thy  full  desires ; hunger,  thy  ancient  foe, 
Shall  be  subdued;  those  guts  that  daily  tumble, 
Thro'  air  and  appetite,  shall  cease  to  rumble; 
And  thou  shalt  now  at  length' obtain  thy  dish, 
*That  noble  part,  tlse  sweet  head  of  a fish. 
Laz.  Then  am  1 greater  thau  the  duke ! 

2 Int.  There,  there’s 
A notable  piece  of  treason ! greater  than 
The  duke ; mark  that ! 

Val.  But  how,  or  where,  or  when  [reach. 
This  shall  be  compass’d,  is  yet  out  of  iny 
Laz.  I am  so  truly  miserable,  that  might  I 
Be  now  knock’d  o’th’  head,  with  all  my  heart 
I would 

Forgive  a dog-killer. 

Val . Yet  do  1 see 

Thro*  this  confusedness,  some  little  comfort31. 
La:.  The  plot,  my  lord,  as  e’er  you  cumc 
of  a woman,  discover. 


4«? 

1 Int . Plots,  dangerous  plots ! I will  deserve 
by  this 

Most  liberally. 

Val.  Til  from  my  bead  again. 

La:.  Oh,  that  it  would  stand  me,  that  [ 
might  fight, 

Or  have  some  venture  for  it ! that  I might 
Be  turn’d  loose,  to  try  my  fortune  among  the 
whole 

Fry  in  a college,*  or  an  inn  of  court, 

Or  scramble  wiiii  the  prisoners  in  the  dungpon! 
Nay,  were  it  set  down  in  the  outward  court. 
And  all  the  guard  about  it  in  a ring. 

With  their  knives  drawn  (which  were  a dis- 
mal sight). 

And  after  twenty  leisurely  were  told, 

I to  be  let  loose  only  in  my  shirt. 

To  try,  by  valour,  how  much  of  lire  spoil33 
I would  recover  from  the  enemies’  mouths, 

I would  accept  the  challenge. 

Val.  Let  it  go  ! [the  court. 

Hast  not  thou  been  held  to  have  some  wit  in 
And  to  make  fine  jests  upon  country  people 


31  Yet  do  I see  thro * this  confusedness  some  little  comfort .]  This,  when  restored  to  its  mea- 
sure, is  a high  burlesque  parody  of  nil  poetic  sublimity  whatever,  and  Fletcher,  to  whom 
alone  this  play  is  ascribed,  in  the  first  edition  must  have  ridiculed  himself  as  wbll  as  all  grave 
writers,  if  every  quotation  from  Shakespeare  is  a sneer  upon  him,  us  my  assistants,  Mr. 
Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympsou,  have  been  apt  to  iumgipc,  and  to  have  been  quite  angry  with 
Fletcher  for  it.  The  lines  above  very  much  resemble  the  following  in  The  Two  Noble  Kins- 
men : 

■ yet  cousin, 

Ev’n  from  the  bottom  of  these  miseries, 

From  all  thnt  fortune  can  inflict  upon  us, 

I see  two  comforts  rising. 

Now  would  Fletcher  sneer  himself  at  a work  that  he  certainly  had  a great,  if  not  the  greatest, 
share  in?  I shall  here  take  an  opportunity  of  defending  Fletcher  for  the  character  of  Luzo~ 
rilto.  I find  few  of  ray  friends  quite  relish  it;  they  think  the  characulurc  too  high,  too  much 
beyond  Nature,  even  so  as  rather  to  raise  disgust  than  laughter.  To  this  might  be  pleaded 
the  authority  of  Aristophanes  in  his  churucuturt  of  Socrates,  of  Plautus  in  more  than  one  of 
his  characters,  of  Shakespeare  in  Pistol,  and  of  Jonson  and  Moliere  in  the  greatest  part  of 
their  plays,  which  are  most  of  them  formed  not  of  characters  of  real  persons , as  those  in 
general  of  Shakespeare,  Fletcher,  Terence,  &c.  are,  but  of  the  uassions  personated ; us  the 
passion  of  epicurism  or  nice  gluttony  is  in  this  play.  Few  people  have  seen  how  extremely 
high  the  several  passions,  .as  avarice , pride , lust,  epicurism , &c.  have  been  carried  in  real 
life  : I have  heard  of  a gentleman  that  died  not  long  since,  whose  passiou  for  eating  came  not 
far  short  of  Lazarillo’s;  and  poetry  is  always  allowed  a little  to  heighten  the  features.  Then 
as  to  the  sublimity  of  the  poetic  language  used  by  Lazari/lo , it  is  certainly  the  very  best  that 
could  be  chose  for  high  burlesque;  as  tlie  dignity  of  the  stile  is  the  highest  contrast  to  the 
ridiculousness  of  the  sentimeuts.  Gondarino , like  Lazarillo,  is  a passion  personated,  and  a * 
very  well  drawn  character  in  Ben.  Jonson’s  manner;  so  that  upon  the  whole,  1 hope  the 
majority  of  readers  will  join  the  laugh  at  this  exceedingly  droll  play.  Stu  ard. 

The  parallel  Seward  draws  between  the  passage  quoted  and  that  inThe Noble  Kinsmen,  is 
very  much  forced.  Our  authors  certainly  have  often,  without  remorse,  burlesqued  Shake- 
speare, and  particularly  his  Hamlet. 

31  To  try  the  valour,  how  much  of  the  spoil 

I would  recover  from  the  enemies ’ mouths.']  This  is  scarcely  sense  ; there  are  two  ways 
of  correcting  it,  as 

To  try  by  valour,  how  much  of  the  spoil 
I could  recover  from  the  eueinies’  mi  uths ! 

Or,  * 

To  try  their  valour*  how  much  of  the  spoil 
Would  I recover  ni  the  enemies*  mouths? 

I prefer  the  former.  The  two  next  * * the  count’s  speech  are  restored  from  the  old 

<]UMrto.  Seward. 

In 
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In  progress-time?  and  wilt  thou  lose  this 
opinion, 

For  the  cold  head  of  a fish?  I sav,  let  it  go! 
1*11  help  thee  to  as  good  n dish  of  meat. 

Luz.  God,  let  me  not  live,  if  I do  not  won- 
der 

Men  should  talk  so  prophnnely!  But 
It  is  not  in  the  power  of  loose  words 
Of  any  vain  or  misbelieving  man, 

To  make  me  dare  to  wrong  thy  purity. 

Shew  me  but  any  lady  in  the  court, 

That  hath  so  full  an  eye,  so  sweet  a breath, 
So  soft  and  white  a flesh:  this  doth  not  lie 
Jn  almond-gloves,  dor  ever  hath  been  wash’d 
In  artificial  baths  ; no  traveller  [hath  dar’d, 
That  hath  brought  doctor  home  with  him34. 
With  all  his  waters,  powders,  fucuses, 

To  make  thy  lovely  corps  sophisticate. 

Val.  I have  it;  ftis  now  infus*d;  be  com- 
forted ! 

Laz.  Can  there  be  that  little  hope  yet  left 
In  Nature?  Shall  I once  more  erect  up  tro- 
phies ? 

Shall  I enjoy  the  sight  of  my  dear  saint, 

And  bless  my  palate  with  the  best  of  creatures? 
Ah,  good  my  lord,  by  whom  I breathe  again. 
Shall  I receive  this  being  ? 

Val.  Sir,  I have  found  by  certain  calculation, 
And  settled  revolution  of  the  stnrs, 

The  fish  is  sent  by  the  lord  Gondarino 
To  his  mercer : now  it  is  a growing  hope 
To  know  where  ftis. 

Laz.  Oh,  it  is  far  above 
The  good  of  women;  the  pathick  cannot  yield 
More  pleasing  titillation  ! [about, 

Val.  But  how  to  compass  it  ? search,  cast 
And  hang  your  brains,  Lazarillo!  Thou  art 
Too  dull  and  heavy  to  deserve  a blessing. 

Laz.  My  lord,  I’ll  not  be  idle:  now, 
Think,  think,  think  ! [Lazarillo, 

Val.  Yonder’s  my  informer,  [at  me: 

And  his  fellow,  with  table-books;  they  nod 
Upon  niy  life,  they  have  poor  Lazarillo 
(That  beats  his  brains  about  no  such  weighty 
matter) 

In  for  treason  before  this. 

Laz.  My  lord,  what  do  you  think, 

If  I should  shave  myself,  put  on  midwife’s 
apparel, 

Come  in  with  a handkerchief,  and  beg  a piece 
For  a great-bellied  woman,  or  a sick  child  ? 
Val.  Good,  very  good ! 

Laz.  Or  corrupt  the  waiting  prentice 
To  betray  the  reversion. 

1 Int . There’s  another  point 
In’s  plot ; corrupt  with  money  to  betray  : 
Sure  *tis  some  fort  a’  means.  Mark ; have  a 
care ! [with, 

Laz.  An  ’twere  the  bare  vinegar  ’tis  eaten 
It  would  in  some  sort  satisfy  Nature : 

But  might  I once  attain  the  dish  itself, 

Tho’  I cut  out  my  means  thro*  sword  and  fire, 


[Act  3.  Scene  3. 

Thro’  poison,  thro*  any  thing  that  may  make 
My  hopes—  ’ [good 

2 Int.  Thanks  to  the  gods,  and  oar 
officiousness, 

The  plot’s  discover’d!  fire,  steel, 

And  poison;  bum  the  palace,  kill  the  duke, 
And  poison  his  privy-council. 

Vail.  To  the  mercer’s ! let  me  see ! 

How  if,  before  we  ran  attain  the  means 
To  make  up  our  acquaintance,  the  fish  be 
eaten  ? 

Laz.  If  it  be  eaten,  here  a' stands,  that  is 
The  most  dejected,  most  unfortunate, 
Miserable,  accnrs’d,  forsaken  slave  fit; 

This  province  yields!  1 will  not  sure  out-live 
No,  I will  die  bravely,  and  like  a Roman; 
And  after  death,  amidst  the  Elysian  shades 
I’ll  meet  my  love  again. 

1 Int.  I will  die  bravely, 

Like  a Roman,  have  a care;  mark  that! 
When  lie  hath  done  all,  he  will  kill  himself. 
Val.  Will  nothing  ease  your  appetite  hut 
this?  [ness, 

Luz.  No ; could  the  sea  throw  up  his  vast- 
And  offer  free  his  best  inhabitants,  [ine! 

Twere  not  so  much  as  a bare*  temptation  to 
Val.  If  you  could  be  drawn  to  affect  beef, 
Venison,  or  fowl,  it  would  be  far  the  better. 

Luz.  I do  beseech  your  lordship’s  patience ! 
I do  confess  that,  in  this  heat  of  blood, 

I have  contemn’d  all  dull  and  grosser  meats; 
But  I protest  I do  honour  a chine  of 
Beef,  I do  reverence  a loin  of  veal; 

But,  good  my  lord,  give  me  leave  a little 
To  adore  this!  But,  iny  good  lord,  would 
your  lordship, 

Under  colour  of  taking  np  some  silks, 

Go  to  the  mercer's,  I would  in  all  humility 
Attend  your  honour,  where  we  may  be  invited, 
If  Fortune  stand  propitious. 

Val.  Sir,  you  shall 
Work  me  as  you  please. 

Laz.  Let  it  be  suddenly, 

I do  beseech  your  lordship ! Tis  now  upon 
The  point  of  dinner-time. 

Val.  I am  all  yours.  [Ere.  Laz.  and  Val. 

1 Int.  Come,  let’s  confer:  Imprimis,  a’ suit  h, 

like  [duke; 

A blasphemous  villain,  he’s  greater  than  the 
This  peppers  him,  au  there  were  nothing  else. 

2 Int.  Then  a’  was  naming  plots ; did  you 

not  hear  ? [covery, 

1 Int.  Yes;  but  a’ fell  from  that  unto  dis- 
To  corrupt  by  money,  and  so  attain. 

2 Int.  Ay,  ay, 

A’  meant  some  fort  or  citadel  the  duke  hath ; 
His  very  face  betray’d  his  meaning.  Oh,  he’s 
A very  subtle  and  a dangerous  knave ; 

But  if  a’ deal  a God’s  name,  we  shall  worm 
him. 

1 Int.  But  now  comes  the  stroke,  the  fatal 
blow, 


14  That  hath  brought  doctor  home  with  him ;]  i.  e.  Has  had  a doctor’s  degree  in  some 
foreign  university.  j Seward . 
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Act  3.  Scene  4.| 

Fire,  sword,  and  poison : oh,  canibal. 

Thou  bloody  canibal! 

2 hit.  What  bad  l»ecome 
Of  tliis  poor  state  had  not  we  been  ? 

1 Int.  Faith, 

It  itad  lain  buried  in  its  own  ashes,  lmd  not 
A greater  hand  been  in’t. 

2 bit.  But  note 

The  rascal’s  resolution  ; after  th*  act’s  done. 
Because  he  would  avoid  all  fear  of  torture, 
And  cozen  the  law,  he’d  kill  himself:  was 
there  [age  ? 

Ever  the  like  danger  brought  to  light  in  this 
Sure  we  shall  merit  much;  we  shall  he  able 
To  keep  two  men  a-piece,  and  a two-liand 
sword 

Between  us ; we  will  live  in  favour  of 
The  state,  betray  our  ten  or  twelve 
Treasons  a -week,  and  the  people  shall  fear  us. 
Come;  to  the  lord  Lucio! 

The  »un  shall  not  go  down  'till  he  be  bang'd. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Mercer . 

Mercer.  Look  to  my  shop ; and  if  there 
come  ever  a scholar  fare  shopkeepers 
In  black,  let  him  speak  with  me.  We  that 
In  good  trade,  are  so  pester'd,  that  we  can 
scarce  [tiou ; 

Pick  out  an  hour  for  our  morning's  medita- 
And  howsoever  we're  all  accounted  dull, 

Aud  common  jesting-stocks  for  your  gallants, 
There  are  some  of  u»  do  not  deserve  it;  for, 
for  my  own  part, 

I do  begin  to  be  given  to  my  book.  I love 
A scholar  with  my  heart;  for,  questionless, 
There  are  marvellous  things  to  be  done  by 
art:  why,  sir,  [horses, 

Some  of  them  will  tell  you  what's  become  of 
And  silver  spoons,  aud  will  make  wenches 
•lance 

Naked  to  their  beds.  I’m  yet  unmarried, 
And  because  some  of  our  neighbours  are  said 
To  be  cuckolds,  I will  never  marry 
Without  the  consent  of  some  of  these 
scholars. 

That  know  what  w ill  cotne  of  it. 

Enter  Pundur. 

Pandar.  Are  you  busy,  sir  ? 

Mercer.  Never  to  you,  sir,  nor  to  any 
of  your  coat. 

Sir,  is  there  any  thing  to  be  done  by  art. 
Concerning  the  great  heir  we  talk’d  on? 

Pandar.  W ill  she,  ndl  she,  she  shall 
Come  runuing  into  my  house,  at  the  further 
corner 

Io  St.  Mark's  Street,  ’twixt  three  and  four. 

ilfercer.  Twixt  three  mid  four? 

She’s  brave  iu  cloaths,  is  she  not  ? 

Pandar.  Oh,  rich,  rich! — (Where  should  I 
Get  cloaths  to  dress  her  iu  ? Help  me,  in- 
vention !) — 

Sir,  that  her  runuing  thro'  the  street  may  be 

VOL.  III. 


Less  noted,  my  art  more  shewn, 

And  your  fear  to  speak  with  her  less, 

She  shall  come  in  a white  waistcoat,  and — 
Mercer.  What ! shall  she  ? [hath  left 
Pandar.  And  perhaps  torn  stockings. — She 
Her  old  wont  else. 

Enter  Prentice. 

Prcn.  Sir,  my  lord  Gondarino 
Hath  sent  you  a rare  tisb-head. 

Mercer.  It  comes  right ; all  things 
Suit  right  with  me  since  I began  to  love 
scholars!  [come. 

You  shall  have’t  home  with  you  against  she 
Carry  it  to  this  gentleman’s  house. 

Pandar . The  fair  [Mark's  Street, 

White  house,  at  the  further  corner  of  St. 
Make  haste ! I must  leave  you  too,  sir ; I 
have 

Two  hours  to  study.  Buy  a new  Accidence, 
Aud  ply  your  book,  and  you  shall  want 
nothing 

Tha*.  all  the  scholars  iu  the  town  can  do  for 
you!  [Exit. 

Mercer.  Heav’n  prosper  both  our  studies! 
What  a dull  slave  was  I before 
I fell  in  love  with  this  learning!  not  worthy 
To  tread  upon  the  earth;  and  what  fresh  hopes 
It  hath  put  into  me!  I do  hope,  within  this 
twelvemonth. 

To  be  able  by  art  to  serve  the  court  with  silks. 
And  not  undo  myself;  to  trust  knights,  aud 
Yet  get  in  my  money  again;  to  keep 
My  wife  brave,  and  yet  she  keep  nobody 
else  so. 

Enter  Valore  and  hazard  la. 

Your  lordship  is  most  honourably  welcome, 
In  regird  of  your  nobility;  but  most 
Especially  in  regard  of  your  scholarship. 

Did  your  lordship  couie  openly? 

Vat.  Sir,  this  cloak  [pect  me 

Keeps  me  private;  besides,  no  man  will  sus- 
To  be  in  the  company  of  this  gentleman ; 
With  whom  I will  desire  you  tobeacquainted: 
He  may  prove  a good  customer  to  you. 

J az.  For  plain  silks  and  velvets. 

Mercer.  Are  you  scbolastical  ? 

Laz.  Something  addicted  to  the  muses. 
Val.  I hope  they  will  not  dispute. 

Mercer.  You  have  no  skill  in  the  black  art  ? 

Enter  Prfnticc. 

Pren.  Sir,  vomler's  a gentleman  enquires 

For  count  Valore.  [hastily 

Val.  For  me  ? what  is  he?  Tiiiink. 

Pren.  One  of  your  followers,  my  lord,  I 
Val.  Let  him  come  in. 

Mercer.  Shall  I talk  with  you  in  private,  sir? 

Enter  Messenger  with  a Letter ; Valore  reads- 

Val.  4 Count,  come  to  the  court ; your 
business  calls  you  thither:’ 

I will  go.  Farewell,  sir!  1*11  see  your  silks 
Some  other  time.  Farewell,  L*uariUo! 

3 R Mercer. 
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Mercer.  Will  not  your  lordship  take  a 
With  me  ? [piece  of  beef 

Val.  Sir,  I have  greater  business 
Than  eating ; I’ll  leave  this  gentleman  with 
you.  [Exeunt  Valure  and  Mtmtnger. 
Las.  Now,  now,  now,  now35!  [me, 

Now  do  I feel  that  strange  struggling  within 
That  I think  I could  prophesy. 

Mercer.  The  gentleman 
Is  meditating. 

Las.  Hunger,  valour,  love, 

Ambition,  arc  alike  pleasing,  and, 

Let  our  philosophers  say  what  they  will, 

Arc  one  kind  of  heat ; only  hunger  is 
The  safest : ambition’s  apt  to  fall ; love 
And  vnlour  are  not  free  from  dangers  : only 
Hunger,  begotten  of  some  old  limber  courtier. 
In  paned  hose,  and  nurs'd  by  an  attorney’s 
wife, 

Is  now  so  thriven,  that  he  need  not  fear 
To  lie  of  the  Great  Turk’s  guard ; is  so  free 
From  all  quarrels  and  dangers, 

So  full  of  hopes,  joys,  and  ticklings,  that  my  life 
Is  not  so  dear  to  me  as  his  acquaintance. 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  tlie  fish-head  is  goue. 

Lag.  Then  be  [voire! 

Thou  henceforth  dum^,  with  thy  ill-boding 
Farewell,  Milan!  Farewell,  noble  duke! 
Farewell,  my  fellow-courtiers  all,  with  whom 
1 have  of  yore  made  many  a scrambling  meal 
In  corners,  behind  arrases,  on  stairs; 

And  in  the  action  oftentimes  have  spoil’d 
Our  doublets  and  our  hose  with  liquid  stuff! 
Farewell,  you  lusty  archers  of  the  guard. 

To  whom  I now  do  give  the  bucklers  up, 
And  never  more  with  any  of  your  coat 
Will  eat  for  wagers  ! now  you  happy  lie; 
When  this  shall  light  upon  you,  think  on 
me ! 

You  sewers,  carvers,  ushers  of  the  court, 
Sirnamed  gentle  for  your  fair  demean, 

Here  I do  take  of  you  my  last  farewell: 

May  you  stand  stilly  in^your  proper  piuces, 
And  execute  your  offices  aright! 

Farewell,  you  maidens,  with  your  mothers  eke, 


[Act  4.  9cene  1. 

Farewell,  you  courtly  chaplains  that  be  there ! 
All  good  attend  you ! may  you  never  more 
Marry  your  patron’s  lady’s  waiting-woman, 
But  may  you  raised  be  by  this  my  fail ! 

May  I^azarillo  suffer  for  you  all ! 

Mercer.  Sir,  I was  hearkning  to  you. 

Las.  I will  hear  nothing!  I will  break  mjr 
knife, 

The  ensign  of  my  former  happy  state, 

Knock  out  my  teeth,  have  them  hung  at  a 
And  enter  into  religion.  [barber’s, 

Bay.  Why,  sir,  1 think  . 

] know  whither  it  is  gone. 

1m  z.  See  the  rashness  [do 

Of  man  in  his  nature!  Whither,  whither?  I 
Unsay  all  that  I’ve  said ! Go  ou,  go  on, 
toy! 

I humble  myself,  and  follow  thee.  Farewell, 
sir!  [of  beef  with  me. 

Mercer.  Not  so,  sir;  you  shall  take  a piece 
J at.  I cannot  stay.  « 

Mercer.  By  my  fax,  but  you  shall,  sir! 

In  regard  of  your  love  to  learning,  anil  your 
In  the  black  art.  [skill 

1ms.  I do  hate  lonrning,  and  I have 
No  skill  in  thc'black ‘art : I would  I had! 

Mercer.  Why,  your  desire  is  sufficient  to 
You  shall  stay.  [me; 

Lax.  The  most  horrible  and 
Detested  curses  that  cun  be  imagin’d, 

Light  upon  all  the  professors  of  that  art! 
May  they  he  drunk,  and,  when  they  go  to 
conjure,  [rais’d 

Reel  i’th’ circle!  May  the  spirits  by  them 
Tear  ’em  in  pieces, 

And  hang  their  quarters  on  old  broken  walls 
And  steeple-tops! 

ilicrccr.  This  speech  of  yours  shews  you 
To  have  some  skill  i’th’ science;  wherefore, 
Civility,  I may  not  suffer  you  [in 

To  depart  empty. 

Las.  My  stomach  is  up; 

I can’t  endure  it!  I will  fight  in  this  quarrel, 
As  soon  as  for  my  prince.  Room ! make 
way ! [ Draws  hu  rapier. 

Hunger  commands;  my  valour  must  obey! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  r. 

Enter  Valor c and  Arrigo • 

Val.  TS  the  duke  private? 

Arr.  lie’s  alone ; but  I think 
Your  lordship  may  enter.  [ Exit  Val. 


Enter  Gondarino. 

Gond.  Who  is  with  the  duke?  [will 
Arr.  The  count  is  new  gone  in;  hut  the  duke 
Come  forth,  before  you  can  he  weary  of 
waiting. 


35  No,  no , no,  no;  sum.]  Former  editions.  This  meditation  of  Lnxarillo* a seems  de- 
signedly flung  in,  to  shew-  that  a man  inay  run  mad  with  the  passion  of  hunger  as  well  as  that 
of  love,  ambition,  tkc.  and  this  is  a key  to  LazariUd s character.  The  uiubrana’s  licad  is 
become  his  mistress,  and  he  is  rua  mad  with  the  thoughts  of  iu  Seourd. 

. . Gond, 
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Act  4.  Scene  1.] 

Gond.  1 will  attend  him  here. 

Arr.  I must  wait  w ithout  the  door.  [ Exit. 
Gond.  Doth  lie  hope  to  clear  his  sister ? 
She  will  come  [sent  her 

No  more  to  mv  house,  to  laugh  nt  me:  I've 
To  an  liuhitution,  where,  when  she  shall  be 
Seen,  it  will  set  a gloss  upon  her  name: 

Yet,  on  my  soul,  I have  bestow’d  her  amongst 
Ybe  purest- hearted  creatures  of  her  sex, 

And  the  freest  from  dissimulation ; for  their 
deeds 

Are  all  alike,  only  they  dare  speak 
What  the  rest  think.  The  women  of  this  age, 
(If  there  be  any  degrees  of  comparison 
Amongst  their  sex)  arc  worse  than  those  of 
former  times; 

For  I have  rend  of  women,  of  that  truth, 
Spirit,  and  constancy,  that,  were  they  now 
Living,  I should  endure  to  see  them  : but 
I fear  the  writers  of  the  time  belied  them ; 
For  how  familiar  a thing  is  it  with 
The  poets  of  our  age,  to  extol  their  whores 
(Which  they  call  mistrtMs)  with  heav’nly 
praises ! [brains. 

But,  I thank  their  furies,  and  their  craz’d 
Beyond  belief!  Nay,  how  many  that  would 
fain 

Seem  serious,  have  dedicated  grave  works 
To  ladies,  toothless,  hollow-ey’d,  their  hair 
shedding56,  [off, 

Purple-fac’d,  their  nails  apparently  coming 
And  the  bridges  of  their  noses  broken  down, 
And  have  call’d  them  the  choice  handy  works 
of  Nature,  [inent 

The  patterns  of  perfection,  and  .the  wonder* 
Of  women.  Our  women  begin  to  swarm 
Like  hees  in  summer:  as  I came  hither, 
There  was  no  pair  of  stairs,  no  entry,  no 
lobby. 

But  was  pestered  with  them : methinks 
There  might  be  some  course  taken  to  de- 
stroy them. 

Enter  Arrigo , and  an  old  deaf  Country  Gen- 
tlewoman, suitor  to  the  Duke. 

Arr.  I do  accept  your  money:  walk  here; 
and  when  [port unity 

The  duke  comes  out,  you  shall  have  lit  op- 
To  deliver  your  petition  to  him. 

Gentlew.  I thank  you  heartily. 

I pray  you  who’s  lie  that  walks  there? 

Arr.  A lord,  and  a soldier, 

One  in  good  favour  with  the  duke : if  you 
could  get  him 
To  deliver  your  petition — 

Gentlcw.  What  do  you  say,  sir? 

Arr.  If  you  could  get  him  to  deliver  your 
petition 

For  you,  or  to  second  you,  ’twere  sure. 
Gentlcw.  I hope 

I shall  live  to  requite  your  kindness. 

Arr.  You  have  already.  [£r»f. 


Gentlcw.  May  it  please  your  lordship— 
Gond.  No,  no. 

Gentlcw.  To  consider  tlie  estate — 

Gond.  No.  [tlewoman. 

Gentlcw.  Of  a poor  oppressed  country  gen- 
Gond.  No,  it  doth  not  please  my  lordship. 
Gentlcw.  First  uud  foremost,  I have  had 
great  injury ; [tunes. 

Then  I’ve  been  brought  uu  to  tlie  town  three 
Gond.  A pox  on  him  lliat  brought  thee  to 
the  town!  ' [heartily! 

Gentlew.  J thank  your  good  lordship 
Tho’  I cannot  hear  well,  ( know  it  grieves  you: 
And  here  we  have  been  delay’d,  and  sent 
down  again, 

And  fetch’d  up  again,  and  sent  down  again, 
To  my  great  charge ; and  now  at  last  they've 
fetch’d  me  up. 

And  five  of  my  daughters— 

Gond.  Enough  to  damn  five  worlds! 
Gentlcw.  Handsome  young  women,  tho’  I 
say  it : they 

Are  all  w ithout ; if  it  please  your  lordship. 

I’ll  call  them  in.  [should  I 

Gond.  Five  women!  how  many  of  my  senses 
Have  left  me  then  ? call  in  five  devils  first! 
No,  I will  rather  walk  with  thee  alone, 

And  hear  thy  tedious  tale  of  injury, 

And  give  thee  answers ; whisper  in  thine  ear, 
And  make  thee  understand  thro*  thy  French 
hood; 

And  all  this  with  tame  patience ! 

Gentlcw.  I see  [without; 

Your  lordship  does  believe  that  they  are 
And  I perceive  you  are  much  mov’d  ut  our 
injury: 

Here’s  a paper  will  tell  you  more. 

Gond.  Away ! [me  tell  it 

Gentlew . It  may  be  you  had  rather  hear 
Viv6  voce,  as  they  say. 

Gond.  Oh,  no,  no,  uo,  no  ! I have  heard 
it  before.  [injury. 

Gentlew.  Then  you  have  heard  of  enough 
For  n poor  gentlewoman  to  receive. 

Gond.  Never,  never;  bat  that  it  trouble* 
My  conscience  to  wish  any  good  to  these 
women, 

I could  afford  them  to  be  valiant  and  able, 
That  it  might  be  no  disgrace  for  a soldier 
To  beat  them. 

Gentlcw.  I hope 

Your  lordship  will  deliver  my  petition 
'1  o his  grace ; and  you  may  tell  him  witisal— 
Gond  What? 

I will  deliver  noy  tiling  against  myself, 

To  be  rid  on  thee.  [o’clock 

Gentlew.  That  yesterday  about  three 
I’  th’  afternoon,  I met  my  adversary. 

Gond.  Give  me  thy  paper ! he  can  abide 
no  long  tales.  [demanding  of  him— 

Gentlcw.  *Tis  very  short,  my  lord : and  I 
Gond.  I’ll  tell  him  tliat  shall  sen  e thy  turn* 


36  HvUou-cy  d their  hair  shedding .]  Seward  rends, 
lioliow-ey’d,  hair-iheddmg , 6fC. 

3 R S Gen  tine. 
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Gentletr.  How?  [begone! 

Gond.  I’ll  tell  him  that  shall serve  thy  turn: 
Man  never  cloth  remember  how  great 
His  offences  are,  'till  he  do  meet  with  one 
Of  you,  that  plagues  him  for  them.  Why 
should  women  only, 

Above  all  other  creatures  that  were  created 
For  the  benefit  of  man,  have  the  use  of  speech* 
Or  w hy  should  any  deed  of  theirs, 

Done  by  their  fleshly  appetites,  be  disuraceful 
To  their  owners?  Nay,  why  should  not  an 
act  done 

By  any  beast  I keep,  against  my  consent, 
Disparage  me  as  much  as  that  of  theiis  ? 
Gent  lev.  Here’s  some  few  angels  for  your 
lordship. 

Gond.  Again? 

Yet  more  torments? 

Gent  lew.  Indeed  you  shall  have  them. 
Gond.  Keep  off!  [ness. 

Gentler v.  A small  gratuity  for  your  kind- 
Gond.  Hold  away! 

Gcntlcw.  Why  then,  I thank  your  lordship! 
I’ll  gather  them  up  ugniu;  and  I'll  be  sworn 
It  is  the  first  money  that  was  refus’d 
Since  I came  to  tlve  court. 

Gond.  What  can  she  devise 
To  say  more? 

Gent  lev.  Truly  I would  have  willingly 
Parted  with  them  to  your  lordship. 

Gond.  I believe  it, 

I believe  it. 

Genllew.  But  since  it  is  thus — 

Gond.  More  yet? 

Gent/n v.  I will  attend  without,  and  ex- 
pect an  answer.  [and  have 

Gond.  Do;  begone,  and  thou  slum  expect. 
Any  thing;  thou  shall  have  thy  answer  from 
him: 

And  he  were  best  to  give  thee  a good  one 
At  first,  for  thy  deaf  importunity 
Will  conquer  him  too  in  the  end. 

Gentlew.  God  bless  your  lordship,  and  all 
that  favour 

Poor  distressed  country  gentlewomen  ! 

Gond.  All  the  diseases  of  man 
Light  upon  them  that  do,  and  upon  me 
W hen  I do  ! A week  of  such  days  would  ei- 
ther make  ine 

Stark-mad,  or  tame  me.  Yonder  other  woman, 
That  I’ve'  sure  enough,  shall  answer  for  thy 
sins.  [fear 

Dare  they  incense  me  still?  I’ll  make  them 
As  much  to  be  ignorant  of  me  and  my  moods, 
As  ro«n  are  to  be  ignorant  of  the  law 
They  live  under.  Who’s  there?  my  blood 
grew  cold  ! [duke. 

I began  to  fear  my  suitor’s  return.  It  is  the 

Enter  Duke  and  Vulure. 

Vol.  I know  her  chaste,  tho’  she  be  young 
and  free. 


[Act  4.  Scene  1 . 

And  is  not  of  that  forc’d  behaviour 
'1  hat  many  others  are;  and  that  this  lord. 
Out  of  the  boundless  malice  to  the  sex, 

Hath  thrown  this  scandal  on  her.  [will, 

Gond.  Fortune  befriended  me  against  my 
With  this  good  old  country  gentlewoman. — 
I beseech  your  grace  to  view  favourably 
The*  petition  of  u wrong’d  gentlewoman. 

Duke.  What,  Gondariuo,  are  you  become 
A petitioner  for  your  enemies? 

Gond.  My  lord,  they  are  no  enemies 
Of  mine : I confess,  the  better  to  cover 
M y deeds,  which  sometimes  were  loose  enough, 
I pretended  it  (as  ’tis  wisdom  to  keep 
Close  our  incontinence);  but  since  you  have 
Discover'd  me,  I will  no  more  put. on 
That  vizard,  but  will  as  freely  open 
All  my  thoughts  to  you,  ns  to  my  confessor. 
Duke.  What  say  you  to  this  ? 

Vat.  He  that  confesses  be  did  once  dis- 
semble, 

I’ll  never  trust  his  words:  can  you  imagine 
A maid,  whose  beauty  could  not  suffer  l»er 
To  live  this  long  untempted  by  the  noblest. 
Richest,  and  cuiining'st  masters  in  that  art, 
And  vet  hath  ever  held  a fair  repute. 

Could  m one  morning,  and  by  him,  be  brought 
To  forget  nil  her  virtue,  and  turn  whore? 
Gond.  I would  I had  some  other  talk  in 
hand, 

Than  to  accuse  a sister  to  her  brother : 

Nor  do  I mean  it  for  a public  scandal, 
Unless  by  urging  me  you  make  it  so. 

Duke.  I will  rend  this  at  better  leisure. 
Gondnrino,  where  is  the  lady? 

Val.  At  his  liouse. 

Gond.  No; 

She  is  departed  thence. 

Val.  V>  hither?  [cus’d, 

Gond.  Urge  it  not  thus ; or  let  me  be  ex- 
If  what  I speak  betray  her  chastity, 

And  botheucrense  my  sorrow,  and  your  own. 
Val.  Fear  me  not  so:  if  she  deserve  the 
fame  [lish’d. 

Which  she  hath  gotten,  I would  have  it  pub- 
Brand  her  tnysclf,  ami  whip  her  thro’tbe  city ! 
I wish  those  of  my  blood  that  do  offend. 
Should  be  more  strictly  punish’d  than  my  foes. 
Let  it  be  prov  d ! 

Duke.  Gondadno,  thou  shalt 
Prove  it,  or  sutler  worse  than  she  should  do. 
Gond.  Then  pardon  me,  if  I betray  the 
faults 

Of  one  I love  more  dearly  than  myself, 

Since,  opening  hers,  I shall  betray  mine  own  : 
But  I will  bring  you  where  she  now  intends 
Not  to  be  virtuous.  Pride  and  wantonness, 
That  are  true  friends  in  deed17,  tho’  not  in 
show,  [bathe. 

Have  enter’d  on  her  heart;  there  she  doth 
And  sleek  her  hair,  and  practise  cunning 
looks, 

To  entertain  me  with;  and  hath  her  thoughts 
Skzcard. 


37  That  are  true  friends  indoed.]  Former  editions. 
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Act  4.  Scene  4.] 


As  full  of  lust,  as  ever  you  did  think 
Them  full  of  modesty. 

Duiie.  Gondarino,  lead  on;  we’ll  follow 
thee.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IT. 

Enter  Pandar. 

Pander.  Here  hope  I to  meet  my  citizen, 
and  here 

Hopes  he  to  meet  his  scholar : I am  sure 
I am  grave  enough  to  his  eyes,  and  knave 
enough 

To  deceive  him : I nm  believ’d  to  conjure, 
Raise  storms  and  devils,  by  whose  power  I 
can 

Do  wonders:  let  him  believe  so  still;  belief 
Hurts  no  man.  I have  an  honest  black  cloak 
for 

My  knavery,  and  a general  pardon  for 
Ills  foolery,  from  this  present  day,  ’till 
The  day  of  his  breaking.  Is’t  not  a misery. 
And  the  greatest  of  our  age,  to  see  a hand- 
some, 

Young,  fair-enough,  and  well-mounted  wench, 
Humble  herself  in  an  old  stammel  petticoat, 
Standing  possess’d  of  no  more  fringe  than 
The  street  can  allow  her;  her  upper  parts  so 
poor 

And  wanting,  that  you  may  see  her  bones 
thro’  her  bodice ; 

Shoes  she  would  have,  if  her  captain  were 
coroe  over, 

And  is  content  the  while  to  devote  herself 
To  ancient  slippers.  These  premises  well 
Consider’d,  gentlemen,  will  move;  thcyimke 
Me  melt,  I promise  you, they  stir  me  much; 
And  were  it  not  for  my  smooth,  soft,  silken 
citizen, 

I’d  quit  this  transitory  trade,  get  me 
An  everlasting  robe,  sear  up  my  conscience, 


And  turn  sergeant.  But  here  he  comes  is 
mine ; 

As  good  as  prize : sir  Pandams,  be  my  speed! 
You  are  most  fitly  met,  sir. 

v Enter  Mercer. 

Mercer.  Aud  you  as  well  encounter’d. 
What  of  this  lieir?  Have  your  books  been 
propitious?  [my  house: 

Pandur.  Sir  ’tis  done!  She's  come, she’s  in 
Muke  yourself  apt  for  courtship,  stroke  up 
your  stockings,  [atn  sure 

Ix)se  not  uu  inch  of  your  legs’  goodness;  I 
You  wear  socks. 

Mercer.  There  your  books  fail  you,  sir; 

In  truth  1 wear  no  socks. 

1 Pandar.  1 would  you  had,  sir ! [on 

It  were  tlie  sweeter  grace  for  your  legs.  Get 
Your  gloves;  are  they  perfum’d18? 

Mercer.  A pretty  wash, 

I will  assure  you. 

Pandar.  Twill  serve.  Your  offers  must 
Be  full  of  bounty 3y;  velvets  to  furni&h  a 
gowi).  silks 

For  petticoats  and  foreparts,  shag  for  lining; 
Forget  not  some  pretty  jewel,  to  fasten  after 
Some  little  compliment!  if  she  deny  this 
courtesy, 

Double  your  bounties;  be  not  wanting  in 
abundance : 

Fullness  ol  gifts, link’d  with  a pleasing  tongue. 
Will  win  an  anchorite.  Sir,  you  are  my  friend. 
And  friend  to  all  that  profess  good  letters; 

I must  not  use  this  ottice  else ; it  fits  not 
For  a scholar,  aud  a gentleman.  Those  stock- 
Are  of  Naples;  they  are  silk?  [ings 

Alercer.  You  ure  again 
Beside  your  text,  sir;  they  arc  of  the  best  of 
wool. 

And  tliey’re  clyped  jersey40. 


31  Your  gloves;  are  they  perfum’d?]  In  the  Winter’s  Tale,  act  iv.  scene  3,  Autolycus  men- 
tions 4 Gloves  ns  sweet  as  damask  roses;*  and  Mopsa  also  speaks  of  meet  gloves.  Mr.  War- 
ton,  in  a note,  says,  * Stowe's  Contiiiuutorf  Edmund  Howes,  informs  us,  that  the  English  could 
‘ not  * make  any  costly  wash  or  perfume,  until  about  the  fourteenth  or  fifteenth  of  tliequeene 
44  [Elizabeth],  the  right  honourable  Edward  Vere  earle  of  Oxford  came  from  Italy,  and 
44  brought  with  him  gloves,  sweet  bngges,  a perfumed  leather  jerkin,  and  other  pleasant 
44  thinges:  and  that  yeare  the  queenc  had  a pnyre  o {perfumed  gloves  trimmed  onlie  with 
44  foure  tuftes,  or  roses,  of  cullered  silke.  1 he  queene  took  such  ple.isure  in  those  gloves, 
44  that  shee  was  pictured  with  those  gloves  upon  her  hands:  and  for  many  veers  after  it  was 
44  called  the  cr/e  of  Oxforde's  perfume .”  The  same  learned  gentleman  also  informs  us,  in  tlie 
Appendix  to  Shakespeare,  rliat  4 In  the  computus  of  the  bursars  of  Trinity-college,  Oxford, 
4 for  the  year  1631,  the  following  article  occurs, 4 Solut  pro  fumigundis  chirothecis.'  Gloves 
4 make  a constant  and  considerable  article  of  expence  in  the  earlier  accoinpt-books  of  the 
4 college  here  mentioned;  and  without  doubt  in  those  of  many  other  societies.  They  were 
4 annually  given  (a  custom  still  subsisting)  to  the  college-tenants,  and  often  presented  to 
4 guests  of  distinction.  But  it  appears  (at  least,  from  accompts  of  the  said  college  in  pre- 
* ceding  vears)  that  the  practice  of  perfuming  gloves  for  this  purpose  was  fallen  into  disuse 
4 soon  after  the  reign  of  Charles  the  First.’  R. 

29 Your  ojftcrs  must 

Be  full  of  bounty,  So  Shakespeare,  in  the  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona; 

4 Win  her  with  gifts,  if  she  respect  not  words; 

4 Dumb  jewels,  often  in  their  silent  kind, 

4 More  than  quick  words,  do  move  a woman’s  mind.*  R. 

4C  And  they  clyped  Jersey. J Seward  reads,  and  they’re  clippld  Jersey.  We  restore  the 

word 
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Pandar.  Sure  they  are  very  dear?  [ing! 
Mercer.  Nine  shillings, hjr  my  love  to  learii- 
Pandar.  Pardon  my  judgment; 

We  scholars  use  no  other  objects  hut  our 
books.  [that  grave  breast, 

Mercer.  There  is  one  thiug  entomb’d  in 
That  makes  me  equally  admire  it  with 
Your  scholarship. 

Pandar.  Sir,  but  that  in  modesty  I’m  bound 
Not  to  affect  mine  own  commendation, 

I would  euquire  it  of  you. 

Mercer.  Sure  you  are  very  honest ; 

And  yet  you  have  a kind  of  modest  fear 
To  shew”  it : do  not  deny  it ; that  face  of 
yours  is 

A worthy,  learned,  modest  face. 

Pandar.  Sir,  I can  blush. 

Mercer.  Virtue  and  grace  are  always  pair'd 
together:  [now 

But  I will  leave  to  stir  your  blood,  sir ; and 
To  our  business ! 

Pandar.  Forget  not  my  instructions. 
Mercer.  I apprehend  you,  sir ; I will  ga- 
ther 

Myself  together  with  my  best  phrases,  and  so 
I shall  discourse  in  some  sort  takingly. 
Pandar.  This  was  well  worded,  sir,  and 
like  a scholar.  [tents 

Mercer.  The  rouses  favour  me,  ns  my  in- 
Are  virtuous!  Sir,  you  shall  be  my  tutor; 

Tis  never  too  late, sir,  to  love  learning.  When 
I can  once  speak  true  Latin — 

Pandar.  What  do  you  intend,  sir? 

Mercer.  Marry,  I'll  then 
Beggarall  your  bawdy  writers,  and  undertake, 
At  the  peril  of  my  own  invention. 

All  pageants,  poesies  for  chimnics,  speeches 
For  the  duke’s  entertainment,  whensoever 
And  whatsoever;  tiny,  1 will  build. 

At  mine  own  chsrge,  an  hospital,  to  which 
shnll  retire 

All  diseas’d  opinions,  all  broken  poets, 

All  prose-men  that  are  fnllen  from  small 
sense  [a  lawyer. 

To  mere  letters;  and  it  shall  be  lawful  for 
If  he  be  a civil  man,  tho’  he  have  undone 
Others  and  himself  by  the  language,  to  retire 
To  this  poor  life,  and  learn  to  be  honest. 
Pandar.  Sir,  you  are  very  good,  and  very 
charitable; 

Yon  are  a true  pattern  for  the  city,  sir! 
Mercer.  Sir,  I do  know  sufficiently,  their 
shop-books 

Cannot  save  them ; there  is  a further  end — 
Pandur.  Oh,  sir,  much  may  be  done  by 
manuscript. 

M,  rcer.  I do  confess  it,  sir,  provided  still 
They  be  canonical,  and  have  some 


[Act  4.  Scene  5* 

Worthy  hands  set  to  'em  for  probation. 

But  we  forget  ourselves. 

Pandur . .Sir,  enter  when  [tongue! 

You  please,  and  all  good  language  tip  your 
Mercer.  All  that  love  learning,  pray  for 
my  good  success!  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  iMzarillo  and  Boy. 

Lnz.  Boy,  whereabouts  are  wc  ? 

Boy.  Sir,  by  all  tokens,  tliis  is  the  house ; 
Bawdy,  I’m  sure,  because  of  the  broken  wiu* 
dows. 

The  fish-head  is  within;  if  you  dare  venture, 
Here  you  may  surprize  it. 

Imz.  The  misery  of  man 
May  fitly  be  compared  to  a didapper. 

Who,  when  she’s  under  water,  past  our  sight. 
And  indeed  can  seem  no  more  to  us,  rise* 
again, 

Shakes  but  herself,  and  is  the  same  she  was; 
So  is  it  still  with  transitory  man  : [mighty. 

This  duy,  oh,  but  an  hour  since,  and  I was 
Mighty  in  knowledge,  mighty  in  my  hopes, 
Mighty  in  blessed  means,  and  was 
So  truly  happy,  that  I durst  have  said, 

1 Live,  Lazarillo,  and  be  satisfied!* 

But  now— 

Boy.  Sir,  you  are  yet  afloat. 

And  may  recover;  be  not  your  own  wreck! 
Here  lies  the  harbour ; go  in,  and  ride  at  ease! 

Luz.  Boy,  I’in  receiv’d  to  be  a gentleman, 
A courtier,  and  a man  of  action, 

Modest,  and  wise;  and,  be  it  spoken  with 
Thy  reverence41,  child,  abounding  virtuous; 
And  wouldst  thou  have  a man  of  these  choice 
habits. 

Covet  the  cover  of  a bawdy  house  ? 

Yet,  if  I go  not  in,  I am  but— 

Boy.  But  what,  sir?  [unsatisfied, 

Imz.  Dust,  bay,  hut  dust ; and  my  soul, 
Shall  haunt  the  keepers  of  my  blessed  saint. 
And  I'll  appeur. 

Boy.  An  ass  to  all  men.-- Sir, 

These  arc  no  means  to  stay  your  appetite  ; 
You  must  resolve  to  enter. 

Lcz.  Were  not  the  house 
Subject  to  martial  law — 

Boy.  If  that  be  all,  sir,  [here 

You  may  enter,  for  you  can  know  nothiug 
That  the  court's  ignorant  of;  only  the  more 
eyes 

Shall  look  upon  you,  for  there  they  wink 
One  at  another's  faults. 

Imz.  If  I do  not— 

Boy.  Then  you  must  beat  fairly  back  again, 
Fall  to  your  physical  mess  of  porridge,  and 
The  twice-sack  cl  carcase  of  a capon;  Fortune 


word  clypedt  and  understand  it  to  mean  called.  It  is  variously  spelt  in  different  authors: 
Sometimes  a y precedes  it,  to  lengthen  it  a syllable;  as  in  Milton’s  IS  Allegro; 

‘ But  come,  thou  goddess,  fair  and  free, 

‘ In  Heav’n  ycleau’d  Euphrosyne.*  R. 

41  JTi/A  thy  reverence.]  Sewara  omits  thy.  We  think  it  should  be  retained,  alluding  to 
maxima  debetur  puebis  rtverentia. 
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May  favour  you  so  much,  to  send  the  bread 
to  it; 

Rut  it  is  a mere  venture,  and  money  may 
Be  put  out  upon  it. 

Lax.  I will  go  in  and  live;  [myself 

Pretend  some  love  to  the  gentlewoman,  screw 
la  affection,  and  so  be  satisfied. 

Pandar.  This  fly 

Is  caught,  is  mesh'd  already ; I will  suck  him. 
And  lay  him  by.  [means; 

Boy.  Muffle  yourself  in  your  cloak,  by  any 
T»s  a receiv'd  thing  among  gallants,  to  walk 
To  their  lechery  as  tho’  they  had  the  rheum. 
ri'was  well  you  brought  not  your  horse. 

La z.  Why,  boy  ? [gem try, 

Boy.  Faith,  sir,  it  is  the  fashion  of  our 
To  have  their  horses  wait  at  door  like  men, 
While  the  beasts  their  masters  are  within  at 
rack 

And  manger ; ’twould  have  discover'd  much. 
Laz.  I will  lay  hy  these  habits,  forms,  nud 
grave 

Respects  of  what  I am,  and  be  myself4*: 
Only  my  appetite,  my  fire,  my  soul, 

My  being,  my  dear  appetite,  shall  go  * 

Along  with  me;  ann  d with  whose  strength 
I fearless  will  attempt  the  greatest  danger 
Dare  oppose  my  fury.  I am  resolv’d, 
Wherever  that  thou  art,  most  sacred  dish, 
Hid  from  unhallow’d  eyes,  to  find  thee  out! 
Be’st  thou  in  hell,  by  rnp’t  Proserpina45, 

To  be  a rival  in  black  Pluto’s  love; 

Or  mov’st  thou  in  the  heav’ns,  a form  divine, 
Lashing  the  lazy  spheres ; or  if  thou  be’st 
Return’d  to  thy  first  being,  thy  mother  sea. 
There  will  I seek  thee  forth:  earth,  air,  nor 
fire, 

Nor  the  black  shades  below  shall  bar  my  sight, 
So  daring  is  mv  powerful  appetite  ! 

Boy.  Sir,  you  may  save  this  long  voyage, 
and  take 


A shorter  cut : you  have  forgot  yourself ; 
The  fish-head’s  here;  your  own  imaginations 
Have  made  you  mad. 

Lax.  Term  it  a jealous  fury,  good  my  boy! 
Boy.  Faith,  sir,  term  it  what  you  will,  you 
must  use 

Other  terms  before  you  can  get  it. 

Lux.  The  looks  oi  my  sweet  love  are  fair44, 
Fresh  and  feeding  as  the  air ! 

Boy . Sir,  you  forget  yourself. 

Luz.  Was  never  seen  so  rare  a head, 

Of  any  fish,  alive  or  dead  ! 

Boy.  Good  sir,  remember ! this  is  the  house, 
sir. 

Luz.  Cursed  be  he  that  dare  not  venture — 
Boy.  Pity  yourself,  sir,  and  leave  this  fury. 
Lax.  For  such  a prize ! and  so  I enter. 

[Exeunt  Laz.  and  Boy . 
Pandar.  Dun's  iw  mire;  get  out  again, 
how  he  can : [more 

My  honest  gallant,  I’ll  shew  you  one  trick 
Than  e’er  the  fool  your  father  d ream’d  of  yet. 
Madona  Julia! 

Enter  Julia. 

Julia . What  news,  mv  sweet  rogue? 

My  dear  sins’  broker,  what  good  news? 
Pandar.  There  is 

A kind  of  ignorant  thing,  much  like 
A courtier,  now  gone  in. 

Julia.  Is  a’ gallant? 

Pandar.  lie  shines  not  very  gloriously, 
Nor  does  he  wear  one  skin  pernnn’d  to  keep 
The  otlier  sweet ; his  coat  is  not  in  or, 

Nor  does  the  world  yet  run  on  wheels  with 
him;  [lows  him, 

He’s  rich  enough,  and  lias  a small  tiling  fol- 
Like  to  a boat  ued  to  a tall  ship’s  tail. 

Give  him  entertainment ; be  light  and  flash- 

Like  a meteor;  hug  him  about  the  nock, 


**  And  grave  respects  of  what  / am,  and  be  myself !]  Seward  says,  * How  could  L'lzarillo 
‘change  himself  in  all  outward  respects,  and  yet  continue 'to  be  himself,  and  then  again 
‘ except  his  appetite,  which  should  stay  with  him?  The  I)u he  below,  when  disguised,  says, 
1 Were  not  ourselves  ; but  without  this  confirmation,  'iwas  evident  at  first  sight  that  a nega- 
tive was  omitted.’  lie  therefore  rends,  And  be  so  more  myself.  We  apprehend  this  addi- 
tion to  be  unnecessary,  and  to  pervert  the  sense.  LuzariUo  says,  * lie  will  lay  by  outward 

* forms,  which  are  no  part  of  himself,  and  carry  w ith  him  only  ins  passions,  soul,  and  being, 

* which  are  his  very  self.  In  short,  I will  lay  by  these  forms,  and  be  myself.' 

45  Rap’t  by  Proserpina .]  We  apprehend  every  reader  will  see  the  necessity  of  the  trans- 
position here  made. 

44  The  looks  of  my  sweet  love  are  fair .]  Mr.  Syrapson  asks  what  means  this  stuff?  I was 
much  surprized  at  the  question,  as  it  had  always  struck  me  as  one  of  the  most  laughable 
burlesques  in  the  whole  play.  Lnxarillo,  as  I have  often  mentioned,  being  evidently  in  Ibve 
with  his  umbrana,  every  where  addresses  it  as  his  mistress,  in  a high  banter  upon  all  the 
warm  and  poetic  flights  of  lovers,  and  indeed  of  all  sublime  writing  in  poetry:  and  as  he 
generally  assumes  the  tragic  and  epic  stile  here,  like  the  change  of  the  measure  in  the  strophe 
and  antislrophe  of  the  Greeks,  he  breaks  out  into  the  lyric,  begins  it  with  high  rapture,  but 
ends  with  such  inimitable  drollery,  that  I can  scarce  write  m v note  for  laughing  at  it.  Seward. 

Seward’s  risibility  seems  rather  extravagant;  but  he  very  properly  vindicates  our  authors 
from  die  contempt  of  Symptom:  yet  he  does  not  seem  to  have  conceived  what  we  appre- 
hend to  be  the  case,  that  when  Lasarillo  * breaks  out  into  the  lyric,*  he  recites,  or  closely 
parodies,  some  well-known  old  English  ballad,  without  at  all  adverting  to  * the  strophe  and 
4 autistropbe  of  the  Greeks.’ 

Give 
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Give  him  a kiss,  and  lisping  cry,  * Good  sir  !* 
And  he’s  thine  own,  as  fast  as  he  were  tied 
To  thine  arms  by  indenture. 

Julia.  I dare  do  more 
Than  this,  if  he  b<*  of  the  true  court  cut; 

Til  take  him  out  a lesson  worth  the  learning: 
But  we  arc  but  their  apes.  What  is  he  worth? 
Pandar.  Be  he  rich  or  poor,  if  he  will  take 
thee  with  him,  [stables  and  marshals. 
Thou  may’st  use  thy  trade,  free  from  cou- 
Who  hath  been  here  since  I went  out? 

Julia.  There  is 

A gentlewoman  sent  hither  by  a lord : 

Shes  a piece  of  dainty  stulT,  my  rogue; 
Smooth  and  soft  as  new  sattin; 

She  was  ne’er  gunun’d  yet,  boy,  nor  fretted. 
Pandar.  Where  lies  she  ? 

Julia.  She  lies  above,  towurds  the  street; 
Not  to  be  spoke  with,  but  by  the  lord  that 
sent  her,  [his  servants. 

Or  some  from  him,  we  have  in  charge  from 

Enter  Lazarillu. 

Pandar.  Peace!  he  comes  out  again  upon 
discovery : 

Up  with  all  your  canvas,  hale  him  in  ! 

And,  when  thou  hast  done,  clap  him  aboard 
My  valiant  pinnace  ! [bravely, 

Julia.  Be  gone  ! I shall  do  reason  with  him. 
Laz.  Are  you  the  special  beauty  of  this 
bouse? 

Julia.  Sir,  you  have  given  it  a more  special 
Regard  by  your  good  language,  than  these 
Black  brows  can  merit. 

Laz.  Lady,  you  arc  fair.  [means 

Julia.  Fair,  sir?  I thank  you!  all  the  poor 
I’ve  left  to  be  thought  grateful,  is  but 
A kiss,  and  you  shall  have  it,  sir. 

Jmz.  You  have 
A very  moving  lip. 

Julia.  Prove  it  again,  sir; 

It  may  be  your  sense  was  set  too  high,  and  so 
O'cr-wrouglit  itself. 

Jmz.  Tis  still  the  same.  How  far 
Mb  y you  hold  the  time  to  be  spent,  lady? 
Julia.  Four  o’clock,  sir. 

Laz.  I have  not  eat  to-day.  [your  supper; 
Julia.  You  will  have  the  better  stomach  to 
.Jn  the  mean  time,  IT1  feed  you  with  delight. 
Laz.  Tis  uot  so  good  upon  an  empty  sto- 
mach : 

If  it  might  be  without  the  trouble  of 
Your  house.  I'd  eat. 

Julia.  Sir,  we  can  have 
A capon  ready. 

1ml.  The  d iy? 

Julia.  M is  Friday,  sir. 


[Act  4.  SceneS. 

Jmz.  I do  eat  little  flesh  upon  these  days. 
Julia.  Come,  sweet,  you  slmli  not  tliink  on 
meat; 

I’ll  drown  it  with  a better  appetite.  [eat. 
Laz.  I feel  it  work  more  strangely;  I must 
Julia.  Tis  now  too  late  to  send : I say  you 
shall 

Not  think  on  meat;  if  you  do,  by  this  kiss, 
I’ll  he  angry. 

Jmz.  1 could  be  far  more  sprightful, 

Had  I eaten,  and  more  lasting.  [the  fish, 
Juliu.  Wlmt will  you  have,  sir?  Name  but 
My  maid  shall  bring  it,  if  it  may  be  got. 
Jmz.  Methinks  your  house  should  not  be 
so  unfurnish'd, 

As  not  to  have  some  pretty  modicum. 

Julia.  It  is  so  now:  but,  could  you  stay 
till  supper — 

Imz.  Sure  I haveofiended  highly,  and  much, 
And  my  inflictions  make  it  manifest! 

I will  retire  henceforth,  aud  keep  my  ch&iubei. 
Live  privately,  uud  die  forgotten. 

Julia.  Sir,  I must  crave  your  pardon ! I’d 
forgot  myself: 

I have  a dish  of  meat  w ithin,  and  'tis  fish : 

I tliink  this  dukedom  holds  nut  a daintier; 
Tis  an  umbrana's  heud. 

lutz.  Lady,  this  kiss 
Is  vours,  and  this. 

Juliu.  llo!  within  there!  cover  the  board, 
Aud  set  the  fish-bead  oil  it. 

Laz.  Now  am  I 

So  truly  happy,  so  much  above  all  fate 
And  fortune,  that  I should  despise  that  man 
Durst  say  4 Remember,  Lazurillo,  thou  art 
* mortal!' 

Enter  Intelligencers  with  a Guard. 

2 hit.  This  is  the  villain : lay  hands  on  him ! 
Imz.  Gentlemen, 

Why  am  1 thus  entreated  r What  is  the  nature 
Of  my  crime? 

2 lnt.  Sir,  tho*  you  have  carried  it 
A great  while  privately,  aud  (as  you  think) 
well,  [thee, 

Y’ct  we  have  seen  you,  sir,  and  we  do  know 
Lararillo,  for  a traitor! 

Laz.  The  gods 
Defend  our  duke. 

2 lnt.  Amen!  Sir,  sir,  this  cannot 
Save  that  stifl'  neck  from  the  halter. 

Julia.  Gentlemen, 

Tin  glad  you  have  discover'd  him  : he  should 
not 

I lave  eaten  under  my  roof,  for  t weuty  pounds ; 
And  surely  1 did  not  like  him  when  he  call'd 
For  fish44’. 

Imz. 


4*  When  he  call'd  for  fish.]  In  King  Lear,  one  of  Kent’s  articles  of  self-recommendation 
that  lie  eats  no  fish:  the  following  explanation  is  there  given  by  Warburton.  4 In  queen 
l lizubetb's  lime  the  papists  were  esteemed,  and  with  good  reason,  enemies  to  the  govern- 
ment. Hence  the  proverbial  phrase  of,  he's  an  honest  man , and  eats  no  fish;  to  signify  lies 
n friend  to  the  government  and  u protestant.  The  eating  fish,  on  a religious  account, 
being  then  esteemed  sucli  a badge  of  popery,  that  wlieu  it  was  enjoined  for  a season  by  act 
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Act  4.  Scene  3.j 

Lot.  My  friends,  will  ye  let  me  have 
That  little  favour — 

1 Int.  Sir,  you  shall  have  law, 

And  nothing  else. 

Laz.  To  let  me  stay  the  eating  of 
A bit  or  two ; for  I protest  I am  yet  fasting. 
Julia.  I'll  have  no  traitor  come  within  my 
house. 

Laz.  Now  could  I wish  myself  I had  been 
Traitor!  I have  strength  enough  for  to  eu- 
dure  it. 

Had  I but  patience.  Man,  thou  art  hut  crass, 
Thou  art  a bubble,  and  thou  must  perish. 
Then  lead  along ; I am  prepar’d  for  all : 
Since  I have  lost  ray  hopes,  welcome  my  fall ! 
it  Int.  Away,  sir! 

Laz.  As  thou  hast  hope  of  man, 

Stay  but  this  dish  this  two  hours;  I doubt  not 
But  I shall  he  discharged  : by  this  light, 

I will  marry  thee ! 

Julia.  You  shall  innrry  me  first  then. 

Laz.  I do  contract  myself  unto  thee  now, 
Before  these  gentlemen. 

Julia.  I will  preserve  it 
Till  you  be  bang’d  or  quitted. 

J^tz.  Thanks,  thanks!  [at  the  gallows. 

2 Int.  Away,  away!  you  shall  thank  her 
Laz.  Adieu,  adieu! 

[Ere.  T.az.  Int.  and  Guard. 
Julia.  If  lie  live,  I will  have  him ; 

If  he  be  bang’d,  there  is  no  loss  in  it.  [FLriV. 

Oriuna  and  her  Wait i tig-woman,  looking  out 
ut  a Wimlo: v. 

Ori.  Hast  thou  provided  one  to  bear  my 
To  ray  brother?  [letter 

Wait . I’ve  enquir'd ; 

But  they  of  the  house  will  suffer  no  letter 
N or  message  to  be  carried  from  you,  but  such 
As  the  lord  Gondarino  shall  be  acquainted 
with : 

Truly,  madam,  I suspect  the  house  to  be 
No  better  than  it  should  be. 

Ori.  What  dost  thou  doubt  ? 

Wait,  Faith,  I am  loth  to  tell  it,  madam. 
Ori.  Out  with  it! 

Tis  not  true  modesty  to  fear  to  speak 
That  thou  do*t  think. 

Wait.  I think  it  be  one  of 
These  same  bawdy-house«. 

Ori.  Tis  no  matter,  wench ; 

We  arc  warm  m it ; keep  thou  thy  mind  pure. 
And,  upon  my  word,  that  name  will  do  thee 
no  hurt: 

I cannot  farce  myself  yet  to  fear  any  thing. 
When  I do  get  out,  I’ll  have  another  en- 
counter 
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With  my  Woman-Hater.  Here  will  I sit : 

I may  get  sight  of  some  of  my  friends ; it 
must 

Needs  be  a comfort  to  them  to  see  me  here. 
Enter  Duke,  Gondarino,  Va lore,  and  Arrigo. 
Gond.  Are  we  all  sufficiently  disguis’d? 
for  this  house 

Where  she  attends  me,  is  not  to  be  visited 
In  our  own  shapes. 

Duke.  We  are  not  ourselves.  [yet 

Arr.  I knot*  the  house  to  be  sinful  enough; 
I have  been,  heretofore, 

And  durst  now,  but  tor  discovering  of  you. 
Appear  here  in  my  own  likeness. 

Duke.  W here  is  Lucio  ? [monwealth 
Arr.  My  lord,  he  said  theaffitirsof  thecoin- 
Would  not  suller  him  to  attend  always. 
Duke.  Some  great  ones,  questionless,  that 
he  will  handle. 

Vul.  Come,  let  us  enter. 

Gond.  See,  how  fortune  [men! 

Strives  to  revenge  my  quarrel  upon  these  wo- 
She’s  in  the  window ; were  it  not  to  undo  la  r* 
I should  not  look  upon  her. 

Duke.  Lead  us,  Gondarino!  [my  shame, 
Gond.  Stay;  since  you  force  me  to  display 
Look  there!  and  you,  my  lord!  know  you 
Duke.  Tis  she.  [that  face  ? 

Vul.  It  is.  [was 

Gond.  ’Tis  she,  whose  greatest  virtue  ever 
Dissimulation ; she  that  still  hath  strove 
Mon?  to  sin  cunningly,  than  to  avoid  it; 

She  that  hath  ever  sought  to  be  accounted 
Most  virtuous,  when  she  did  deserve  most 
scandal ; 

Tis  she  that  itches  now,  and,  in  the  height 
Of  her  intemperate  thoughts,  with  greedy 
eyes 

Expects  my  coming  to  allay  her  lust.  . 
Leave  her!  forget  she  is  thy  sister! 

Vul.  Stay,  stay ! 

Duke.  I am 

As  full  of  this  as  thou  can?t  be:  the  memory 
Of  this  will  easily  hereafter  stay  [woman. 
My  loose  and  wand’rmg  thoughts  from  any 
VaL  This  will  not  down  with  me ; I dam 
This  fellow.  [not  trust 

Duke.  Leave  her  here!  That  only  shall  be 
Her  punishmeut,  never  to  be  fetch'd  from 
hence ; 

But  let  her  use  her  trade  to  get  her  living. 
Vat.  Slav,  good  my  lord!  1 do  believe  all 
this, 

As  great  men  as  I have  had  known  whores 
To  their  sisters,  and  have  laugh’d  at  it.  I 
would  fain  hear 


* of  parliament,  for  the  encouragement  of  the  fish-towns,  it  was  thought  necessary  to  de- 
4 dare  the  reason ; hence  it  was  called  Cecil's  Just.  To  this  disgraceful  badge  of  popery 
‘ Fletcher  alludes  in  his  Woman-Hater,  who  makes  the  courtezan  say,  when  Luiarilto,  in 

* search  of  the  umbrana’s  head,  was  seized  at  her  house  by  the  intelligencers  for  a traitor; 
u Gentlemen,  I am  glad  you  have  discovered  him.  He  should  not  have  eaten  under  my 
“ roof  for  twenty  pounds.  And  sure  I did  not  like  him,  when  he  called  for  fith”  And 
AInrston’s  Dutch  Courtezaa  ; * I trust  I am  none  of  the.  w?cked  that  cat  fuh  a Frydjy.’ 

VOL.  HI.  3 a How 
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How  she  talks,  since  the  grew  thus  light  swill 
your  grace  make  him 
Shew  himself  to  her,  as  if  he  were  now 
Come  to  satisfy  her  longing?  whilst  we, 
Unseen  of  her,  oerhear  her  wan  ton  ness.  * 
Let's  make  our  best  of  it  now;  we  shall  have 
Good  mirth. 

Duke.  Do  it,  Gondarino. 

Gond.  I must: 

Fortune,  assist  me  but  this  once! 
fW.  Here  we 

Shall  stand  unseen,  anil  near  enough. 

Gond Madam!  Oriana! 

Ori.  Who's  that  ? Oh!  my  lord! 

Gonrf.  Shall  I come  up?  [down? 

Ori.  Oh,  you  are  merry;  shall  I come 
Gond.  It  is  better  there.  [made 

Ori.  What’s  the  confession  of  the  lie  you 
To  the  duke,  which  I scarce  believe 
Yet  you  had  impudence  enough  to  do  ? 

Did  it  not  gain  you  so  much  faith  with  me, 
As  that  I was  willing  to  be  nt  [cover’d 
Your  lordship’s  bestowing,  'till  von  had  re- 
My  credit,  and  confess’d  yourself  a liar. 


[Act  5.  Scene  1. 

As  you  pretended  to  do?  I confess 
I began  to  fear  you,  and  desir’d  to  be 
Out  of  your  house;  but  your  own  followers 
Forced  me  hither. 

Gond.  It  is  well  suspected  ; [us! 

Dissemble  still,  fur  there  are  some  may  hear 
Ori.  More  tricks  yet,  my  lord?  What 
house 

This  is  I know  not ; I only  know  myself ; 
Twere  a great  conquest,  if  you  could  fasten 
A scandal  upon  me.  Faith,  my  lord,  give 
To  write  to  my  brother!  [me  leave 

Duke.  Come  down ! 

Vnl.  Come  down ! 

Arr.  If  it  please  your  grace. 

There  is  a back-door. 

Val.  Come,  meet  us  there  then. 

Duke.  It  seems  you  arc  acquainted  with 
Arr.  I have  been  in  it.  [the  bouse. 

Gond.  She  saw  you,  and  dissembled. 
Duke.  Sir,  wc  shall  know  that  better. 
Gond.  Bring  rne  unto  her! 

If  I prove  her  not  to  be  a strumpet. 

Let  me  be  contemn'd  of  all  her  sex ! [ Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


' SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lucia. 

Jjtcio.  "VT OW  whilst  the  young  duke  fol- 
lows  his  delights, 

“We  that  do  mean  to  practise  in  the  state, 
Must  pick  our  times,  and  set  our  faces  in. 
And  nod  our  heads,  as  it  may  prove  most  fit 
For  the  main  good  of  the  dear  commonwealth. 
Who's  within  there? 

Enter  a Servant . 

Serv.  My  lord? 

Lucio.  Secretary,  fetch 
The  gown  1 use  to  read  petitions  in, 

And  the  standish  I answer  French  letters  with; 
And  cull  in  the  gentleman  that  attends. 

[Ex it  Serv. 

Lillie  know  they  that  do  not  deal  in  state, 
llow  many  things  there  are  to  he  observ’d, 
W hick  seem  but  little;  yet,  by  one  of  us 
{ V\  hose  bruins  do  wind  about  the  common- 
wealth) 

Neglected,  cracks  our  credits  utterly. 

Enter  Gentleman  and  Servant. 

Sir,  but  that  I do  presume  upon  your  secresy, 
1 would  not  have  appear’d  to  you  thus  ig- 
norantly 

Attir’d,  without  a toothpick  in  a ribband, 

Or  a ring  in  iny  buudslring. 


Gent.  Your  lordship  sent  for  me. 

Lucio.  I did:  sir,  your  long  practice  it 
the  state, 

Under  a great  man,  hath  led  you  to  much 
E xperienee. 

Gent.  My  lord! 

Lucio.  Sulfer  not  your  modesty 
To  excuse  it.  In  short,  and  in  private, 

1 desire  your  direction  : I take 
My  study  already  to  be  furnish’d  after 
A grave  and  wise  method. 

Gent.  What  will  this  lord  do  ? [of 

Lucio.  My  book-strings  are  suitable,  and 
A teaching  colour45. 

Gent.  How  is  this? 

Lucio.  My  standish  [hung* 

Of  wood  strange  and  sweet,  and  my  fore-flap 
In  the  right  place,  and  us  near  Machiavel’s, 
As  cun  be  gather'd  bv  tradition.  [riling 
Gc nt.  Are  there  such  men  as  will  say  oo* 
Abroad,  and  play  the  fools  in  their  lodgmgs  ? 
'Ibis  lord  must  be  follow’d. — And  hath  your 
lordship  [speeches 

Some  new-made  words  to  scatter  in  your 
In  publick,  to  gain  note,  that  the  hearers 
may 

Carry  them  away,  and  dispute  of  them 
At  dinner? 

Lucio.  I have,  sir ; and,  besides. 

My  several  gow  ns  and  caps  agreeable 
To  my  several  occasions. 


45  And  of  a reaching  colour.]  Reaching  is  the  word  in  all  the  editions,  but  as  I can  affix 
no  humourous  idea  suitable  to  the  context,  I believe  teaching  the  true  word,  an  instructive 
and  scholar  like  colour  is  the  stile  of  this  Maclnavclinu  statesman.  Scicard. 

Gent . 
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Act  5.  Scene  1.] 

Gent.  Tis  well ; 

And  you  have  learn 'd  to  write  a bad  hand, 
That  the  readers  may  take  pains  for  it? 

Luc  to . Yes,  sir; 

And  I give  out  t have  tlie  palsy. 

Gent.  Good! 

Twere  better  tho’  if  you  had  it.  Your  lord- 
ship  hath  [pose 

A secretary  that  can  write  lair,  when  you  pur- 
To  be  understood? 

Lucia . Faith,  sir,  I have  one ; 

There  he  stands ; he  hath  been  my  secretary 
These  seven  years,  but  lit*  hath  forgotten  to 
write.  [not 

Gent.  If  he  can  make  a writing  face,  ’tis 
Ami'-s,  so  he  keep  his  own  counsel.  Your 
lordship 

Hath  no  hope  of  the  gout? 

Lucia.  Uh  ! little,  sir. 

Since  the  pain  in  my  right  foot  left  me. 

Gent.  Twill  be  some  scandal  [knows 
To  your  wisdom,  tho’  I see  your  lordship 
Enough  in  public  k business. 

Lucia.  I am  not  employ’d  tho' 

To  my  desert  in  occasions  foreign,  nor 
Frequented  for  matters  domestical. 

Gent.  Not  frequented  ? 

What  course  takes  your  lordship  ? 

Lucia.  The  readiest  way; 

My  door  stands  wide46 ; my  secretary  knows 
I’m  not  denied  to  any. 

Gent.  In  this  [wav: 

(Give  me  leave)  your  lordship's  out  of  tlie 
Make  a back-door  to  let  out  intelligencers; 
Seem  to  be  ever  busy,  and  put  your  door 
Under  keepers,  and  you  shall  have  a rrqpp  of 
clients 

Sweating  to  come  at  you. 

Lucia.  I've  a hack-door  already  : 

I will  henceforth  be  busy.  Secretary, 
ltim  and  keep  the  door.  [Exit  Secretary. 
Gent.  This  will  fetch  'em. 

Lucia.  I hope  so. 

Ke-entcr  Secretary. 

Sccr.  My  lord,  there  are  some  require  no 
About  weighty  affairs  of  state,  [cess  to  you, 
Lucia.  Already? 

Gent.  I told  you  so. 

Imcw.  How  weighty  is  the  business? 

Seer.  Treason,  my  lord. 

Lucio.  Sir, 

My  debts  to  you  for  this  are  great. 

Gent.  I’ll  leave 
Your  lordship  now? 

Lucio.  Sir,  my  death  must  he  sudden, 

If  I requite  you  not.  At  the  back-door,  good 
sir.  [for  once. 

Gent.  I’ll  be  your  lordship’s  intelligencer 

[Exit. 

Seer.  My  lord. 

Lucio.  Let  'em  in,  and  say  I'm  at  my  study. 


4V0 

Enter  Lazarillo,  and  trro  Intelligencers,  Lu- 
. cio  being  at  his  study. 

1 Jut.  Where  is  your  lord? 

Sccr.  At  bis  study;  but  he  will 

Have  you  brought  in. 

Liz.  Why,  gentlemen,  what  will  vou 
Charge  me  withal? 

2 bit.  Treason,  horrible  treason : 

I hope  to  have  the  leading  of  thee  to  nrhen. 
And  prick  thee  on  i’  th*  arse  with  a halbert; 
to  nave 

Him  hang'd  that  salutes  thee,  and  call 
All  those  in  question  that  spit  not  upouthce. 

Lux.  My  tiiread  is  spun  ; 

Yet  might  l but  call  for  this  dish  of  meat 
At  the  gallows,  instead  of  a p>alm, 

It  were  to  be  endur'd.  The  curtain  opens; 
Now  my  end  draws  on. 

[ Secretary  dr  arcs  the  curtain. 
Lucio.  Gentlemen,  I am  not  empty 
Of  weighty  occasions  at  this  time,  ip  ray  you 
Your  business.  [ver'd 

1 lnt.  My  lord,  I think  we  have  disco- 
One  of  the  most  bloody  traitors  that  ever 
The  world  held. 

Lucio.  Signor  Lazarillo,  I’m  glad 
You're  one  of  this  discovery:  Give  me  vour 
hand ! 

2 lot.  My  lord,  that  is  the  traitor. 

Lucia.  Keep  him  off!  [ed  him. 

I would  not  for  my  whole  estate  have  louch- 
Lag.  My  lord — 

Lucia.  Peace,  sir!  I know  the  devil  is 
At  your  tongue’s  end,  to  furnish  you  with 
speeches. 

What  are  the  particulars  you  charge  him  with? 
f They  deliver  a paper  to  i.ttcio,  who  reads. 
Both  bit.  We  have  confcrr’d  our  notes, 
and  have  extracted  that. 

Which  we  will  justify  upon  our  oaths.’ 

Lucio . * That  he’d  be  greater  limn  the 
duke;  that 

c He  had  ca**t  plots  for  this,  and  meant 

* To  corrupt  some  to  betray  him;  that  he 

* Would  burp  the  city,  kill  the  duke,  and 
poison 

* The  privy-council;  and  lastly,  kill  himself.* 
Tho’  lliou  deservest  justly  to  he  hand’d 
With  silence,  yet  I allow  thee  to  speak:  be 

short. 

Luz.  My  lord,  so  may  my  greatest  wish 
succeed, 

So  may  I live,  and  compass  what  I seek, 

As  l had  never  treason  in  my  thoughts. 

Nor  ever  did  conspire  the  overthrow 
Of  any  creatures,  but  of  brutish  beasts. 
Fowls,  ti-Tts,  and  surh  other  human  food, 

As  is  provided  for  the  good  of  man. 

If  stealing  custards,  tarts,  nndtloreiitines. 

By  some  late  statute  be  created  treason, 
llow  many  fellow-cOurtiers  can  I brim:. 


46  My  door  stands  winde.]  Seward  alters  mnde  to  wide.  Tlie  first  quarto  (which  he  never 
taw)  proves  him  right.  \ 
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Whose  long  attendance  and  experience 
Hath  made  them  deeper  in  the  plot  than  I! 
Lucio.  l'cace ! such  hath  ever  been  the  * 
clemency  [proceedings 

Of  my  gracious  master  the  duke,  in  all  his 
That  1 had  thought,  and  thought  I had  thought 
rightly,  [self 

That  .Malice  would  long  ere  this  haveh:d  her- 
Jn  her  den,  and  have  turn’d  her  own  sting 
Against  her  own  heart ; but  I well  now  per- 


ceive, 

That  so  froward  is  the  disposition  of 
A deprav’d  nature,  that  it  doth  not  only 
Seel;  revenge,  where  it  bath  receiv'd  injury, 
lint  many  times  thirst  after  their  destruction 
Where  it  hath  met  witl\  benefits. 

JLaz.  Hut,  my  good  lord- 
52  hit.  Let’s  gag  him. 

Lucio.  Peace ! agaiu  ! 

* But  many  times  thirst  after  their  destruc- 

tion [I  left. 

* Where  it  hath  met  with  benefits;'  there 
Such,  and  no  better  are  the  business 

That  we  have  now  in  band. 


1 hit.  He's  excellently  spoken. 

2 hit.  He’ll  wind  a traitor,  I warrant  him. 
Jmcio.  But  surely,  methinks, 

Setting  aside  the  touch  of  conscience, 

And  all  other  inward  convulsions — 

2 Int.  lie’ll  be  bang’d, 

I know  by  that  word. 

Jmz.  Your  lordship  may  consider — 

Lucio.  Held  thy  peace! 

Thou  canst  not  answer  this  speech;  no  traitor 
Can  answer  it.  But,  because  you  cannot 
Answer  this  speech,  I take  it  you’ve  confess'd 
The  treason. 

1 Int.  The  count  Valore  was  [it; 

The  first  that  discover'd  him,  and  can  witness 
But  lie  left  the  matter  to  your  lordship’s 
Grave  consideration. 

Lucio  I thank  his  lordship  ! 

Carry  him  away  speedily  to  the  duke. 

La z.  Now*,  Lazarillo,  thou  art  tumbled 


down 


The  hii)  of  Fortune,  with  a violent  arm ! 

All  plagues  that  can  be,  fiunine  and  the 
sword, 


Will  light  upon  thee;  black  Despair  will 
boil 

In  thy  despairing  breast ; no  comfort  by. 

Thy  friends  far  off,  thy  enemies  arc  nigh ! 
Lucio.  Away  with  him ! I’ll  follow  you. 
Iconic  [him, 

You  pinion  him,  and  take  his  money  from 
Lest  lie  swallow  a shilling,  and  kill  himself. 

2 Int.  Get  thou  on  before!  [Erevnt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  the  Duke,  Valore,  Gondarino , and 
Arrigo. 

Duke.  Now,  Gondnrino,  what  can 
You  put  on  now  that  may  aenin  deceive  us? 
Have  you  more  strange  illusions,  yet  more 
mists,  [ror? 

Thro’  which  the  weak  eye  may  be  led  to  er- 
What  can  you  say  that  may  do  satisfaction 
Both  for  her  wronged  honour,  and  your  ill? 

Gnnd.  All  l can  say,  or  may, is  said  already : 
She  is  unchaste,  or  else  I have  no  knowledge, 
I do  not  breathe,  nor  have  the  use  of  sense. 
Duke.  Dare  you  be  jet  so  wilful-igno- 
rant47 [vants. 

Of  your  own  nakedness?  Did  not  your  ser- 
in mine  own  hearing,  confess  they  brought 
her  [force. 

To  that  house  we  found  her  in,  almost  by 
And  with  a great  distrust  of  sonic 
Ensuing  hazard  ? 

Vat.  He  that  hath 
Begun  so  worthily,  it  fits  not  w ith 
His  resolution  to  leave  off  thus,  my  lord. 

I kuow  these  are  but  idle  proofs. 

What  says  your  lordship  to  them  ? 

Gond  Count,  I dare  yet  pronounce 
Again,  thy  sister  is  not  honest. 

Val.  You  ure 

Yourself,  my  lord;  I like  your  settledness. 
Gond.  Count,  thou  art  young,  and  unex- 
perienc’d in  [affirm 

The  dark  hidden  wavs  of  women:  thou  darst 
With  confidence,  a lady  of  fifteen 
May  he  a maid. 

Val.  Sir,  if  it  were  not  so, 

| I have  a sister  would  sit  near  my  heart4*. 


47  Yet  so  wilful,  ignorant.]  Former  editions.  The  compound  word  wilful-ignorant  seem! 
much  preferable.  Seward. 

4,s  Sir,  if  it  were  not  so,  1 have  a sister  would  set  near  my  heart.]  Thus  all  the  editions,  but 
furely  the  sentiment  is  not  very  natural:  would  the  count,  w ho,  upon  the  supposition  of  hi* 
•ister’s  being  guilty,  had  said  he  would 

Brand  her  himself,  whip  her  about  the  city, 

answer  here,  that  though  she  were  not  a maid,  she  would  sit  near  his  heart  ? The  natural 
answer  is;  if  I durst  not  affirm  that  a Indy  of  fifteen  might  he  a virgin,  my  sister  would  not 
sit  so  near  my  heart  as  she  now  does.  I < unnpt  change  the  words  so  as  to  give  this  sense 
without  taking  rather  too  great  liberties,  and  therefore  shall  not  insert  my  conjecture  in  the 
text : I have  restored  the  measure,  which  I cannot  preserve  if  I insert  a negative,  without  the 
following  changes: 

If  it  w ere  not  so, — 

My  sister  would  not  sit  so  near  my  heart.  Seward. 

Seward  did  not  consider,  that  his  sister  might  sit  near  his  heart  in  a painful  ns  well  a* 
affectionate  sense. 

Gond. 
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Act  5.  Scene  2.] 

Gond.  Let  her  sit  near  her  shame!  it  bet- 
ter fits  her:  [nearness49, 

Call  back  the  blood  that  made  your  stream  in 
And  turn  the  current  to  a better  use : 
rfis  too  much  mudded  ; I do  grieve  to  know  it. 
Duke.  D&i’st  thou  make  up  again?  dar’st 
to  turn  face, 

Knowing  we  know  thee? 

Hast  thou  not  been  discover’d  openly? 

Did  not  our  ears  hear  her  deny  thy  courtings? 
Did  we  not  see  her  blush  with  modest  anger, 
To  he  so  overtaken  by  a trick  ? 

Can  you  deny  this,  lord? 

Gond.  Had  not  your  grace 
And  her  kind  brother  been  within 
Level  of  her  eye,  you  should  have  had  a hotter 
Volley  from  her,  more  full  of  blood  ami  fire, 
Heady  to  leap  the  window  where  she  stood; 
bo  truly  sensual  is  her  appetite. 

Duke.  Sir,  sir,  these  are  but  words  and 
tricks;  give  me  the  proof! 

Val.  What  need  a better  proof  than  your 
lordship?  I’m  sure 
You  have  lain  with  her,  my  lord. 

Gond . 1 have  contiess’d  it,  sir. 

Duke.  I dare  not  give  thee  credit,  without 
witness.  [conds  with  us, 

Gond.  Does  your  grace  think  we  carry  se- 
To  search  us,  and  see  fair  play?  Your  grace 
hath 

Been  ill-tutor’d  in  the  business!  but  if 
You  hope  to  try  her  truly,  and  satisfy 
Yourself  what  frailty  is,  give  her  the  test : 
Do  not  remember,  count,  she  is  your  sister; 
Nor  let  my  lord  the  ciuke  believe  she’s  fair; 
But  put  her  to  it,  without  hope  or  pity ! 
Then  ye  shall  see  that  golden  form  fly  off, 
That  all  eyes  wonder  at  for  pure  and  fix’d. 
And  under  it  base  blushing  copper;  metal 
Not  worth  the  meanest  honour : you  slmll  be- 
hold 

Her  then,  my  lord,  transparent,  look  thro’ 
Her  heart,  and  view  the  spirits  how  they  leap; 
And  tell  me  then  I did  belie  the  lady. 

Duke.  It  shall  be  done!  Come,Gondarino, 
Bear  us  company.  We  do  believe  tlice:  she 

Enter  Lazarillo,  two  Intelligencers , and 
Guard. 

Shall  die,  and  thou  shall  sec  it. — IIow  now, 
my  friends  ? 

Who  have  you  guarded  hither? 

2 Int.  So  please  your  grace, 

We  have  discover’d  a villain  and  a traitor: 
The  lord  Lucio  hath  examin’d  him,  and  sent 
To  your  grace  for  judgment.  [him 

Val.  My  lord,  I dare 

Absolve  him  from  all  sin  of  treason : I know 


His  most  ambition  is  but  a dish  of  meat. 
Which  he  hath  hunted  with  so  true  a scent, 
That  he  deserves  tlie  collar,  not  the  halter5®. 
Duke.  Why  do  they  bring  him  thus  bound 
up?  [meut. 

The  poor  man  had  more  need  have  some  warm 
To  comfort  his  cold  stomach.  [after, 

Val.  Your  grace  shall  have  the  cause  here- 
When  you  may  laugh  more  freelv.  But  these 
Are  called  informers;  men  that  live  by  trea- 
As  rat-catchers  do  by  poison.  [sou, 

Duke.  ’Would  there  were 
No  heavier  prodigies  hung  over  U9,  [perils 
Than  this  poor  fellow  ! I durst  redeem  all 
Heady  to  pour  themselves  upon  this  state, 

Y\  ith  a cold  custard. 

Val.  Your  grace 

Might  do  it,  without  danger  to  your  person. 

Las.  My  lord,  if  ever  I intended  treason 
Against  your  person,  or  the  state,  unless 
It  were  by  wishing  from  your  table  some  dish 
Of  meat,  which  I must  needs  confess  was  not 
A subject’s  part;  or  coveting  by  stealth 
Sups  from  those  noble  bottles,  that  no  mouth, 
Keepingallegiance  true, should  dare  to  taste— 
I must  confess,  with  more  than  covetous  eye, 
I have  beheld  those  dear  concealed  dishes, 
That  have  been  brought  in  by  cuuuiag  equi- 
To  wait  upon  your  grace’s  palate:  [page, 

I do  confess,  out  of  this  present  heat, 

I have  had  stratagems  and  ambuscadoes ; 
But,  God  be  thanked,  they  have  never  took  ? 

Duke.  Count,  [done. 

This  business  is  your  own : wrhen  you  have 
Repair  to  us.  [£jrif. 

Val.  I will  attend  vour  grace.  Lazarillo, 
You  are  at  liberty ; be  your  own  man  again : 
And,  if  you  can,  be  master  of  your  wishes; 

I wish  it  may  he  so. 

Laz.  I humbly  thank  your  lordship  ! 

I must  be  unmannerly : I’ve  some  present 
business. 

Once  more,  I heartily  thank  your  lordship. 

[Exit. 

Val.  Now  even  a word  or  two  to  you,  and 
so  farewell : 

You  think  you  have  deserv’d  much  of  this  state 
By  this  discovery : ve're  a slavish  people. 
Grown  subject  to  the  common  curse  of  all 
men5'. 

How  much  unhappy  were  that  noble  spirit. 
Could  wprk  by  such  base  engines5*  ! What 
misery  [lingness. 

Would  not  a knowing  man  put  on  with  wil- 
Ere  he  see  himself  grown  fat  and  full-fed. 

By  fall  of  those  you  rise  by  ? I do  [state 
Discharge  you  my  attendance  ! Our  healthful 
Needs  no  such  leeches  to  suck  out  her  blood. 


*9  That  made  our  stream.]  Amended  by  Seward. 

50  He  deserves  the  collar,  not  the  halter;]  i.  e.  He  deserves  the  steward's  chain,  rather  thaa 
to  be  hanged.  See  note  3 on  the  Lovers’  Progress.  R. 

31  To  the  common  course  of  all  men.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

51  Could  work  ly  such  baser  gains.]  Amended  by  Sympson. 

1 Int. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  2 « 


1 Jnt.  I do  beseech  your  lordship — 

2 Jnt.  Good  my  lord — [T  see 

Val.  Go,  lenrii  to  be  more  honest!  When 

Yon  work  your  means  from  honest  industry, 

I will  be  willing  to  accept  your  labours; 

[Exeunt  Jnt. 

Till  then  I will  keep  back  my  promis'd  fa- 
vours. 

Here  comes  another  remnant  of  folly : 

Enter  Lucio. 

I must  dispatch  him  too.  Now,  lord  Lucio, 
What  business  bring  you  hither? 

Lucio.  Faith,  sir,  I’m  discovering 
What  will  become  of  that  notable  piece  of 
treason 

Intended  by  that  varlet  Lazarillo ; 

I’ve  sent  him  to  the  duke  for  judgment. 

VuL  Sir, yon  have  [man; 

Perform'd  the  part  of  a most  careful  stntcs- 
And,  let  me  say  it  to  your  face,  sir,  of 
A father  to  this  state:  I would  wish  you 
To  retire,  and  insconce  yourself  in  study;  for 
Such  is  your  daily  labour,  and  our  fear, 

That  your  loss  of  an  hour  may  breed  our 
overthrow.  [judgment: 

JLucio.  Sir,  I will  he  commanded  by  your 
And  tho*  I hud  it  a trouble  . 

Scaut  to  be  waded  thro’,  by  these  weak  years ; 
Yet,  for  the  dear  care  of  thwcomm  on  wealth, 

I will  bruise  my  brains,  and  coniiuc  myself 
To  much  vexation5*. 

Val.  Go;  and  mny’st  thou 
Knock  down  treason  like  an  ox  ! 

Lucio.  Ameu!  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mtrcerf  Pandart  and  Francissina. 
Mercer.  Hove  I spoke  thus  much  in  the 
honour  of  learning,  [ences, 

Learn’d  the  names  of  the  seven  liberal  sci- 
fiefore  my  marriage ; and,  since,  have  in  haste 
written 

Epistles  congratulatory  to  the  nine  muse*, 
And  is  she  prov’d  a whore  and  a beggar? 
Pandar.  Tis  true.  You  arc  not  now  to  be 
taught 

That  no  man  can  be  learned  of  a sudden ; 

Let  not  your  first  project  discourage  you  : 
What  you  have  lost  in  this,  you  may 
Get  again  in  alchymy. 

Fran.  Fear  not, 

Husbaiid;  I hope  to  make  as  good  a wife 
As  the  best  of  your  neighbours  have,  and  as 
honest.  [publish  this ; 

Mercer.  I will  go  home.  Good  sir,  don’t 
As  long  as  it  runs  amongst  ourselves,  it  is 
Good  honest  mirth.  You’ll  come  itome  to 
supper; 

I mean  to  have  all  her  friends,  and  mine. 

As  ill  as  it  goes. 

Pandar . Do  wisely,  sir,  and  bid 
Your  own  friends;  your  whole  wealth  will 
scarce  feast  all  hers; 

51  Confiue  myself.]  Probably  wi 


Neither  is  it  for  your  credit  to  walk  the 
streets  [provide 

With  a woman  so  noted  : get  you  home,  and 
Iler  cloaths;  let  her  comean  hour  hence  with 
An  hand-basket,  and  shift  herself,  she’ll  serve 
To  sit  at  the  upper  end  of  the  table,  and  drink 
To  your  customers. 

Mercer.  Art’s  just,  and  will 
Make  me  amends. 

Pandar.  No  doubt,  sir. 

Mercer.  The  chief  note  of 
A scholar,  you  say,  is  to  govern  his  passions; 
Wherefore  I do  take  all  patiently:  m sign 
Of  which,  my  most  dear  wife,  1 do  kiss  thee. 
Make  haste 

Home  after  me;  I shall  be  in  my  study. 

[ Exit. 

Pandar.  Go, avaunt ! — My  new  city-dame , 
send  me  what 

You  promis’d  me  for  consideration, 

An«l  nmy’st  thou  prove  a lady  ! 

Fran.  Thou  shall  have  it; 

His  silks  shall  fly  for  it.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lazarillo  and  Boy. 

Jaiz.  IIow  sweet’s  a calm  after  a tempest! 
What  is  there 

Now  that  can  stand  betwixt' me  and  felicity  ? 
I’ve  gone  thro’  all  my  crosses  constantly. 
Have  confounded  my  enemies,  and  know 
where 

To  have  ray  longing  satisfied;  I have 
My  way  before  ine:  there’s  the  door,  and  I 
May  freely  walk  in  to  my  delights.  Knock, 
Julia  | within],  Who’s  there? 

Laz.  Mudonu,  my  love ! not  guilty. 

Not  guilty  ! Open  the  door ! 

Enter  Julia . 

JulUi.  Art  thou 
Come,  sweetheart? 

Jaiz.  Yes,  to  thy  soft  embraces. 

And  the  rest  of  my  o’erflowing  blisses! 
Come,  let  us  iu  and  swim  in  our  delights; 

A short  grace  as  we  go,  and  so  to  meat! 
Julia.  Nay,  my  dear  love,  you  must  bear 
with  me  in  this; 

We’ll  to  the  church  first. 

Jaiz.  Shall  I he  sure  of  it  then ! 

Julia.  By  my  love,  you  shall ! 

Jaiz.  I am  content ; 

For  I do  now  wish  to  hold  oflf  longer,  to  whet 
My  appetite,  and  do  desire  to  meet 
With  more  troubles,  so  I might  conquer  them: 
And,  as  a holy  lover  that  hath  spent 
The  tedious  night  with  many  a sigh  and  tears. 
Whilst  he  pursued  his  wench,  and  hath  ob- 
serv’d 

The  smiles,  and  frowns,  not  daring  to  dis- 
please ; 

When  he  at  last  hath  with  his  sendee  won 
Her  yielding  heart,  that  she  begins  to  dote 
Upon  him,  and  can  hold  not  longer  out, 

should  read,  consign. 

But 
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Act  5.  Scene  2.] 

Bur  hangs  about  his  neck,  and  wooes  him 
more 

Than  ever  he  desir’d  her  love*  before; 
lie  then  begins  to  Hatter  his  desert s% 

And,  growing  wanton,  needs  will  cast  her  off; 
Tit  her,  pick  quarrels,  to  breed  fresh  de- 
light, ... 

Jtfnd  to  encrease  his  pleasing  appetite. 

Julia.  Come,  mouse,  will  you  walk? 
buz.  I pray  thee  let  me 
Be  deliver’d  of  the  joy  I am  so  big  with ! 

I do  feel  that  high  heat  within  roe, 

That  I begin  to  doubt  whether  I be  mortal : 
How  I contemn  my  fellows  in  the  court, 
With  whom  I did  but  yesterday  converse! 
And  in  a lower,  and  an  humbler  key, 

Did  walk  and  meditate  on  grosser  meats! 
There  are  they  still,  poor  rogues,  shaking 
their  chaps, 

And  sneaking  after  cheeses,  and  do  run 
Headlong  in  chase  of  every  jack  of  beer 
That  crosseth  them,  in  hope  of  some  repast 
That  it  will  bring  them  to;  whilst  I am  here, 
The  happiest  wight  that  ever  set  his  tooth 
To  a dear  novelty!  Approach,  my  love; 
Come,  let  us  go  to  knit  the  true  love’s  knot, 
That  never  can  be  broken ! 
boy.  That  is, 

To  marry  a whore.  [the  gift 

Jjuz.  When  that  is  done,  then  will  we  taste 
Which  fates  have  sent,  my  fortunes  up  to  lift. 
jB oi/.  When  that  is  done,  you  will  begin 
to  repent 

Upon  a full  stomach:  but  I see,  ’tis  but 
A 1'onn  iu  destiny,  not  to  be  alter’d.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Arrigo  and  Oriana. 

Ori.  Sir,  what  may  be  the  current  of  your 
business, 

That  thus  you  single  out  your  time  and  place  ? 

Arr.  Madam,  the  business  now  impos’d 
Concerns  you  nearly;  [upon  lue 

I wish  some  worser  man  might  finish  it. 

Ori.  Why  are  you  changed  so?  are  you 
not  well,  sir?  [were  so! 

Arr.  Yes,  madam,  I am  well : ’would  yhu 
Ori.  Wiiy,  sir,  I feel  myself  iu  perfect 
health. 

Arr.  And  yet  you  cannot  live  long, madam . 
Ori . Why,  good  Arrigo  ? 

Arr.  Why,  you  must  die. 

Ori.  I know  I must; 

But  yet  my  fate  calls  not  upon  me. 

Arr.  It  docs ; 

This  hand  the  duke  commands  shall  give  you 
death. 


Ori.  Heav’n,  and  the  pow’rs  divine,  guard 
well  the  innocent!  [some  good, 

Arr.  Lady,  your  prayers  may  do  your  soul 
But  sure  your  body  cannot  merit  by  ’em: 

You  must  prepare  to  die. 

Ori.  What’s  my  offence? 

,Whut  have  these  years  committed, 

That  may  be  dangerous  to  the  duke  or  state? 
Have  I conspir’d  by  poison?  have  I given  up 
My  honour  to  some  loose  unsettled  blood, 
That  may  give  action  to  my  plots  ? Dear  sir, 
Let  me  not  die  ignorant  of  my  faults! 

Arr.  You  shell  not:  [honest: 

Then,  lady,  you  must  know,  you’re  held  un- 
Tlie  duke,  your  brother,  and  your  friends  in 
court,  [me. 

With  too  much  grief  condemn  you;  tho’,  to 
The  fault  deserves  not  to  he  paid  with  death. 
Ori.  Who’s  my  accuser? 

Arr.  Lord  Gondarino.  , 

Ori.  Arrigo,  take  these  words,  nnd  bear 
them  to  the  duke; 

It  is  the  last  petition  I shall  ask  thee: 

Tell  him,  the  child  this  present  hour  brought 
forth 

To  see  the  world,  1ms  not  a soul  more  pure. 
More  white,  more  virgin,  than  I have;  tell 
him. 

Lord  Gondarino's  plot  I suffer  for, 

And  willingly;  tell  him,  it  had  been 
A greater  honour  to  have  sav'd  than  kill’d; 
But  I have  done:  strike!  I am  arm’d  for 
Ileav’n. 

Why  stay  you  ? is  there  any  hope? 

Arr.  I would  not  strike. 

Ori.  Have  you  the  power  to  save?  • 

Arr.  With  hazard  of  my  life,  if’t  should 
he  known. 

Ori.  You  will  not  venture  that?  * 

Arr.  I will : lady, 

There  is  that  means  yet  to  escape  your  death, 
If  you  can  w isely  apprehend  it. 

Ori.  You  dare  not  be  so  kind? 

Arr.  I dare,  and  will,  if  you  dare  but 
deserve  it.  [blame. 

Ori.  If  I should  slight  mv  life,  1 were  to 
Arr.  Then,  madam, 

This  is  the  means,  or  else  you  die:  I love  you. 
Ori.  I shall  believe  it,  if  you  save  my  life. 
Arr.  And  you  must  lie  with  me. 

Ori.  I dare  not  buy  mv  life  so.  [mo. 

Arr.  Come,  you  must  resolve;  say  yea  or 
Ori.  Then  no!  Nay,  “look  not  ruggedly 
upon  me ; 

I am  made  up  too  strong, to  fear  such  looks i 
Corne,  do  your  butcher’s  part!  Before 


54  rhen  begins ] The  relative  he  being  omitted,  hurt  both  sense  and  measure.  Most 

of  my  Iricnds  seem  to  liiiuk  there  is  too  much  ot  LazorilU? s passion  for  his  fish,  as  well  as 
that  the  passion  itself  is  carried  too  high.  I have  before  given  reasons  to  justify  the  extra- 
vagance of  the  passion,  which  might  possibly  have  becu  carried  even  to  madness,  bv'xt.iue 
person  of  our  ‘author's  age,  and  as  to  die  long  continuance  of  it,  tire  distresses  seem  ex- 
tremely ingeniously  contrived  to  rise  by  a just  gradation,  and  his  marrying  a whore  ai  Iasi  t > 
obtain  Ins  del.ftht,  is  a most  inimitably  humorous  conclusion  of  his  character.  tcimrj. 

But,  surely,  rather  extravagant.  . 

- I would 
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THE  WOMAN-HATER.  [Act  5.  Scene  ti 


I would  wish  life,  with  the  dear  loss  of 
honour, 

I dare  find  means  to  free  myself. 

Mr.  S,  teak,  will  you  yield?  [worst 

Ori.  Villain,  1 will  not!  Murderer,  do  the 
Thy  base  unnoble  thoughts  dare  prompt  thee 
I am  above  thee,  slave!  [to! 

Arr.  Wilt  thou  not  be  drawn 
To  yield  by  fair  persuasions  ? 

Ori.  No  ; nor  by — 

Arr.  Peace!  know  your  doom  then:  your 
ladyship  must  remember  [least 

Tou  are  not  now  at  home,  where  you  dare 
All  that  come  about  you  ; but  you  arc  fallen 
Under  my  mercy,  which  shall  be  but  small, 
If  you  refuse  to  yield  : lieur  what  I’ve  sworn 
Unto  myself;  I will  enjoy  thee,  tl»or  it  be 
Pet  ween  the  parting  of  thy  soul  and  body; 
Yield  yet,  and  live!  [the  other! 

Ori.  ril  guard  the  one ; let  Ileavcn  guard 
Arr . Are  you  so  resolute  then  ? 

Duke  [from  above]*  Hold,  hold,  I say! 

Ori.  What55,  yet  more  terror  to  my  tra- 
gedy? 

Arr.  Lady,  the  scene  of  blood  is  done; 
You’re  now  as  free  from  scandal  as  from 
death. 

Euler  Duke , Valore , and  Condarino . 
Duke.  Thou  woman,  which  wert  born  to 
teach  men  virtue,  [thoughts; 

Fair,  sweet,  and  modest  maid,  forgive  my 
My  trespass  was  my  love.  Seize  Gondanno ! 
Let  him  wait  our  dooms. 

Gond.  1 do  begin 

A little  to  love  this  woman ; I could  endure  her 
Already,  twelve  miles  olf. 

Val.  glister,  [so  fairly, 

I’m  glad  you  have  brought  your  honour  off 
Without  loss ; you’ve  done  a work  above  your 
sex; 

The  duke  admires  it : give  him  fair  encounter. 
Duke.  Best  of  all  comforts,  may  I take 
this  hand, 

And  call  it  mine? 

Ori.  1 am  your  grace’s  handmaid ! 

Duke.  ’Would  you  had  said  myself:  might 
it  not  be  so,  InJy  ? 

Val.  Sister, sav  ay;  I know’  you  can  afford  it. 
Ori.  My  lord,  I am  your  subject;  you 
m?*y  command  me, 

Provided  still  your  thoughts  be  fair  and  good. 
Duke.  Here;  I aui  yours;  and  when  I 
cease  to  he  so, 

Let  Heav’n  forget  me ! thus  I make  it  good. 
Ori.  My  lord,  I am  no  more  mine  own. 
Val.  So!  ibis  bargain  was  well  driven. 
Gond.  Duke, 

Hi’ hast  sold  away  thyself  to  all  perdition ; 

'l  houurt  this  present  hour  becoming  cuckold: 
Methinks  I see  thy  gull  grate  thro*  thy  veins, 
And  jealousy  seize  ou  thee  w ith  iter  talons. 


I know  that  woman’s  nose  must  be  cut  off; 
She  cannot ’scape  it. 

Duke.  Sir,  we  have  punishment  for  you. 
Ori.  I do  beseech  your  lordship,  for  tbs 
wrongs  [punishment! 

Tliis  mau  hath  done  roe,  let  me  pronounce  hit 
• Duke.  Lady,  I give’t  to  you ; he  is  your  own. 
Gond.  I do  beseech  your  grace,  let  me 
banish’d, 

With  all  the  speed  that  may  be. 

Val.  Stay  still ! you  shull  attend  bersentence. 
Ori.  Lord  Gondarino,  you  have  wrong’d 
me  highly; 

Yet  since  it  sprung  from  no  peculiar  hate 
To  me,  but  from  a genera!  dislike 
Unto  all  women,  you  shall  thus  suffer  for  it. 
Arrigo,  call  in  some  ladies  to  assist  us. 

Will  your  grace  take  your  state  ? 

Gond.  My  lord,  I do 
Beseech  your  grace  for  any  punishment. 
Saving  this  woman:  let  me  be  sent  upon 
Discovery  of  some  island  ; I do  desire 
But  a small  gondola,  with  ten  Holland  cheese*, 
And  I will  undertake  it. 

Ori . Sir,  you  must  be  content. 

Will  you  sit  down?  Nay,  do  it  willingly. 
Arrigo,  tie  his  arms  close  to  the  chair; 

I dare  not  trust  his  patience. 

Gond.  May st  thou 

Be  quickly  old  and  painted!  mavst  thou  dote 
Upon  some  sturdy  yeoman  of  the  wood-yard, 
And  he  he  honest!  mayst  thou  be  barred 
The  lawful  lechery  of  thy  couch56,  for  want 
Of  instruments!  and,  last,  be  thy  womb 
Unopcn’d  ! 

Duke.  This  fellow  bath  a pretty  gall. 

Val.  My  lord, 

I hope  to  see  him  purg’d,  ere  he  part. 

Enter  Ladies. 

Ori.  Your  ladyships  are  welcome!  I roust 
desire  your  helps,  [cure  upon 

Tho’  you  are  no  physicians,  to  do  a strange 
This  gentleman. 

Ladies.  In  what  we  can  assist  you. 
Madam,  you  may  command  us. 

Gond.  Now  do  I 

Sit  like  a conjurer  within  my  circle. 

And  these  the  devils  that  are  rais’d  about  met 
I’ll  pray,  that  they  may  have  no  power  upon 
Ori,  Ladies,  fall  off  in  couples;  [me. 
Then,  with  a soft  still  march,  with  low  de- 
meanors, 

Charge  this  gentleman : 1*11  be  your  leader. 
Gond.  Let  me 

Be  quarter’d,  duke,  quickly!  T can  endure  it. 
These  women  long  for  man’s  flesh  ; let  them 
have  it ! [a  passion  ? 

Duke,  Co unt,  have  you  ever  seen  so  strange 
V\  hat  would  this  fellow  do,  if  he  should  find 
III  bed  with  a young  lady?  [himself 

Val.  ’Faith,  my  lord. 


% 


55  What  I ? yet,  Ac.]  As  the  I is  undoubtedly  an  interpolation,  we  have  discarded  it. 

56  Of  thy  couch]  to  all  former  editions. 

If 
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Act  5.  Scene  2.] 

If  he  could  gel  a knife,  sure  he  would  cut  her 
throat ; 

Or  else  he’d  do  as  Hercules  did  by  Lyras, 
Swing  out  her  soul : he  has  the  true  hate  of 
A woman  in  him. 

Ori.  Low  with  your  curtsies,  ladies  ! 

Gond.  C'ome  not  too  near  me!  I’ve  a 
breath  will  poison  yc  ; 

My  lungs  arc  rotten,  and  my  stomach  raw; 
I’m  given  much  to  belching:  hold  off,  as  you 
love  sweet  airs ! [jure  you. 

Ladies,  by  your  first  night’s  pleasure  I con- 
As  you  would  have  your  husbands  proper 
men,  ['em  hate 

•Strong  hacks,  and  little  legs;  ns  you’d  have 
Your  waitii»j*-wonien — [obtain’d 

Ori.  Sir,  we  must  court  you,  ’till  we  have 
Some  little  favour  from  those  gracious  eyes  ; 
Tis  but  a kiss  a-piece. 

Gond,  I pronounce 

Perdition  to  ye  all ! Ye  arc  a parcel  of 
That  damned  crew  that  fell  down  with  Luci- 
fer, [men: 

And  here  ye  stay’d  on  earth  to  plague  poor 
Vanish,  avaunt ! I’m  fortified  against 
Your  charms.  Uenv’n  grant  me  breath  and 
patience ! ' 

1 Lady.  Shall  we  not  kiss,  then? 

Gond.  No  ! sear  my  lips  w ith  [ret’s! 

Ilot  irons  first,  or  stitch  them  up  like  a fer- 
Oh,  that  this  brunt  were  over! 

2 Lady.  Conte,  come,  [troth 

Little  rogue,  thou  art  too  maidenly ; by  my 
I think  I must  box  thee ’till  thou  be’st  bolder; 
The  more  bold,  the  more  welcome:  I prithee 

kiss  me  ! 

Be  not  afraid.  [ She  sits  on  his  knee. 

Gond.  If  there  be  any  here  [them 

That  yet  have  so  much  of  the  fool  left  in 
As  to  love  their  mothers,  let  them  look  on 
And  loath  them  too  ! [her56, 

2 Lady.  What  a slovenly  little  villain 
Art  thou!  why  dost  thou  not  stroke  up  thy 
hair? 

I think  thou  ucver  comb’st  it;  I roust  have 
it  lie 

In  better  order : so,  so,  so ! Let  me  see 
Thy  hands  ! arc  they  wash’d? 

Gond.  I would  they  were  loose,  for  thy  sake!  ; 
Duke.  She  tortures  him  admirably. 

Vat.  The  best  that  ever  was.  [polls ! 

2 1 Aidy.  Alas,  bow  cold  they  are.  Poor 
Why  dost  thee  uot  get  thee  a mull?  [woman 
Air.  Madam,  here’s  an  old  country  gentle- 


505 

At  the  door,  that  came  nodding  up  for  justice; 
She  was  with  the  lord  Oondarino  to-day, 
And  would  now  again  come  to  the  speech  of 
She  says.  [hiini 

Ori . Let  her  in,  for  sport’s  sake,  let  her  in ! 
Gond.  Mercy,  oh,  duke!  I do  appeal  to 
rhee ; 

Plant  cannons  there,  and  discharge  them 
Against  my  breast  rather ! Nay,  first 
Let  this  she- fury  sit  still  where  she  does. 

And  with  her  nimble  lingers  stroke  my  hair. 
Play  with  my  fingers’  ends,  or  any  thing. 
Until  iny  panting  heart  have  broke  my  bre  ist ! 
Duke.  You  must  abide  her  censure. 

[7 'he  Lady  rises  from  his  Knee. 

. "Enter  old  Gentlewoman. 

Gond.  I see  her  come  ! 

Unbutton  me,  for  she  will  speak. 

Gent lear.  Where  is  he,  sir? 

Gond.  Save  me ! I hear  her,  [ence. 

Arr.  There  be  is  in  state,  to  give. you  audi- 
Gentlew.  How  does  your  good  lordship  ? 
Gond.  Sick  of  the  spleen. 

Gent  lea.  How  ? 

Gond.  Sick. 

Gent  lew.  Will  you  chew  a nutmeg  ? 

You  shall  not  refuse  it;  ’tis  very  comfortable. 

Gond.  Nay,  now  thou  art  come,  I know  it  is 
The  devil’s  jubilee ; hell  is  broke  loose  1 
My  lord,  if  ever  [ have  done  you  service. 

Or  have  deserv’d  a favour  of  your  grace, 

Let  me  be  turn’d  upon  some  present  action, 
Where  l may  sooner  die  than  languish  thus  ! 
Your  grace  hath  her  petition ; grant  it  her, 
And  case  me  now  at  last ! 

Duke.  No,  sir; 

You  must  endure. 

Gent  lew.  For  my  petition,  • 

I hope  your  lordship  hath  remember’d  ine. 

Ori,  ’Faith,  I begin  to  pity  him:  Arrigo, 
Take  her  off;  bear  her  away;  say  her  petition 
Is  granted. 

Gent  lew.  Whither  do  you  draw  me,  sir  ? 

I know  it  is  not  my  lord’s  pleasure  I 
Should  be  thus  us’d,  before  my  business  be 
Dispatch’d. 

Arr.  You  shall  know  more  of  that  without. 
Ori.  Unbind  him,  ladies!  But,  before  he  go. 
This  he  shall  promise:  for  the  love  I bear 
To  our  own  sex,  I would  have  them  still 
Hated  by  thee;  and  enjoin  thee,  ns  a punish* 
menr, 

Never  hereafter  willingly  to  come 


THE  WOMAN-HATER. 


56  Let  them  on  her,  and  loath  them  fao.]  Sympson  would  read, 

Set  them  ou  her,  and  loo  ’em  too ; 

which  Seward  justly  rejects;  but  thinks  he  discovers  a meaning  in  these  words,  which  they 
certainly  do  not  convey;  viz.  * If  there  be  any  here  that  arc  such  fools  to  retain  a love  even 
‘ for  tiieir  mothers,  let  them  be  persecuted  by  this  woman,  nnd  they  will  loath  them,  i.  e. 
‘ their  mothers  also.* — It  has  been  very  ingeniously  suggested,  that  we  probably  should  read, 
Let  them  honour  and  loath  them  too; 

».  e.  ‘ Let  them  feel  the  opposite  sensations  of  honouring  and  despising  them  at  the  same 
1 time.’ — Hut  the  source  of  the  difficulty  has,  we  apprehend,  been  the  loss  of  the  word  look, 
which  being  restored,  the  passage  carries  with  it  its  own  explanation. 

VOL.  III.  3T  In 
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THE  WOMAN-HATER. 


In  the  presence  or  sight  of  any  woman, 

Nor  never  to  seek  wrongfully  the  public 
Disgrace  of  any. 

Gond.  TLis  tliatl  would  have  6wom,  and  do; 
When  I meddle  with  tliexn57,  for  their  good, 
Or  their  had,  may  time  call  back  this  day 
a«ain ! 

And  when  I come  in  their  companies, 

May  I catch  the  pox  by  their  breath,  and  have 
No  other  pleasure  for  it! 

Luke.  You  are 
l oo  merciful. 


[Act  5.  Scene  t. 

On.  My  lord,  I sbew’d  my  sex 
The  better. 

Val.  All  is  over-blown.  Sister, 

You’re  like  to  hav  e a fair  night  of  if. 

And  a prince  in  your  arms. — Let’s  go,  my 
lord5*. 

Luke.  Thus,  thro’ the  doubtful  streams  of 
joy  and  grief, 

True  love  doth  wade,  and  finds  at  last  relief. 

[ Krctint  omna. 


57  When  I meditate  with  them.]  So  all  editions  but  the  first  quarto  ; from  which  invaluable 
copy  we  have  made  o great  number  of  corrections,  some  more  beneficial  to  the  sense  than 
this  before  us.  On  many  of  the  errors  in  the  later  editions,  we  had  prepared  notes,  and 
proposed  variations;  but  on  collating  the  text  with  the  quarto  above-mentioned  (which  we 
should  not  have  been  nbie  to  do,  but  for  the  favour  of  Mr.  Garrick),  we  have  suppressed  our 
notes,  and  silently  made  the  amendments  there  pointed  out:  not  chusing  to  adopt  the  mode 
of  our  predecessors;  who,  in  such  cases,  commonly  inserted  very  prolix  refutations  of  the 
lection  in  the  then-last  edition,  proposed  variations,  of  which  they  adopted  the  best,  and 
then  concluded  their  notes  with,  and  this  is  confirmed  by  the  oldest  editions. 
s*  Let'*  go , my  lord.]  Perhaps  these  words  belong  to  Oriana. 


It  seems  not  quite  clear  that  the  whole  of  this  plav  was  written  in  verse ; but  many 
speeches  thut  evidently  resolve  them  selves  into  measure  having  been  printed  as  prose,  Seward 
very  properly  endeavoured  to  restore  them  to  their  original  state.  He  has,  in  our  opinion, 
not  always  been  elegant  or  accurate  iu  his  division.  We  are  not  entirely  satisfied  with  our 
own ; yet  think  the  text  at  least  runs  off  more  easily  in  this  edition  than  in  any  preceding 
one,  less  violated  by  arbitrary  additions,  omissions,  and  transpositions,  and  the  eye  and  ear 
less  offended  by  elisions,  more  barbarous  than  those  of  Procrustes. 
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THE  NICE  VALOUR; 

0«, 

THE  PASSIONATE  MADMAN. 

A COMEDY. 

* ' / 

The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  ascribe  this  Play  to  Fletcher;  the  Prologue  anil 
Epilogue  speak  of  the  Poet  singly ; Seward  (9ee  note  S on  the  Commendatory  Poems) 
supposes  it  to  be  Beaumont’s.  It  was  first  printed  in  the  folio  of  1647;  and  hath  never 
been  altered,  that  we  art  able  to  discover. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Men*. 

Dcke  of  Genoa. 

Shamont,  his  Favourite,  a superstitious  lover 
of  Reputation. 

A Passionate  Lord,  the  Dukes  distracted 
Kinsman. 

A Soldi  er,  Brother  to  Shamont. 

Lapet,  the  cowardly  Monsieur. 

A Gallant  of  the  same  temper. 

MoJlbIzgn,  \ Tho  m'tihromt  Courtiers. 
Two  Brothers  to  the  Lady  affecting  the 
Passionate  Lord. 


La  Note,  a Courtier. 

Four  Courtiers. 

Base,  Jester  to  the  Passionate  Lord. 

A Priest,  > - ,, 

Six  Women,  ] m “ 

Ualosbio,  a Clown. 

Womek. 

Lady,  Sifter  to  the  Duke,  Shamont’ i helmed. 
Lafet’s  Wife. 

A Lady,  personating  Cupid,  Mistress  to  the 
Mad  Lord. 


SCENE*  Genoa. 


PROLOGUE  AT  THE  REVIVAL  OF  THIS  PLAY. 


It  grows  in  fashion  of  late,  in  these  days, 

To  come  and  beg  a suffrage  to  our  plays*  : 
'Faith,  gentlemen,  our  poet  ever  writ  [wit, 
Language  so  good,  mix’d  with  such  sprightly 
He  made  the  tlieatre  so  sovereign 
With  his  rare  scenes,  he  scorn'd  this  crouch- 
ing vein. 

• A suffrage  to  our  p/ayr.] 


We  stabb’d  him  with  keen  daggers,  when  we 
pray’d 

Him  write  a preface  to  a play  well  made. 
Hecouldnotwritethesetoys;  'twas  easierfar 
To  bring  a felon  to  appear  at  tli’  bar 
So  much  he  hated  baseness ; which  this  day. 
His  scenes  will  best  convince  you  of  ill’s  play. 

First  folio  exhibits  suferance. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Duke , Shamont,  and  Four  Gentlemen. 
Duke.  QliAMONT,  welcome!  we  have 
^ miss'd  thee  long, 

Tho’  absent  but  two  days:  I hope  your  sports 
Answer  vour  time  hih!  wishes. 

Sham.  Very  nobly,  sir; 

We  found  game  worthy  your  delight,  my  lord, 
It  was  so  royal. 

Duke.  I’ve  enough  to  hear  on’t ; 

Prithee  bestow’t  upon  me  in  discourse. 

1 Gent.  What  is  this  gentleman,  coz?  you 
arc  a courtier, 

Therefore  know  all  their  insides. 

2 Gent.  No  further  than  the  taffaty  goes, 

good  coz,  [part 

For  the  most  part,  which  is  indeed  the  best 
Of  the  most  general  inside.  Marry,  thus  for 
1 can  with  boldness  speak  this  one  mans 
character, 

And  upon  honour  pass  it  for  a true  one: 

I  le  has  that  strength  of  manly  merit  in  him, 
That  it  exceeds  his  sovereign’s  pow  er  of  grac- 
im*; 

Iler8  faithfully  true  to  valour,  that  he  hates 
The  man  from  Caesar’s  time,  or  further  off, 
That  ever  took  disgrace  un reveng’d ; 

And  if  he  chance  to  read  his  abject  story, 
He  tears  bis  memory  out,  and  bolds  it  virtuous 
Not  to  let  shame  have  so  much  life  amongst 
us;  ‘ 

There  is  not  such  a curious  piece  of  courage 
Amongst  man’s  fellow sliip,  or  one  so  jealous 
Of  Honour’s  loss,  or  Reputation’s  glory  : 
Tliere’s  so  much  perfect  of  his  grow  ing  story ! 

1 Gent.  T would  make  oue  dote  on  Virtue, 

as  you  tell  it.  fit,  coz. 

2 Cent.  I have  told  it  to  much  loss,  oelieve 


3 Gent.  ITow  the  duke  graces  him ! What 
is  he,  brother? 

4 Grnt.  Don't  you  yet  know  him?  a vain* 
glorious  coxcomb, 

As  proud  as  he  thut  fell  for’t* ! 

Set  but  aside  his  valour1,  no  virtue. 

Which  is  indeed  not  fit  for  any  courtier, 

And  we  liis  fellows  are  as  good  as  lie, 
Perhaps  as  capable  of  favour  too, 

For  one  thingor  another,  if ’twere  look’d  into. 
Give  me  a man,  were  I a sovereign  now, 
’Hhs  a good  stroke  at  tennis , and  a stiff  one  \ 
Can  play  at  -aquinoctium  with  the  line, 

As  even  as  the  thirteenth  of  September, 
When  day  and  night  lie  in  a scale  together! 
Or,  may  \ thrive  as  I deserve  at  billiards; 
No  otherw  ise  at  chess,  or  at  primero  ! 

These  are  the  parts  requir'd;  why  not  ad- 
vanc'd ? [lent  pleasure ; 

Duke.  Trust  me,  it  was  no  less  than  excel- 
And  Pin  right  glad  ’twas  thine. — How  fares 
our  kinsman  ? 

Who  can  resolve  us  best? 

1 Gent.  I can,  mv  lord.  [bounds, 

Duke.  There,  if  I had  a pity  without 
It  might  be  iff  bestow’d:  a man  so  lost 
In  the  wild  wa/s  of  passion,  that  he's  sensible 
Of  nought  but  what  torments  him  ! 

1 Gent.  True,  my  lord; 

He  runs  thro*  all  the  passions  of  mankind, 
And  shifts  ’em  strangely  too:  one  while  in  love; 
And  that  so  violent,  that,  forwunt  of  business, 
He’ll  court  the  very  ’prentice  of  a laundress, 
Tlio’  she  have  kill'd  heels ; and  in's  melan- 
choly again,  [fairer 

He  will  not  brook  an  empress,  tho’  thrice 
Than  ever  Maud  w as1,  or  higher-spirited 
Than  Cleopatra,  or  your  English  countess. 
Then,  on  a sudden  he’s  so  merry  again, 


* As  proud  us  he  that  fell  for' t ;]  i.  e.  As  proud  as  Lucifer,  who  fell  through  pride. 

Seward. 

a Set  hut  aside  his  valour  no  virtue : 

Which  is  indeed  not  ft  for  any  courtier .]  The  old  folio  points  thus, 

Set  but  aside  his  valour,  no  virtue 
Which  is  indeed,  not  fit  for  any  courtier, 

And  wchis  fellows,  fyc. 

This  latter  is  better  sense,  and  therefore  restored  to  the  text,  hut  as  the  construction  from 
the  position  of  the  words  is  a little  stiff,  and  the  measure  not  compleat,  perhaps  the  original 
might  have  run, 

Set  but  aside  his  valour,  which  indeed 

No  virtue  is,  not  fit  for  any  courtier.  Seward. 

Seward’s  reading  is  as  stiff  as  the  other.  There  seems  to  be  a word  or  two  dropped  jn  t)i« 
preceding  line,  which  has  more  obscured  the  passage;  tho  sense  of  which  seems  to  have  been 
to  this  effect: 

As  proud  as  he  that  fell  for’t!  he  possesses, 

Set  but  aside  his  valour,  no  virtue; 

U hich  (i.  e.  hit  valour)  is  indeed  not  fit  for  any  courtier,  &c. 

It  very  common  with  our  authors  to  refer  to  a remote  antecedent. 

3  Maud.]  The  empress  Maud,  daughter  of  llvnry  I.  and  mother  of  Henry  II.  B. 

Out r 
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Out-laughs  a waiting-woman  before  her  first 
child ; * 

And,  turning  of  a hand,  so  angry — 

H’has  almost  beat  the  Northern  fellow4 
blind,  [mv  lord, 

That  is  for  that  use  only;  if  that  mood  hold, 
H’lmd  need  of  afresh  man  ; 1*11  undulate 
He  shall  bruise  thee  o-mouth. 

Duke.  I pity  him  dearly; 

And  let  it  be  your  charge,  will*  his  kind  bro- 
ther, 

To  see  his  moods  observ'd : let  every  passion 
lie  fed  ev'n  to  n surfeit,  which  iu  time 
May  breed  a loathing!  let  him  have  enough 
Of  every  object,  that  bis  sense  is  rapt  with! 
And  being  once  glutted,  then  the  taste  of  folly 
Will  corue  into  disrelish5.  [Exit. 

1 Gent.  I si  tall  see 

Your  charge,  iuy  lord,  most  faithfully  effected. 
And  how  docs  noble  Shamont? 

Hhurn.  Never  ill,  man. 

Until  1 hear  of  baseness;  then  I sicken: 

I am  the  healihfuU’st  man  i'tif  kingdom  else. 

Enter  Lapel. 

1 Gent.  He  arm’d  then  for  a fit!  here 
conics  a fellow 

Will  make  you  sick  at  heart,  if  baseness  duT. 
, ahum.  Let  me  be  gone!  What  is  he? 

1 Gent.  Let  me  tell  you  first; 

It  can  lie  but  a qualm.  Pray  stay  it  out,  sir! 
Come,  you’ve  home  more  tliftn  this. 

Sham.  Home?  never  any  thing 
That  was  injurious. 

1 Gent.  Ha!  I am  far  from  tlrnt. 

Sham.  He  looks  us  like  a man,  as  I have 
seen  one:  [1  prithee. 

What  would  you  speak  of  him?  Speak  well, 
Ev'ii  for  humanity's  cause. 

1 Gent.  You’d  have  it  truth  tho’? 
ahum.  What  else,  sir  ? I have  uo  reason  to 
wrong  Ileav’n 


To  favour  Nature;  let  her  bear  her  own 
If  she  be  faulty  ! [shame 

1 Gent.  Monstrous  faulty  there,  sir. 

Sham.  I’m  ill  at  ease  already. 

1 Gent.  Pray  hear  up,  sir. 

Sham.  I prithee  let  me  tnke  him  down  with 
speed  then,  [upon. 

Like  a wild  object  that  I would  not  look 
1 Gent.  Then  thus;  he's  one  that  will  en- 
dure as  much 
As  can  be  laid  upon  him. 

Sham.  That  may  In*  noble? 

I'm  kept  too  long  from  bis  acquaintance. 

1 Gent.  Oh,  sir,  [forward 

1 ake  heed  of  rash  repentance6  ! you’re  too 
To  find  out  virtue  w here  it  never  settled : 

'l  ake  tlu*  particulars,  first,  of  w lmt  lie  endures; 
Videlicet,  bastinadoes  by  tlic  great. 

Sham,  llow ! 

1 Gent.  Thumps  by  the  dozen,  and  your 
kicks  by  wholesale. 

ahum.  No  more  of  him  ! [up, 

1 Gent.  The  twinges  by  the  nostril  he  snuffs 
Ami  holds  it  the  best  remedy  for  sneezing. 
Sham.  Away! 

1 Gent.  IT  has  l>een  thrice  switch’d  from 
seven  o’clock  till  nine;  [fast, 

Yet,  with  a cart-horse  stomach,  fell  to  break - 
Forgetful  of  his  smart. 

Sham.  Nay,  the  disgrace  on’t; 

There  is  no  smart  but  that : base  things  are 
. felt  [know  you  not; 

More  by  their  shames  than  hurts. — Sir,  1 
Hut  that  you  live  au  injury  to  Nature, 

I’m  heartily  angry  with  you. 

Lupet.  Pray  give  your  blow  or  kick,  and 
begone  then; 

For  1 ne’er  saw  you  before;  and  indeed 
Have  nothing  to  say  to  you,  for  I know  you 
not. 

Sham.  Why  wouldst  thou  take  a blow  ? 

1m jit.  1 would  not,  sir7. 

Unless 


4 H'  has  almost  bcut  the  Northern  fellow  blind , 

That  is  for  that  use  only.]  This  is  probably  an  allusion  to  Gustavus  Adolphus,  king  of 
Sweden,  the  hero  of  the  North,  who  ascended  "tin*  throne  in  1611.  lie  was  one  of  the  great- 
est and  most  successful  princes  which  Europe  hath  seen,  either  before  or  since  his  time.  R. 

5 His  re/isA]  Wc  have  no  doubt  but  this  is  corrupt,  nud  that  we  ought  to  read,  changing 
only  one  letter,  nis relish. 

6 Take  heed  of  rash  repentance;]  i.  e.  Repentance  on  account  of  rashness.  I should  not 

Imve  thought  an  explanation  necessury,  hut  that  Mr.  byinpson  would  have  discarded  the  word, 
and  read  aci/aaintance  for  repentance.  Seaard. 

7 I icould  not,  sir, 

Unless  'taerc  offer'd  me;  und  if  from  an  enemy , 

I'd  be  loth  to  deny  it  from  a stumper.]  The  conjunctive  particle  and  in  the  middle  lina 
seems  plainly  to  denote  the  loss  of  some  sentence  previous  to  it,  and  the  humour  seems 
greatly  to  suffer  by  that  loss.  As  to  the  sentiment,  it  may,  l believe,  be  restored,  but  as  se- 
veral expressions  will  give  it,  it  is  impossible  to  guess  how  near  we  shall  come  to  the  old 
reading.  1 propose, 

I would  not,  sir. 

Unless  ’twere  otter’d  me;  if  from  a friend 
I ’ d taket  in  friendship,  and  if  from  an  enemy 
I would  be  loth  to  deny  it  from  a stranger.  Sezcard. 

Seward  makes  this  proposed  interpolation : but  the  old  text  gives  very  complete  sense?  anti 
there  is  no  saying  where  arbitrary  variations  would  end,  if  insertions,  omissions,  or  altera- 
* lions, 
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Unless 'twere  offer'd  me;  and  if  from  an  enemy, 
I would  be  loath  to  deny  it  from  a stranger. 

Shim.  What ! a blow  ? [it  ? 

Endure  n blow?  and  shall  he  live  that  gives 
Lapet.  Many  a fair  year:  why  not,  sir? 
Sham.  Let  me  wonder! 

As  full  a man  to  sce-to,  and  as  perfect! 

I prithee  live  not  long — 

Lapet.  How! 

Sham.  Let  me  entreat  it ! [mankind, 
Tlu>u  dost  not  know  what  wrong  thou  dost 
To  walk  so  long  here ; not  to  die  betimes. 
Let  me  advise  dice,  while  thoa  liast  to  live 
here,  [more ! 

Ev’n  for  man’s  honour  sake,  take  not  a blow 
Lapet . You  should  advise  them  not  to 
stnke  me  then,  sir ; [given. 

For  I’ll  take  none,  1 assure  you,  'less  they’re 
Sham.  How  fain  would  I preserve  man’s 
form  from  shame, 

And  cannot  get  it  done!  However,  sir, 

I charge  thee  live  not  long. 

Lapet.  This  is  worse  than  beating.  [sir, 
Sham.  Of  what  profession  art  thou,  tell  me, 
Besides  a taylor  ? for  I’ll  know  the  truth. 

Lapet.  A taylor  ? I’m  as  good  a geutle- 
Can  shew  my  arms  and  all.  [man — 

Sham.  How  black  and  blue  they  are  : 

Is  that  your  manifestation?  Upon  pain 
Of  pounding  thee  to  dust,  assume  not  wrong- 

. fully 

Tfie  name  of  gentleman,  because  I’m  one 
That  must  not  let  thee  lire! 

Lapet.  I’ve  done,  I’ve  done,  sir. 

If  there  be  any  harm,  beshrew  the  herald! 
I’m  sure  1 ha*  not  been  so  long  a gentleman, 
To  make  this  anger : I have  nothing,  nowhere. 
But  what  I dearly  pay  for. 

Sham.  Groum,  begone!  [£rt7  Lapet . 
I never  was  so  heart-sick  yet  of  man. 

Enter  the  Lady,  and  La  pet’s  II  ifc. 
t Gent.  Here  comes  a cordial,  sir,  from 
th’ other  sex. 

Able  to  make  a dying  face  look  rhcarful. 
Sham.  The  blessedness  of  ladies! 

Lady.  You’re  well  met,  sir.  [from  me, 
Sham.  The  sight  of  you  has  put  an  evil 
Whose  breath  was  able  to  make  virtue  sicken. 
Lady.  I’m  glad  I came  so  fortunately. 
What  was  it,  sir?  [eats  after  it. 

Sham.  A thing  that  takes  a blow,  lives  and 
In  very  good  health : you  ha’  not  seen  the 
like,  madam ; 

A monster  worth  your  sixpence,  lovely  worth. 
Lady.  Speak  low,  sir!  by  all  likelihoods 
*08  her  husband. 

That  now  bestow'd  a visitation  on  me. 
Farewell,  sir!  [Exit. 

Sham.  Husband  ? is’t  possible  that  he  has 
a wife  ? [match ! 

Would  any  creature  have  him  ? 'tis  some  forc’d 

tions  were  made,  whenever  the  critick  thinks 
iteration.  An  editor  should  give  the  author’s 


If  he  were  not  kick'd  to  th’ church  o'th* 
wedding  day,  [wise; 

I’ll  never  come  nt  court.  Can  he  no  other- 
Perhaps  he  was  rich;  speak,  mistress  Lapet, 
was’t  not  so  ? 

Wife.  Nay,  that's  without  all  question. 
Sham.  Oh,  ho!  he  would  not  want  kicker* 
enough  then. 

If  you  are  wise,T  much  suspect  your  honesty, 
For  wisdom  never  fastens  constantly, 

But  upon  merit : if  you  iucline  to  fool. 

You  are  alike  unfit  for  his  society; 

Nay,  if  it  were  not  boldness  in  the  man 
That  honours  you,  to  advise  you,  troth,  his 
company 

Should  not  be  frequent  with  you. 

Wife.  Tis  good  counsel,  sir. 

Sham.  Oh,  I’m  so  careful  where  I reverence, 
So  just  to  goodness,  and  her  precious  purity, 
I am  as  equally  jealous,  and  os  fearful, 

That  any  undeserved  stain  might  fall 
Upon  her  sanctified  whiteness,  as  of  the  sin 
Tuat  comes  by  wilfulness. 

Wife*  Sir,  I love  your  thoughts, 

And  honour  you  for  your  cuunsel  and  your 
Sham.  We  are  your  servants.  [care. 
Wife.  He’s  but  a gentleman 
O’  tlf  chamber;  he  might  have  kiss’d  me,  faith! 
Where  shall  one  find  less  courtesy  than  at 
court? 

Say,  I have  an  undcserver  to  my  husband, 
Tluit’s  ne'er  the  teorse  for  him  : well,  strange* 
lip’d  man, 

Tis  hut  a kiss  lost;  there’ll  more  come 
again.  [Exit. 

Enter  the  Passionate  lx>rd ; he  snakes  a 
congee  or  two  to  nothing, 

1 Gent.  Look,  who  conies  here,  sir!  Ids 
love-fit’s  upon  him : 

I know  it,  by  that  set  smile,  and  those  congees. 
How  courteous  he’s  to  nothing  ? which  indeed 
Is  the  next  kin  to  woman,  only  shadow, 

The  elder  sister  of  the  twain,  because  *tis 
seen  u»o. 

See  how  it  kisses  the  fore-finger  still ! 

Which  is  the  last  edition,  and,  being  come 
So  near  the  thumb,  every  cobler  has  got  it. 

Sham.  What  a ridiculous  piece  humanity 
Here  makes  itself! 

1 Gent.  Nay,  good,  give  leave  a little,  sir; 
You’re  so  precise  a manhood — 

Sham.  It  afllicts  me 

When  I behold  unseemliness  in  an  image 
So  near  the  godhead!  Tis  an  injury 
To  glorious  eternity. 

1 Gent.  Pray  use  patience,  sir! 

Pas.  I do  confess  it  freely,  precious  lady; 
And  love’s  suit  is  so,  the  longer  it  hangs 
The  worse  it  is : better  cut  off,  sweet  madam. 
Qh,  that  same  drawing-in  your  nether  lip 
there, 

it  might  improve  the  passages  under  his  conai- 
text,  not  his  own. 

Foreskcw 
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Fore&Hews  no  goodness,  lady;  make  you 
question  on’t? 

Shame  on  me,  but  I love  you! 

J Gent.  Who  is’t,  sir, 

You  are  at  all  this  pains  for  f may  I know  her? 
Pas.  For  tliee,  thou  fairest,  yet  the  falsest 
woman, 

That  ever  broke  man’s  heart-strings. 

1 Gent.  How?  how’s  this,  sir?  [apparel? 
Pas.  What,  the  old  trick  of  ladies?  man’s 
Will’t  ne’er  be  left  amongst  you?  Steal  from 
eourt  in’t! 

1 Gent.  I see  the  fit  grows  stronger. 

Pas.  Pray  let’s  talk  a little. 

Sham.  I can  endure  no  more ! 

1 Gent.  Good,  let’s  alone  a little ! 

You  are  so  exact  a work!  love  light  things 
somewhat,  sir®. 

Sham.  They’re  all  but  shames. 

1 Gent.  What  is’t  yt>u'd  say  to  me,  sir  ? 
Pas.  Can  you  be  so  forgetful  to  enquire 
1 Gent.  Yes,  truly,  sir.  [it,  lady  ? 

Pas.  The  more  I admire  vour  flintiness ! 
What  cause  have  I given  you,  illustrious 
madam. 

To  play  this  strange  part  with  me? 

1 Gent.  Cause  enough : 

Do  but  look  back,  sir,  into  your  memory, 
Your  love  to  other  women.  Oh,  lewd  man, 
*T  has  almost  kill’d  my  heart ; you  see  I’m 
chang'd  with  it;  [on’t! 

I ha*  lost  the  fashion  of  my  sex  with  grief 
When  I have  seen  you  courting  of  a dowdy 
(Compar’d  with  me),  and  kissing  your  fore- 
finger [not  this 

To  one  o’ th’ black-guard’s  mistresses;  would 
Crack  a poor  lady’s  heart,  that  believ’d  love, 
And  waited  for  the  comfort?  But ’twas  said,  sir, 
A lady  of  my  hair  cannot  want  pitying; 

The  country’s  coming  up : farewell  to  you. 
Pas.  Whither  intend  you,  sir?  [sir! 
1 Gent.  A long  journey,  sir: 

Tlie  truth  is.  I’m  with-child,  and  go  to  travel. 
Pas.  With-child?  I never  got  it. 

1 Gent.  I heard  you  were  busy 
At  the  same  time,  sir;  and  was  loth  to 
trouble  you.  [cellent  madam  ? 

Pas.  Why,  are  not  yoa  a whore  then,  ex- 
1 Gent.  Oh,  by  no  means;  ’twas  done,  sir, 
in  the  state 


Of  my  belief  in  you,  and  that  quits  me; 

It  lies  upon  your  falshood. 

Pas.  Does  it  so  ? — [contract. 

You  shall  not  carry  her  tho’,  sir;  she’s  my 
Sham.  I prithee,  thou  four  elements  im- 
brued, 

Torment  none  but  thyself!  Away,  I say, 
Thou  beast  of  passion,  as  the  drunkard  is 
The  beostof  wine!  Dishonour  to  thy  making, 
Thou  man  in  fragments! 

Pas.  Hear  me,  precious  madam ! 

Sham.  Kneel  for  thy  wits  to  Hcuv’n. 

Pas.  Lady,  I’U  father  it. 

Whoe’er  begot  it:  ’tis  the  course  of  greatness. 
Sham.  How  virtue  groans  at  this! 

Pas.  Ill  raise  the  court,  but  l will  stay 
your  flight. 

Sham.  IIow  wretched  is  that  piece  ? 

[E.r//  Pas. 

1 Gent.  He's  the  duke’s  kinsman,  sir. 
Sham.  That  cannot  take  a passion  away, 
sir, 

Nor  cut  a fit  but  one  poor  hour  shorter; 
lie  must  endure  as  much  as  the  poorest 
beggar,  . [equality 

That  cannot  change  his  money ; there’s  the 
In  our  impartial  esseiice.  W hat's  the  news 
now  ? 

Knter  a Servant. 

Sere.  Your  worthy  brother,  sir,  has  left 
And  come  to  see  you.  [his  charge, 1 

Enter  the  Soldier . 

Sham.  Oh,  the  noblest  welcome 
That  ever  came  from  mau,  meet  thy  de- 
scryiugs ! **■  [now, 

Methinks,  I’ve  all  joy’s  treasure  in  mine  arm* 
Sold.  You  are  so  fortunate  in  prevention, 
brother. 

You  always  leave  the  answerer  barren,  sir, 
You  comprehend  in  few  words  so  much  worth. 
Sham.  *Tis  all  too  little  for  thee : coiue, 
thou’rt  welcome ! [pray, 

So  I include  all.  Take  especial  knowledge, 
Of  this  dear  gentleman,  my  absolute  friend, 
That  loves  a soldier  far  above  a unstress  * ! 
Thou  excellently  faithful  to  ’em  both ! 

But  love  to  manhood  owns  tho  purer  troth. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT 


* You  are  so  exact  a work : love  light  things  somewhat , sir.]  It  seems  probable  that  zcortk 
was  the  true  word  instead  of  work , as  Shamont  calls  the  lady  before— /ore/y  worth,  and  one 
of  the  gentlemen  in  the  first  page  of  the  play  says  of  Shamont, 

There  is  not  such  a curious  piece  of  courage. 

Notwithstanding  this,  u oi  k being  good  sense  may  still  be  the  true  reading.  The  advice  to 
Shamont  to  love  light  things  a little,  is  to  laugh  and  divert  himself  at  the  absurdities  and 
phrensies  of  men.  Mr.  Syinpson  thought  it  obscure,  and  that  it  wanted  explanation.  Seward. 

Seward  seems  mistaken  in  supposing  Shamont  calls  tbe  lady  lovely  worth:  he  tells  her  the 
sight  is  lovely  [i.  e.  ire//]  worth  sixpence  : 

—-You  ha’  not  seen  the  like,  madam ; 

•A  monster  worthyoxxr  sixpence, lovely  worth. 

9 That  loves  a soldier  far  above  u mistress, 

Thou  excellently  faithful  to  'em  both.]  The  emendation  here  of  thou  to  tho  (although  in#, 

. old 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  the  Soldier , and  the  Lady. 
Lady.rriiERE  should  be  in  this  gallery — 
Oh,  they’re  here. 

Pray  sit  down:  believe  me,  sir.  I’m  weary. 
Solti.  It  well  becomes  n lady  to  complain 
a little  [madam; 

Of  what  she  never  feels : your  walk  was  short, 
You  can  be  but  afraid  of  w eariness, 

Which  well  implies  the  softucssof  your  sex  lo: 
As  for  the  thing;  itself,  you  never  came  to’t. 
Jxidy.  You’re  wondrously  well  read  in 
ladies,  sir.  [madam. 

Sold.  Shall  I think  such  a creature  ns  you, 
Was  ever  born  to  feel  pain,  but  in  travel? 
There's  your  full  portion, 

Besides  n little  toofh-achc  in  the  breeding. 
Which  a kind  husband  too  takes  from  you, 
madam.  [kiud  husband-  r 

Lady.  But  where  do  Indies,  sir,  find  such 
Perhaps. you  have  heard  [now, 

The  rheumatic  story  of  some  loving  chandler 
Or  some  such  melting  fellow,  that  you  talk 
So  prodigal  of  men’s  kindness : I confess,  sir, 
Many  of  those  wives  are  happy,  their  ambition 
Does  reach  no  higher  than  to  love  and  ig- 
norance, [fond  one : 

Which  makes  an  excellent  husband,  and  a 
No«',  sir,  your  great  ones  aim  at  height  and 
cunning,  [it; 

And  so  arc  oft  deceiv'd,  yet  they  must  venture 
For  ’tis  a lady's  contumely,  sir, 

To  have  a lord  an  ignorant;  then  the  world's 
voice  [on’t : 

Will  deem  her  for  a wanton,  ere  she  taste 
But  to  deceive  a wise  man,  to  whose  circum- 
spection 

The  world  resigns  itself  w ith  all  its  envy11, 
Tis  less  dishonour  to  us  than  to  fell ; 
Because  his  believ’d  wisdom  keeps  out  all. 
Sold.  'Would  ( were  the  man,  lady,  that 
should  venture 

His  wisdom  to  your  goodness ! 

Lady.  You  might  fail 


In  the  return,  as  many  men  have  done,  sir. 

I dare  not  justify  w hat  is  to  come  of  me, 
Because  I know  it  not;  tho’ I hope  virtuously: 
Marry,  what's  past,  or  present,  I durst  put 
Into  a good  man’s  hand;  which  if  he  take 
Upon  my  word  for  good,  it  shall  not  cozen 
Sold.  So,  nor  hereafter.  [him. 

Lady.  It  may  hap  so  too,  sir; 

A woman’s  goodness,  when  she  is  a wife, 
Lies  much  upon  a man's  desert,  believe  it,  sir; 
If  there  he  tault  in  her.  I’ll  pawn  my  life  ou’t, 
Tis  first  in  him,  if  she  were  ever  good11 : 
That  makes  tne,  knowing  not  a husband  yet, 
Or  what  he  may  be,  promise  no  more  virtues 
Than  l may  well  perform;  for  that  were  co- 
zenage. [all  fears! 

Sold,  liappy  were  he  that  hail  you,  with 
That's  ray  opinion,  lady. 

Enttr  Shamont  and  a Servant , listening. 
Scrv.  What  say  you  now,  sir? 

Dare  you  give  confidence  to  your  own  eyes? 
Sham.  Not  yet  I dare  not. 

Serv.  No? 

Sham.  Scarce  yet,  or  yet, 

Altho’  I see  'tis  he.  Why,  can  a thing, 
Thai’s  but  myself  divided,  he  so  false? 

Serv.  Nay,  do  but  m*ark  how  the  chair 
plays  his  part  too  : 

How  amorously  'tis  bent. 

Sham.  Hell  take  thy  bad  thoughts! 

For  they  are  strange  ones.  Never  take  delight 
To  make  a torment  worse.  Look  on  'em, 
Heav’n ! 

For  that’s  a brother,  send  me  a fair  enemy, 
Ami  take  him ! fora  tbulcrfiend  there  breathes 
not. 

I will  lint  sin  to  think  there's  ill  in  her, 

But  what’s  of  his  producing; 

Yet  goodness,  whose  inclosure  is  but  flesh. 
Holds  out  oft-times  hut  sorrily.  But  as  hlack, 
sir. 

As  ever  kindred  was,  I hate  mine  own  blood. 
Because  it  is  so  near  thine.  Live  without 
honesty ; 


old  reading  was  not  absolute  nonsense,  supposing  the  points  altered)  is  so  easy,  that  I cannot 
fear  the  render’s  concurrence.  Seward. 

We  really  think  the  old  reading  most  spirited  and  best,  only  making  a full  point  after 
mistress. 

10  Which  tce.ll  employs  the  softness  of  your  sex.]  What  is  it  that  employs  the  softness  of 
the  sex,  weariness,  or  the  fear  of  it?  Tis  scarcely  sense  in  cither  light,  and  Mr,  bympson 
seems  to  lmve  hit  oft  the  true  reading,  implies.  Seward. 

11  With  all  his  envy.]  Corrected  by  Seward. 

11  ’lis  first  in  him , if  she  were  ever  good, 

That  mokes  one;  knowing  not  a husband  yet. 

Or  ichat  he  may  be  : I promise  no  more  virtues , 

Than  J will  u til  perform.]  The  punctuation  amended  by  Seward ; who  also  discarded 
the  pronoun  I.  We  have  altered  one  to  me  : the  error  of  the  press  is  probable,  und  the  sense 
requires  it. 

And 
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And  mayst  thou  die  with  an  unmoisten’d  eye, 
And  no  tear  follow  thee ! 

[ Exeunt  Sham,  and  Serv. 
Lady.  You’re  wondrous  merry,  sir; 

I would  your  brother  heard  you! 

Sold.  Or  iny  sister1  J ; [lady, 

I would  not,  out  o’  th’  way,  let  fall  my  words, 
For  the  precisest  humour. 


Enter  Passionate  Lord. 

Pas.  Yea,  so  close?  [can  report  of ’em; 
Sold.  They’re  megry,  that’s  the  worst  you 
They’re  neither  dangerous,  nor  immodest. 
Pas.  So,  sir! 

Shall  I believe  you,  think  you? 

Sold.  Who’s  this,  lady? 

Lady.  Oh,  the  duke’s  cousin ; he  came  late 
from  travel,  sir. 

Sold.  Respect  belongs  to  him. 

Pas.  For,  ns  I said,  lady,  [port  of ’em; 

• They’re  merry,  that’s  the  worst  you  can  re- 

• They’re  neither  dangerous,  nor  immodest.' 

Sold.  How’s  this? 

Pas.  And  there  I think  I left. 

Sold.  Abuses  me ! [I  lov’d  you ; 

Pas.  Now  to  proceed,  lady : perhaps  I swore 
Ifyou  believe  me  not,  you’re  much  the  wiser — 
Sold.  He  speaks  still  in  iny  person,  and 
derides  me ! 

Pas.  For  I can  cog  with  you — 

Lady.  Y ou  can  all  do  so ; 

We  make  no  question  of  men’s  promptness 
that  way. 

Pas.  And  smile,  and  wave  a chair  with 
comely  grace  too,  [things, 

Play  with  our  tassel  gently14,  and  do  fine 
lhat  catch  a lady  sooner  than  a virtue. 

Sold.  I never  us’d  to  let  man  live  so  long, 
That  wrong’d  me ! 

Pas.  Talk  of  battalions,  wooe  you  in  a skir- 
mish15 ; 

Discharge  my  mind  to  you,  lady;  and,  being 
sharp-set,  [weapon, 

Can  court  you  at  half-pike;  or  name  your 
We  cannot  fail  you,  laay. 


Enter  First  Gentleman. 

Sold.  Now  he  dies,  ' [him ! 

Were  nil  succeeding  hopes  stor’d  up  within 
1 Gent.  Oh,  fir!  l tb’ court,  sir? 

Sold.  I most  dearly  thunk  you,  sir. 

1 Gent.  ’Tis  rage  ill  spent  upon  a Passion- 
ate Madman.  [sir. 

Sold.  That  shall  not  privilege  him  fo  er, 
A Madman  call  you  him  ? I’ve  found  too 
much  reason 

Sound  in  his  injury  to  me,  to  believe  him  so. 
1 Gent.  If  ever  truth  from  man’s  lip*>  may 
be  held 

In  reputation  with  you16, give  this  confidence! 
And  this  his  love-lit,  which  we  observe  still 
By’s  flattering;  and  his  fineness,  at  some 
other  time 

He’ll  go  as  slovenly  as  heart  can  wish. 

The  love  and  pity  that  his  highness  shews  to 
him, 

Makes  every  man  the  more  respectful  of  him: 
H’  has  never  a passion,  but  is  well  pro\  uled 
for. 

As  this  of  love ; he  is  full  fed  in  all  [lienee. 
His  swinge,  as  I may  term  it : have  out  pa- 
And  you  shall  witness  somewhat ! 

Sold.  Still  he  mocks  me ; - 

Look  you  ! in  action,  in  behaviour,  sir. 

Hold  still  the  chair,  with  a grand  mischief  to 
you ! [sir-— 

Or  I’ll  set  so  much  strength  upon  your  heart. 
Pas.  I feel  some  power  has  restrain’d  me, 
lady : 

If  it  be  sent  from  Love,  say,  I obey  it, 

And  ever  keep  a voice  to  welcome  it. 
SONG. 

Thou  deity,  swilt-winged  Love, 

Sometimes  below,  sometimes  above, 

Little  in  shape,  but  great  in  power ; 

Thou  that  mak’st-a  heart  thy  tower, 

And  thy  loop-holes  ladies’  eyes, 

From  whence  thou  strik’st  the  foYid  and  wise17; 
Did  all  the  shafts  in  thy  fair  quiver 
Stick  fast  in  my  ambitious  liver, 


11  O my  sister.']  First  folio.  Subsequent  editions.  Oh,  my  sister . The  text  by  Seward. 

14  Pbiytcith  our  tassel  gently.]  Probably  we  should  read  your  for  our. 

,s  — “7"" — scoor.  you  in  a skirmish  ; 

Divine  my  mind  to  you.]  Divine  so  entirely  loses  the  metaphor  and  consequently  the 
humour,  that  it  is  most  probable  a corruption.  We  should  not  very  willingly  strike  out  a 
word  when  we  hav’n’t  one  to  supply  its  place  somev'bnt  near  the  trace  of  the  letters;  but  as 
we  know  that  words  are  sometimes  totally  changed  by  the  inattention  of  the  transcriber  or 
printer,  so  when  the  context  not  only  points  out  but  demands  a word  very  unlike  what  has 
been  hitherto  in  the  text,  we  ought  to  submit.  This  I take  to  be  the  present  case,  and  1 
therefore  read, 

— wooe  you  in  a skirmish ; 

Dicharge  my  mind  to  you.  Seward. 

16  In  reputation  with  you,  give  this  conjidcnce  / 

And  this  his  love-jit , which  we  observe  still , 

Py's  fluttering  and  his  fineness , at  some  other  time , 4 c*]  Here  seems  something  wanting. 

17  From  whence  thou  strik'sl  the  fond  and  *«■«<;;]  i.  e.  not  only  those  who  are  foolishly  fond, 
but  the  wise  also  : us  it  will  bear  this  sense,  I let  it  stand  without  putting  a more  obvious 
antithesis  to  wise,  fools.  Seward. 

lond  is  used  in  the  sense  of fools,  according  to  the  usane  of  our  old  authors. 

VOL,  III.  3 U Yet 
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Yet  thy  power  would  I adore. 

And  call  upon  tbce  to  shoot  more, 

Shoot  more,  shoot  more  ! 

Enter  one  like  a Cupid , offering  to  shoot  at 
him . 

Pas.  I prithee  hold  tho’,  sweet  celestial 
boy ! 

I’m  not  requited  yet  with  love  enough 
For  the  first  arrow  that  I have  within  me; 
And  if  thou  be  an  equal  archer,  Cupid, 
Shoot  this  lady,  and  twenty  more  for  me. 
Lady.  Me,  sir  ? [not,  lady  ! 

1 Gent • TTis  nothing  but  device ; fear  it 
You  may  be  as  good  a maid  after  that  shaft, 
madam, 

As  e’er  your  mother  was  at  twelre  and  a half : 
M'is  like  the  boy  that  draws  it,  ’t  has  no  sting 
yet.  [that  draws  it, 

Cupid  [oxide].  Tis  like  the  miserable  maid 
That  sees  no  comfort  yet,  seeing  him  so  pas- 
sionate. 

Pas.  Strike  me  the  duchess  of  Valois  in 
love  with  me,  [women  ! 

With  all  the  speed  thou  canst,  and  two  of  her 
Cupid.  You  shall  have  more.  Exit. 

| Pas.  Tell  ’em,  I tarry  for  ’em. 

*1  Gent.  Who  would  be  angry  with  that 
walking  trouble  now, 

That  hurts  none  but  itself? 

Sold.  I am  better  quieted.  [time  for  me 
Pas.  I’ll  have  all  woman-kind  struck  in 
After  thirteen  once. 

I see  this  Cupid  will  not  let  me  want; 

And  let  him  spend  his  forty  shafts  an  hour, 
They  shall  be  all  found  from  the  duke’s  ex- 
ile’s come  already.  [chequer. 

Enter  again  the  same  Cupid , Two  Brothers , 
Sir  Women,  Masquers , Cupid's  bow  bent 
all  the  way  towards  them , the Jirst  If ~vman 
singing  and  playing , and  a Priest. 

SONG. 

Oh,  turn  thy  bow  ! 

Thy  power  we  feel  and  know, 

Fair  Cupid,  turn  away  thy  bow! 

They  he  those  golden  arrows. 

Bring  ladies  all  their  sorrows; 

And  ’till  there  be  more  truth  in  men, 
Never  shoot  at  maid  again  ! 


Pas.  What  a felicity  of  whores  are  here18 ! 
And  all  my  concubines  struck  bleeding  new ! 

A man  can  in  his  life-time  make  but  one 
woman, 

But  be  may  make  his  fifty  queans  a month. 
Cupid.  Have  you  remember’d  a priest, 
honest  brotliers  ? [gentleman  ; 

1 lira.  Yes,  sister,  and  this  is  the  young 
Make  you  no  question  of  our  faithfulness. 

2 Bro.  Your  growing  shame19,  sister,  pro- 
vokes our  care. 

Priest.  He  must  be  taken  in  this  fit  of  love, 
gentlemen  ? 

1 Bro.  What  else,  sir?  he  shall  do’t. 

2 Bro.  Enough. 

1 Bro.  Be  chcarful,  wench ! 

[-4  dance , Cupid  leading. 
Pas.  Now,  by  the  stroke  of  pleasure,  (a 
deep  oath)  [bear  too  ! 

Nimbly  hopt,  ladies  all!  What  height  they 
A story  higher  than  your  common  Mature*; 

A little  man  must  go  up  stairs  to  kiss  ’em  : 
What  a great  space  there  is 
Betwixt  Love’s  dining-chamber  and  his  gar- 
ret! [methinks: 

I’ll  try  the  utmost  height.  The  garret  stoops, 
The  rooms  are  made  all  bending,  I see  that, 
And  not  so  high  as  a man  takes  ’em  for. 
Cupid.  Now  , if  y ou’ll  follow  me,  sir,  I’ve 
that  pow  er 

To  make  ’em  follow*  you. 

Pas.  Are  they  all  shot? 

Cupid.  All,  all,  sir;  every  mother’s  daugli- 
ter  of  ’em.  [they  be 

Pas.  Then  there’s  no  fear  of  following  : if 
Once  shot,  they’ll  follow  a man  -to  th’  devil. 
As  for  you,  sir — 

[£.ri<  with  the  Lady  and  the  Masquers. 
Sold.  Me,  sir? 

1 Gent.  Nay,  sweet  sir! 

Sold.  A noise,  a threatning!  did  you  not 
hear  it,  sir?  [hear  you. 

1 Gent.  Without  regard,  sir;  so  would  I 
Sold.  This  must  come  to  something;  never 
talk  of  that,  sir ! 

You  never  saw  it  otherwise. 

1 Gent.  Nay,  dear  Merit — 

Sold.  Me,  above  all  men  ? 

1 Gent . Troth,  you  w rong  your  anger. 
Sold.  I will  be  arm’d,  my  honourable  le- 
cher— 


18  U'Aot  a felicity  of  whores  are  here!]  Mr.  Sympson  thiuks  felicity  stands  as  a designed 
* mistake  for  multiplicity.  But  he  does  not  observe  the  common  conciseness  of  poetry,  which 

instead  ol  saying,  YV  hut  a felicity  it  is  to  have  such  a number  of  whores  here?  expresses  it  by 
two  words, ye/it ity  of  whores.  The  very  nerves  and  almost  the  essence  of  poetry  consists  in 
this  conciseness.  Seward.  j 

Still  the  expression  is  rather  hard,  and  very  possibly  corrupt. 

19  His  growing  sAowe.]  (trotcitig  shame  plainly  means  the  sister’s  being  with  child;  the 
change  therefore  of  his  to  your,  unless  we  change  sister , and  make  them  speak  to  the  Priest , 
which  would  be  rather  more  natural  as  it  would  be  in  the  two  lines  above,  and  the  whole 
might  perhaps  have  run  thus, 

Tes,  sister,  this  is  the  young  gentleman  [ meaning  the  Madman .1 
Make  you  no  question  of  our  faithfulness. 

2 Bro . Her  growing  shame,  sir,  provokes  all  our  care.  Seward . 

1 Gent . 
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1 Gent.  Oh,  fy,  sweet  sir!  [Jumps, 

Sold.  That  devours  women's  honesties  hy 
And  never  chew’st  thy  pleasure. 

1 Gent.  What  do  you  mean,  sir? 

Sold.  What  does  he  mean,  i’  engross  all  to 
himself?  [sir. 

There’s  others  love  a whore  as  well  as  he, 
1 Gent.  Oh,  an  that  be  part  o’  th*  fury,  we 
have  a city 

Is  very  well  provided  for  that  case : 

Let  him  alone  with  her,  sir!  vve  have  women 
Are  very  charitable  to  proper  men, 

And  to  a soldier  that  has  all  his  limbs: 
Murry,  the  sick  and  lamegets  not  a penny; 
Right  women’s  charity ! and  the  husbands 
follow’t  too. 

Here  comes  his  highness,  sir. 

Enter  Duke  and  Lords. 

Sold.  I’ll  walk  to  cool  myself.  [Exit. 
Duke.  Who’s  that? 

1 Gent.  The  brother  of  Shamont. 

Duke.  He’s  brother  then  [cretel  v. 

To  all  the  court’s  love,  they  that  love  dis- 
And  place  their  friendliness  upon  desert: 

As  for  the  rest,  that  with  a double  face 
Look  upon  Merit  much  like  Fortune’s  visage10, 
That  looks  two  ways,  both  to  life’s  calms  and 
stonns, 

I’ll  so  provide  for  him,  chiefly  for  him, 
lie  shall  not  wish  their  loves,  nor  dread  their 
envies. 

And  here  comes  my  Shamont. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  That  lady’s  virtues  are  my  only  joys; 
And  he  to  oiler  to  lay  siege  to  them  ! 

Duke.  Shamont!  [discourses, 

Sham.  Her  goodness  is  my  pride : in  all 
As  often  as  I hear  rash-tongu’d  gallants 
Speak  rudely  of  u woman,  presently 
I give  in  but  her  name,  and  they  are  nil  silent, 
Oh,  who  would  lose  this  benefit? 

Duke.  Come  hither,  sir.  [vinor: 

Sham.  Tis  like  the  gift  of  healing,  but  di- 
For  that  but  cures  diseases  in  the  body, 

This  works  a cure  on  fame,  on  reputation ; 
The  noblest  piece  of  surgery  upon  earth ! 
Duke.  Shamont ! — lie  minds  me  not. 
Sham.  A brother  do’t? 

Duke.  Shamont,  I say ! 

[Gives  him  a touch  rcith  his  sn  itch. 
Sham.  Ha! 

If  he  be  mortal,  by  this  hand  In?  perishes ! 

[Draws. 

Unless  it  he  a stroke  from  Heav’d,  he  dies  for’t! 
Duke.  Why,  how  now, sir?  'twas  I. 

Sham.  The  tnore’s  my  misery. 

Duke « Why,  what’s  tlic  matter,  prithee? 
Sham.  Can  you  ask  it,  sir?  • [him, 
No  maaelse  should  : stood  forty  lives  before 


By  this  I would  have  op’d  my  way  to  him. 

It  could  not  be  you,  sir;  excuse  him  not, 
Whate’er  he  bo,  as  you  are  dear  to  Honour, 
Thnl  I may  find  my  peace  again ! 

Duke.  Forbear,  I say  ! 

Upon  my  love  to  truth,  ’twas  none  but  I. 
Sham.  Still  miserable ! 

Duke.  Come,  come;  what  ails  you,  sir? 
Sham.  Never  sat  shame  cooling  so  long 
upon  me, 

Without  a satisfaction  in  revenge; 

And  Ileav’n  has  made  it  here  a sin  to  wish  it, 
Duke.  Hark  you,  sir! 

Sham.  Oh,  you’ve  undone  me! 

Duke.  How? 

Shunt.  Cruelly  undone  me; 

I’ve  lost  my  peace  and  reputation  by  you ! 
Sir,  pardon  me;  I can  ne’er  love  you  more. 

[Exit* 

Duke.  What  language  call  you  this,  sirs? 

1 Gent.  Truth,  my  lord, 

I’ve  seldom  heard  a stranger. 

2 Gent . He  is  a man  of  a most  curious  va- 
lour, [tue. 

Wondrous  precise,  and  punctual  in  that  vir- 
Duke.  But  why  to  me  so  punctual?  my 
best  thought 

Was  most  entirely  fix’d  on  his  advancement. 
Why,  I can.t*  now  to  put  him  in  possession 
Of  bis  fair  fortunes,  (what  a mis-conceiver 
'tis!) 

A nd,froni  a gentleman  ofour  chamber  merely. 
Make  him  vice-admiral;  I was  settled  in’t: 

I love  him  next  to  health.  Call  him,  gentle- 
men ! [much, 

Why,  would  not  you,  or  you,  ha*  taken  as 
And  never  murmur’d ? [Exit  First  Gent , 
2 Gent.  Troth,  l think  we  should,  my  lord  ; 
And  there's  a fellow  walks  about  die  court 
Would  take  a hundred  of ’em. 

Duke.  I hate  you  all  for  it; 

And  rather  praise  his  high-pitch’d  fortitude, 
Tho*  in  extremes  for  niccness:  now  1 think 
on’t,  [is  he? 

I would  I’d  never  done’t ! — Now,  sir,  where 

Enter  First  Gentleman. 

1 Gent.  His  suit  is  only, sir,  to  be  excus'd. 

Duke,  lie  shall  not  he  excus’d;  I love  him 
dearlier:  [us. 

Say,  we  entreat  him;  go!  he  must  not  leave 
[Exeunt  Tuo  Gentlemen . 
So  Virtue  bless  me,  I ne’er  knew  him  paral- 
lels ! 

Why,  he’s  more  precious  to  me  now  than  ever. 
Enter  Two  Gentlemen  und  Shamont. 

2 Gent.  With  much  fair  language  wc  have 
brought  him. 

Duke.  Thanks ! 

Where  is  he? 


lo  Fortune’s  visnpc]  Fortune,  like  Janus,  being  double- visag'd,  the  one  face  looking  on  the 
calms,  the  other  on  the  storms  of  life,  is  a picture,  l believe,  quite  new,  but  equal,  if  not  su- 
perior, to  die  ancient  classical  portriptujes  of  this  fickle  deity.  Saeord% 

r a Gent . 
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2 Gent.  Yonder,  sir. 

Duke  Come  forw  ard,  man. 

Hhunt.  Pray  pardon  me;  Pm  a sham’d  to  be 
seen,  sir.  [of? 

Duke.  Was  eve  r such  a touchy  man  heard 
Prithee,  come  nearer. 

Sham.  More  into  the  light? 

Put  not  such  cruelty  into  your  requests,  my 
lord:  * [me 

First  to  dihgrace  me  publicly,  and  then  draw 
Into  men’s  eye-sigiit,  with  the  shame  yet  hot 
Upon  my  reputation. 

Duke.  \V  hat  disgrace,  sir? 

Sham.  What? 

Such  as  there  can  be  no  forgiveness  for, 

That  1 con  find  in  honour. 

Duke.  That’s  most  strange,  sir. 

Sham.  Yet  I have  search’d  my  bosom  to 
find  one, 

And  wrestled  with  my  inclination;  [sir  ! 
Hut  ’twill  not  be:  ’would  you  had  kill’d  me. 
With  what  an  ease  had  I forgiven  you  then ! 
Hut  to  endure  a stroke  from  any  hand, 
Under  a punishing  angel’s,  which  is  justice. 
Honour  disclaim  that  man!  For  my  part 
chiefly, 

Hud  it  been  yet  the  malice  of  your  sword, 
Tho*  it  hail  cleft  me.  it  had  been  noble  tome; 
You  should  have  found  my  thauks  paid  iu  a 
smile, 

If  I had  fell  unworded:  hut  to  shame  me 
With  the  correction  that  your  horse  should 
have. 

Were  you  ten  thousand  times  my  royal  lord, 
2 cauuot  love  you,  never,  nor  desire 


To  serve  you  more. 

If  your  drum  rail  me,  I am  vow’d  to  valour; 
But  peace  shall  never  know  me  yours  again, 
Because  I’ve  lost  mine  own.  I speak  to  die, 
sir : [off  shame, 

Would  you  were  gracious  that  way  to  take 
With  the  same  swiftness  ns  yon  pour  it  on! 
And  since  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  mqnarchs 
To  make  a gentleman,  which  is  a substance 
Only  begot  of  merit,  they  should  be  careful 
Not  to  destroy  the  worth  of  one  so  rare, 
Which  neither  they  can  make,  nor,  lost,  re- 
pair. [Exit. 

Duke.  You’ve  set  a fair  light,  sir,  before 
my  judgment, 

Winch  hums  with  wondrous  clearness ; I ac- 
knowledge it,  [love, 

And  your  worth  with  it":  but  then,  sir,  my 
My  love — What,  gone  again? 

1 Gent.  And  full  of  scorn,  my  lord. 

Duke.  That  language  will  undo  the  man 
that  keeps  it, 

Who  knows  no  difference  ’twixt  contempt 
and  manhood. 

Upon  your  love  to  goodness,  gentlemen. 

Let  me  not  lose  him  long  ? — liow  now? 

Enter  a Uuntimun . 

Hunt t.  The  game’s  at  height,  my  lord. 
Duke.  Confound  both  thee  and  it ! Hence, 
break  it  off! 

He  hates  me  brings  me  news  of  any  pleasure. 
I felt  not  such  a conflict,  since  I could 
Distinguish  betwixt  worthiness  and  blood. 

[£reunf. 


1 

ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

tlntcr  the.  Two  Brothers,  First  Gentleman , 
with  those  that  were  the  Masquers , and  the 
Cupid . 

1 Gcnt.T  HEARTILY  commend  your  pro- 
ject,  gentlemen ; 

MVas  wise  and  virtuous. 

1 Bro.  It  was  for  the  safety 
Of  precious  honour,  sir,  which  utar  blood 
binds  us  to:  [riage; 

He  promis’d  the  poo*  easy  fool  there  mar- 
*1  here  was  a good  maidenhead  lost  i’  th'  belief 
Bo!  rew  her  hasty  conlidence  l [un’t, 

1 Gent.  Oh,  no  more,  sir! — 

You  make  her  weep  again : alas,poorCupid!— 
Sliall  she  not  shift  herself? 

1 Bro.  Oh,  by  no  means,  sir ; 

We  dare  not  have  her  seen  yet : all  the  while 
She  keeps  this  shape,  it  is  but  thought  device, 
A nd  she  may  follow  him  so  without  suspi- 
cion, 


To  sec  if  she  can  draw  all  his  wild  passions 
To  one  point  ouiy,  and  that’s  love,  the  maiu 
point : 

So  far  his  highness  grants,  and  gave  at  first 
Large  approbation  to  the  quick  conceit; 
Which  then  was  quick  indeed. 

1 Gent.  You  make  lier  blush,  in  sooth. 

1 Bro.  I fear  ’tis  more  the  flag  of  shame 
thou  grace,  sir.  [colour,  sir. 

1 Gent.  They  both  give  hut  one  kind  of 
If  it  he  buslifulncss  in  that  kind  taken. 

It  is  the  same  with  grace;  aud  there,  she  weeps 
again.  [hitter,  sir; 

In  truth  you  ore  too  hard,  much,  much  too 
Unless  you  mean  to  have  her  weep  lier  eyes 
To  play  a Cupid  truly.  [out, 

1 Bro.  Come,  ha’ done  then  ! 

We  should  all  fear  to  sin  first ; for  *tis  certain, 
W hen  'tis  ouce  lodg’d,  tho*  entertain'd  in 
mirth, 

It  must  he  wept  out,  if  it  e’er  come  forth. 

1 Gent.  Now  ’tis  so  well,  I'll  leave  you. 

1 iir#. 
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1 Bro.  Faithfully  welcome11, sir! 
do,  Cupid,  to  your  charge;  he’s  your  own  now; 
If  he  want  love,  none  will  be  blam’d  but  you. 
Cupid,  The  strangest  marriage,  and  unfor- 
tunai’st  bride 

That  ever  human  memory  contain’d  ! 

I cauuot  be  myself  for’t.  [Exif. 

Enter  the  Clown. 

Clown.  Oh,  gentlemen ! 

1 Bro.  How  now,  sir?  what’s  the  matter? 
Clown.  His  melancholy  passion  is  half  spent 
already, 

Then  comes  his  angry  fit  at  the  very  tail  on’t : 
Then  comes  in  my  pain,  gentlemen;  h’has 
beat  me  pul, 

E’en  to  a culli9 : I am  nothing,  right  worship- 
But  very  pap  and  jelly;  I’ve  no  hones, 

My  body’s  all  one  brewisiA ! they  talk  of  ribs 
And  chines  most  freely  abroad  i*rh’  world; 
why,  I 

Have  no  such  thing;  whoever  lives  to  see  me 
Dead,  gentlemen,  sliall  find  me  all  mummy, 
Good  to  fill  gallipots,  and  long  dildo  glasses ; 
I shall  not  have  a bone  to  throw  at  a dog. 
Omncs.  Alas,  poor  vassal,  how  he  goes! 
Clown.  Oh,  gentlemen, 

I am  unjointed;  do  but  think  o*  that ! [eat 
My  breast  is  beat  into  my  maw,  that  what  I 
I’m  fain  to  take’t  in  all  at  mouth  with  spoons ; 
A lamentable  hearing!  and  ’tis  well  known. 
My  belly’s  driven  into  my  back.  I earn’d 
Four  crownsa  mouth  most  dearly,  gentlemen: 
And  one  he  must  have,  when  the  fit’s  upon 
him; 

The  privy-purse  allows  it,  and  ‘tis  tliriftiness; 
He  would  break  else  some  forty  pounds  in 
casements, 

And  in  five  hundred  years  undo  the  kingdom : 
I’ve  cast  it  up  to  a quarrel. 

1 Bro.  There’s  a fellow  [brother, 

Kick’d  about  court,  I would  he  had  his  place, 
But  for  one  fit  of  his  indignation  ! 

2 Bro.  And  suddenly  I've  thought  upon  a 
means  for’t. 


1 Bro.  I prithee  how? 

2 Bro.  ’Ti9  but  preferring,  brother. 

This  stock  fish  to  his  serv  ice,  with  a letter 
Ofcornmc»dations,thesnme  way  he  wishes  it. 
And  then  you  win  his  heart;  fur,  o’my  know* 

ledge, 

lie  has  laid  wait  this  half-year  for  a fellow 
That  will  be  beaten ; and  with  a safe  consci- 
ence [in’t. 

We  may  commend  the  carriage  of  this  man 
Now  servants  he  has  kept13,  lusty  tall  feeders, 
But  they  have  beat  him,  and  turn'd  themselves 
away : 

Now  one  that  would  endure,  is  like  to  stay, 
And  get  good  wages  of  him;  and  the  service 
too  . [it  else: 

Is  ten  times  milder,  brother;  I would  not  wish 
I see  the  fellow  has  a sore  crush'd  body, 

And  the  more  need  he  has  to  be  kick’d  at 
case. 

Clown.  Ay,  sweet  gentlemen, akickof  ease! 
Send  me  to  such  a master. 

2 Bro.  No  more,  I say ! 

We  have  one  for  thee,  a soft-footed  master; 
One  that  wears  wool  in’s  toe41+. 

Clown.  Oh,  gentlemen, 

Soft  garments  may  ye  wear,  soft  skins  may 
ye  wed,  [red*! 

But  as  plump  as  pillows,  both  for  white  and 
And  now  will  I reveal  a secret  to  you, 

Since  you  provide  for  my  poor  flesh  so  ten- 
derly: [window, 

H’  has  hir’d  mere  rogues,  out  of  his  chnmber- 
To  beat  the  Soldier,  monsieur  Shamont’s  bro- 
ther— 

1 Bro.  That  nothing  concerns  us,  sir. 
Clown.  For  no  cause,  gentlemen, 

Unless  it  be  for  wearing  shoulder-points. 
With  longer  taggs  than  his. 

2 Bro.  Is  not  that  somewhat? 

By’rlakin,  sir,  the  difference  of  long  raggs 
Has  cost  many  a man’s  life,  and  advanc'd 

other  some. 

Come,  follow  me ! 

Clown.  See  what  a gull  am  l ! 


11  Faithfully  welcome , sir.]  Sympson,  (Mr.  Sew  ard  says,  * very  justly’;  divides faithfully  into 
two  words.  'Faith  fully  welt  omc. 

11  illy  body's  all  one  business.]  I can’t  fix  any  idea  to  business  here  that  does  not  make  it  a 
mere  expletive.  I am  not  so  satisfied  with  my  conjecture  bruise , as  not  to  wish  to  see  a bet- 
ter, tho’  as  it  sceins  preferable  to  the  old  reading,  it  must  take  its  place  ’till  it  has  sulheient 
reason  for  resigning  it  again.  Since  this  was  wrote  I received  Mr.  Symptom's  conjecture, 
all  o'er  bruises. 

But  one  bruise  is  more  poetical  as  well  as  more  comic.  Seward. 

A still  more  comic  expression,  and  applied  to  the  same  occasion,  occurs  more  than  once 
in  our  authors;  i.  t.  brewis.  Either  that  or  bruise  will  do  here. 

11  Now  strvanls  he  has  kept.]  The  word  now  seems  to  have  been  printed  here  by  mistake: 
it  stands  in  its  right  place  two  lines  lower. 

14  We  hate  one  for  thee  a soft  footed 
One  that  wears  wool  in's  iocs. 

Clow  n.  Oh  gentlemen, 

Soft  garments  map  you  wear , master, 

Soft  skins  mayy  wed, 

But  plumv , ) Thus,  in  defiance  of  measure,  sense,  and  even  rhime,  has  this  passage 

been  exhibited. 

Oh, 
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Oh,  every  man  in  his  profession  ! 

I know  a thump  now  as  judiciously  [none; 
As  the  proudest  he  that  walks,  I’ll  except 
Come  to  a tagg,  how  short  1 fall!  I’m  gone. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Ixipet. 

Lapct.  I have  been  ruminating  with  myself, 
What  honour  a man  loses  by  a kick. 

Why,  what’s  a kick  ? the  fury  of  a foot, 
Whose  indignation  commonly  is  stamp’d 
Upon  the  hinder  quarter  of  a man. 

Which  is  a place  very  unfit  for  honour, 

Tlve  world  will  confess  so  much: 

Then  what  disgrace,  I pray,  does  that  part 
suffer,  [that. 

Where  honour  never  comes?  I’d  fain  know 
This  being  well  forc’d,  and  urg’d,  may  have 
the  pow’r 

To  move  most  gallants  to  take  kicks  in  time, 
And  spurn  out  the  duellos  outo'th’  kingdom: 
Tor  they  that  stand  upon  their  honour  most, 
When  they  conceive  there  is  no  honour  lost, 
(As,  by  a table  that  I have  invented 
Tor  that  purpose  alone,  shall  appear  plainly, 
Which  shews  the  vanity  cf  all  blows  at  large, 
And  with  what  ease  they  may  he  took  of  all 
sides, 

Numbering  but  tw  ice  o’er  the  letters  patience , 
Prom  P.2,  to  C.E.)  I doubt  not  but  in 
small  time 

To  see  a dissolution  of  all  blood-shed,  • 

If  the  reform’d  kick  do  but  once  get  up : 

For  what  a lamentable  folly  ’tis, 

If  we  observe’t,  for  every  little  justle, 

Which  is  but  the  ninth  part  of  a sound 
thump, 

In  our  meek  computation,  we  must  fight 
forsooth;  yes! 

If  l kill,  I’m  bang'd ; if  l be  kill’d  myself, 

1 die  for’t  also  : is  not  this  trim  wisdom  ? 
Now  for  the  con.  a nmn  may  be  well  beaten, 
Yet  pass  away  his  fourscore  years  smooth 
after : 

I had  a father  did  it ; and,  to  my  power, 

I w ill  not  be  behind  him. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  Oh,  well  met!  [duly. 

Lupct.  Now  a fine  punch  or  two!  I look  for’t 
Sham.  I’ve  been  to  seek  you. 

Lupet.  Let  me  know  your  lodging,  sir : 

I’ll  come  to  you  once  a day,  mid  use  your 
pleasure,  sir.  [society ! 

Sham.  I’m  made  the  fittest  man  for  iby 
I’ll  live  and  die  with  thee:  come,  shew*  me  a 
chamber! 

There  is  no  house  but  thine,  but  only  thine, 
Thai’s  fit  to  cover  me:  I've  took  a blow, sirrah. 


Lapct.  I would  you  had  indeed!  Why,  you 
may  set*,  sir,  [out. 

You’ll  all  coine  to’t  in  time,  when  my  book’s 
Shunt.  .Since  I did  see  thee  last,  I’ve  took 
a blow.  [forty  since. 

Ixipet.  Pho,  sir,  that’s  nothing!  I ha'  took 
Sham.  What,  and  I charg’d  thee  thou 
Lapd.  Ay,  sir,  [shouhlst  not? 

You  might  charge  your  pleasure ; but  they 
would  give't  me, 

Whether  1 would  or  no. 

Sham.  Oh,  1 walk 

Without  my  peace  ; I’ve  no  companion  now ! 
Prithee  resolve  me,  (for  I cannot  ask 
A man  more  beaten  to  experience, 

Thun  thou  art  in  this  kind)  what  manner 
of  blow 

Is  held  the  most  disgraceful,  or  distasteful? 
For  thou  dost  only  censure  ’em  by  the  hurt. 
Not  by  the  shame,  they  do  thee : yet,  having 
felt 

Abuses  of  all  kinds,  thou  mayst  deliver, 
Though’t  be  by  chance,  the  most  injurious  one. 
Lapct.  You  put  me  to’t,  sir;  but,  to  tell 
you  truth, 

They're  all  as  one  with  me,  little  exception. 
Sham.  That  little  may  do  much  ; let’s  have 
it  from  you ! [and  foremost. 

Lapel.  With  all  the  speed  l may:  first  then, 
I hold  so  reverently  of  the  bastinado , sir, 
That  if  it  were  the  dearest  friend  i’th*  world, 
I’d  put  it  into  his  hand. 

Sham.  Go  to!  I’ll  pass  that  then. 

Jxjpet.  You're  the  more  happy,  sir;  'would 
I were  past  it  too : [carried. 

But  being  accustom’d  to’t,  it  is  the  better 
Sham.  Will  you  forward  ? 

Lapct.  Then  there’s  your  souse , your 
wkcrit , and  your  doust , fon*t. 

Tugs  on  the  hair,  ^our  bob  o’th’  lips,  a whelp 
I ne'er  could  tiua  much  difference.  Nowr 
vour  thump, 

A thing  deriv’d  first  from  your  hemp-beaters, 
Takes  a man’s  wind  away  most  spitefully15^ 
There’s  nothing  that,  destroys  a cholick  like  it, 
For’t  leaves  no  wind  i’th’  body. 

Shunt.  On,  sir,  on!  [with  thinking  on *t. 
Lapct.  Pray  give  me  leave;  I'm  out  of  breath, 
Shunt.  This  is  far  off  yet. 

Lupct.  For  the  twinge  by  th'nosc, 

’Tis  certainly  unsightly,  so  my  table  says. 
But  helps  against  the  head-ache,  wondrous 
Sham.  Is’t  possible  ? [strangely. 

Lapct.  Ob,  your  crush'd  nostrils  slakes 
your  opilation,  [some  sneezes. 

And  makes  your  pent  pow'rs  flush  to  whole- 
Sham.  I never  thought  there  hail  been 
In  a w rung  nose  before.  [half  that  virtue 
Lapct.  Ob,  plenitude,  sir. 


45  Tubes  a mans  wind  away  most  spitefully : 

1'hads  nothing  that  destroys  u cholick  like  i/.]  The  particle  but  between  these  sentences 
is  so  necessary  to  the  humour  of  the  passage,  and  to  distinguish  properly  the  good  effects  of 
the  thump  from  the  bad  ones,  tlrnt  I look  on  it  ouly  as  ua  accidental  ounssiou  of  the 
press.  Seward. 

Notr 
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Now  coine  we  lower,  to  our  modern  kick , 
Which  has  been  mightily  in  use  of  late. 

Since  our  young  men  drank  coltsfoot;  and  I 
grant  you  [plays  it: 

Tis  a most  scornful  wrong,  'cause  the  foot 
But  mark  again,  how  we  that  take’t.  requite  it 
W ith  the  like  scorn,  for  wc  receive  it  back- 
ward ; 

And  can  there  he  a worse  disgrace  retorted  ? 
Sham.  And  is  this  all  ? 

Lapet.  All  but  a lug  by  th ’ ear , 

Or  such  a triHe. 

Shunt.  Happy  sufferer ! 

All  this  is  nothing  to  the  wrong  I bear: 

I seethe  worst,  disgrace, thou  never felt’st yet : 
It  is  so  far  from  thee  thou  canst  not  think 
on’t; 

Nor  dare  I let  thee  know  it,  ’tis  so  abject. 
Ijupet.  I would  you  would  tho’,  that  I 
might  prepare  fort! 

For  I shall  ha’t  at  one  time  or  another. 

IPt  be  a thwack,  I make  account  of  that; 
There’s  no  new-fashion’d  swap  that  e’er 
came  up  yet, 

But  I’ve  the  first  on  ’em,  I thank  ’em  for’t. 
Enter  the  Lady  and  Servants. 

Lady.  Hast  theu  enquir’d  ? 

1 Sent.  But  can  hear  nothing,  madam. 
Sham.  If  there16  be  but  so  much  sub- 
stance in  thee 

To  make  a shelter  for  a man  disgrac’d, 

Hide  my  departure  from  that  glorious  wo- 
man, 

That  comes  with  all  perfection  about  her, 

So  noble  tliat  I dare  not  be  seen  of  her, 
Since  shame  took  hold  of  me : upon  thy  life, 
No  mention  of  me!  [Exit. 

Lapet.  I’ll  cut  out  my  tongue  first,  fto’t. 
Before  I'll  lose  my  life;  there’s  more  belongs 
Lady.  See,  there’s  a gentleman ; enquire 
of  him. 

2 Scrv.  For  monsieur  Shamont,  madam? 
Lady.  For  whom  else,  sir? 

1 Serv.  Why,  this  fellow  dares  not  sec  him. 
Lady.  How! 

1 Scrv.  Shamont,  madam  ? 

His  very  name’s  worse  than  a fever  to  him  ; 
And  when  he  cries*,  there’s  nothing  stills  him 
sooner : [him » 

Madam,  your  page  of  thirteen  is  too  hard  for 
’Twas  tried  i*  th’  wood-yard. 

Ixidy.  Alas,  poor  grieved  merit ! 

What  is  become  of  him  ? If  he  once  fail. 
Virtue  shall  find  small  friendship!  fare-well, 
then, 

To  ladies’  worths,  for  any  hope  iti  men! 

He  lov'd  for  goodness,  not  for  wealth  or  lust, 
After  the  world’s  foul  dotage;  he  ne’er  courted 


The  body,  but  the  beauty  of  the  mind, 

A thing  which  common  courtship  never 
thinks  on : 

i.  his  aficclions  were  so  sw  eet  and  fair, 

J here  is  no  hope  for  fame,  if  he  despair. 

[Lxeuni  Lady  and  Servants, 

Enter  the  Clown;  he  kicks  Lapet . 

Ltipct.  Good  morrow  to  you  again  most 
heartily,  sir!  [what  busy. 

Crv  you  mercy,  I hoard  you  not ; I was  some- 
Ctou  ii.  He  takes  it  as  familiarly  as  an  uve, 
Or  precious  salutation : 1 was  sick 
’Til!  I had  one17,  because  I am  so  us’d  to’t. 
Lapet.  However  you  deserve,  your  friends 
and  mine 'here 

Give  you  large  commendations  i’ this  letter; 
They  s iy  you  w ill  endure  well. 

Clown.  I’d  be  loath 

To  prove  ’em  liars:  I’ve  endur’d  as  much 
As  mortal  pen  and  ink  can  set  me  down  for. 
Lupet.  Say  you  me  so? 

Clown.  I know  and  feel  it  so,  sir; 

I have  it  under  black  and  white  already; 

I need  no  pen  to  paint  me  out. 

Lapet.  lie  fits  me. 

And  hits  my  wishes  pat,  pat:  I was  never 
In  possibility  to  he  better  maim’d; 

For  he’s  half  lame’d  already;  I see’t  plain. 
But  take  no  notice  on’t,  for  fear  I make 
The  rascal  proud,  and  dear,  t*  advance  his 
wages. 

First,  let  me  grow  into  particulars  with  you! 
What  have  you  endur’d  of  worth  ? let  ine  hear. 

Clown.  Marry,  sir, 

I am  almost  beaten  blind. 

Lupet.  That’s  pretty  well 
For  a beginning  ; but  many  a mill-horse 
Has  endur'd  as  much. 

Clown.  Shame  o’ th’ miller’s  heart 
For  his  unkindness  then! 

Lapet.  Well,  sir,  what  then  ? 

Clown.  I have  been  twice  thrown  down 
stairs,  just  before  supper. 

Js/pct.  Plio ! so  have  1 ; that’s  nothing. 
Clown.  Ay,  but,  sir, 

Was  yours,  pray,  before  supper  ? 

Lapet.  There  thou  posest  me. 

Clown.  Ay,  marry,  that’s  it;  ’t  had  been 
less  grief  to  me, 

Had  1 hut  fill’d  my  belly,  and  then  tumbled; 
But  to  be  flung  down  fasting,  there’s  the  dolor! 
hipet.  It  would  have  griev'd  me,  tliat 
indeed.  Proceed,  sir! 

Clown.  I have  been  pluck'd  and  tugg’d  by 
th’  hair  o’th*  head 

About  a nailery,  half  an  acre  long. 

Lapet.  Yes,  that’s  a good  one,  I must 
needs  confess; 


16  If  there  be  but  so  much  substance  in  thee.]  The  verse  here  wanting  a syllable,  and  a note 
of  exclamation  at  Shamont's  surprise  and  shame  to  see  his  mistress,  seeming  necessary,  it  is 
supposed  an  omission,  and  restor’d.  Seward. 

Seward  reads,  Ha  ! if  there , 4 c. 

1 was  sick,  Sye.]  Perhaps  Lapel's  speech  should  begin  here. 

A prin« 
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A principal  good  one  that,  an  absolute  good 
one ! 

I have  been  trod  upon,  and  spurn’d  about, 
But  never  tugg'd  by  th’hair,  I thank  my 
fates. 

Clon  n.  Oh,  ’tis  a spiteful  pain. 

Lapel.  Peace;  never  speak  ou’t. 

Tor  putting  men  in  mind  on’t! 

Chi:e n.  To  conclude, 

I’m  burster,  sir;  my  belly  will  bold  no  meat. 
J.npel.  No?  that  makes  amends  for  all. 
Claim.  Unless 't be  puddings,  [me; 

Or  such  fast  food  ; any  loose  thing  beguiles 
I’m  ne’er  the  better  for't. 

lapet.  Sheep’s  heads  will  stay  with  thee? 
C/u'iin.  Yes,  sir,  or  chawdrons**. 

Lapel.  Very  well,  sir;  [feits. 

Your  bursten  fellows  must  take  head  ot  sup- 
Strangc  things,  it  seems,  you  have  endur’d. 
Clonn.  Too  true,  sir.  [will  endure 

ImjxI.  But  now  the  question  is,  what  you 
Her.  after  in  my  service? 

Clown.  Any  thing 

That  shall  be  reason,  sir,  for  I’m  but  froth; 
Much  like  a thing  new  calv’d ; or,  come 
more  nearer,  sir. 

You’ve  seen  a cluster  of  frog-spawns  in  April ; 
Ev’n  such  a starch  am  I,  as  weak  and  tender 
As  a sreen  woman  yet. 

Lapel.  Now  I know  this, 

I wilt  be  very  gently  augry  with  thee, 

And  kick  thee  carefully. 

Clown.  Oh,  ay,  sweet  sir! 

Lapel.  Peace,  when  thou’rt  offer'd  well ! 
lest  I begin  now.  [your  truth 

Your  friends  nnd  mine  have  writ  here,  for 
They’ll  pass  their  words  themselves  : and  I 
must  meet  'cm.  [trit. 

Clown.  Then  have  you  all : 


As  for  my  honesty,  there's  no  fear  of  that’*, 
For  I have  never  a whole  bone  about  me. 

[Evil. 

Mutiek.  Enter  Ike  Pattionalc  Lord,  rudely 
and  carelessly  apparelled,  unbraced,  and 
ttnlrussed;  Cupid  fothwing. 

Cupid.  Think  upon  love,  which  makes  all 
creatures  handsome, 

Seemly  for  eye-sight!  go  not  so  diffusedly’3: 
There  are  great  ladies  purpose, sir,  to  visit  you. 
Pas.  Grand  plagues!  Shut  iu  my  case- 
ments, that  the  breaths 
Of  tneircoacti-raares reek  not  into  my  nostrils! 
Those  beasts  are  but  a kind  of  bawdy  fore- 
runners. [speak  ill  of  fair  Indies. 

Cupid.  It  is  not  well  with  you,  when  you 
Pus.  Fair  mischiefs!  give  me  a uest  of 
owls,  and  take  'em ! 

Happy  is  he,  say  I,  whose  window  opens 
To  a brown  baker’s  chimney11!  be  shall  be 
sure  there 

To  hear  the  bird  sometimes  after  twilight’*. 
What  a fine  thing  'tis,  inethinks,  to  have  our 
garments 

Sit  loose  upon  ns  thus,  thus  carelessly ! 

It  is  more  manly  and  more  mortifying; 

For  we're  so  much  the  readier  for  our  shrouds: 
Fur  how  ridiculous  were't  to  have  death 

, conic. 

And  take  a fellow  pion’d  up  like  a mistress! 
About  his  neck  a run,  like  a pinch'd  lantltom. 
Which  school-boys  make  in  winter;  and  bit 
doublet 

So  close  and  pent,  as  if  he  fear'd  one  prison 
Would  not  be  strong  enough  to  keep  his 
But's  tailor  makes  another  ; [soul  in, 

And  mist  me,  [for  I know’t  when  I lov’d, 
Cupid) 


«s  Chaldrons.]  The  orthography  is  chawdrons.  We  meet  with  the  expression  in  Macbeth: 
Mr.  Steevens  savs  it  means  entrails;  and  that  it  was  ‘ a word  formerly  in  common  use  in 
< the  books  of  cookery,  in  one  of  which,  printed  in  1397,  is  a receipt  to  make  a pudding  of  a 
* calf’s  chaldron II. 

« As  for  mp  honestt),  there  is  no  fear  of  that, 

Ini- 1 have  never  a whole  bane  about  me.]  Mr.  Sympson  observes,  that  this  is  a very  un- 
accountable reason  for  a man’s  being  honest.  It  certainly  is  so  in  general,  but  not  iu  this 
place.  The  Clon  n means  by  honesty  here,  his  veracity  in  the  uccount  he  had  given  of  him- 
self, and  all  his  bones  being  broke  was  a pretty  strong  testimony  of  it.  Seward. 
so  Diffusedly ;1  i.  e.  disorderly,  or  negligently;  as  m Henry  V. 

< swearing  and  stern  looks,  diffus'd  uttire.’  R. 

’■  To  a brown  baker's  chimney.]  We  have  the  same  allusion  in  Shakespeare's  Hamlet, 
where  Ophelia,  in  her  distraction,  says,  ‘ The  owl  was  a baker's  daughter.’  R. 

u Tu  hear  the  bird  sometimes  after  twilight.]  The  deficiency  of  the  measure  first  gave  a 
suspicion  of  some  loss  in  this  line  : in  the  next  place  sometimes  seems  a degrading  expletive, 
which  has,  I believe,  excluded  a noble  poetical  image.  It  must  be  observed  that  the  melan- 
cholv  fit,  which  euds  in  one  of  the  finest  songs  that  over  was  penned,  is  now  coming  fast 
upon  him,  therefore  images  of  solemnity  and  horror,  though  yet  mixed  with  some  degree  of 
odditv,  begin  to  seize  him ; and  the  reader  will  see  what  a small  change  of  letters,  together 
with  the  restoring  the  monosyllable  which  seems  to  have  been  accidentally  dropt,  wdl  im- 
prove this  into  a very  fine  one : 

r lie  shall  he  sure  there 

To  hear  the  night-bird's  summons  after  twilight.  Seward. 

The  text  being  sense,  an  improvement  unwarranted  ought  not  to  supersede  it,— The  bird 
refers  to  tlie  oul  mentioned  two  lines  above. 

He 
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He  does  endure  much  pain,  for  the  poor 
Of  a neat-sitting  suit.  i [praise 

Cupid.  One  may  be  handsome,  sir, 

And  yet  not  pain’d,  nor  proud. 

Pas.  There  you  lie,  Cupid,  [ness, 

As  bad  as  Mercury : there  in  no  handsorae- 
llut  has  a wash  of  pride  and  luxury. 

And  you  go  there  too,  Cupid,  away,  dissem- 
bler! [all  : 

Thou  tak’st  the  deed’s  part,  which  befools  us 
Thy  arrow  heads  shoot  out  sinners”  : hence 
away ! 

And  after  thee  I’ll  send  a powerful  charm, 
Shall  banish  thee  for  ever. 

Cupid.  Never,  never ! 

I aiu  too  sure  thine  own.  [£jrif. 

Pus.  lienee,  all  you  vain  delights, 

As  short  as  are  the  nights 

Wherein  you  spend  your  folly  ! 
There’s  nought  in  this  life  sweet. 

If  man  were  wise  to  see’t, 

But  only  melancholy ; 

Oh,  sweetest  melancholy  ! 

Welcome,  folded  arras,  and  fixed  eyes, 
A sigh  that  piercing  mortifies, 

A look  that’s  fasten’d  to  the  ground, 

A tongue  chain’d  up,  without  a sound ! 
Fountain  heads  and  pathless  groves, 
Places  which  pale  passion  loves ! 
Moonlight  walks,  wlien  all  the  fowls 
Are  warmly  hous'd,  save  bats  and  owls  ! 
A midnight  bell,  a parting  groan ! 
These  are  the  sounds  we  feed  upon; 
Then  stretch  our  bones  in  a still  gloomy 
valley: 

Nothing's  so  dainty  sweet34  as  lovely 
melancholy.  [Exit. 

Enter  at  another  door  La  pet , the  Cupid's 
Brothers  Hatching  his  coming. 

1 Bio.  So,  so!  the  woodcock’s  giun’d: 
keep  this  door  fast,  brother. 


2 Bro.  I'll  warrant  this. 

1 Bro.  I’ll  go  incense  him  instantly; 

I know  the  way  to’t. 

2 Bro.  Willi  not  he  too  soon, 

Think  you,  and  make  two  fits  break  into  one? 
1 Bro.  Pho ! no,  no;  the  tail  of  his  me- 
lancholy 

Is  always  the  head  of  his  p.nger,  and  follows 
As  close  as  the  report  follows  the  powder. 
Lapet.  This  is  the  appointed  place,  and 
the  hour’s  struck. 

If  I can  get  security  fur’s  truth, 

I’ll  never  mind  hi*  honesty:  poor  worm ! 

I durst  lay  him  by  my  wife,  which  is  a be- 
nefit - [maid 

Which  many  masters  ha’  not : I shall  ha’  no 
Now  got  with  child,  but  what  I get  myself, 
And  that’s  no  small  felicity;  in  most  places 
They're  got  by  th*  men,  and  put  upon  the 
masters : 

Nor  shall  I be  resisted  when  I strike, 

For  he  can  hardly  stand  ; these  are  great 
blessings ! [a  varlct! 

Pus.  [ttfifAin.]  I want  my  food  ; deliver  me 
Lapet.  How  now ! from  whence  comes  that? 
Pas.  I am  allow'd  a carcase  to  insult  on; 
Where  is  the  villain? 

ljapct.  He  means  not  me,  I hope. 

Pus.  My  maintenance,  rascals  ! my  bulk35, 
my  exhibition  ! 

Lapet.  Bless  us  all ! 

Wlmt  names  arc  these  ? 'Would  I were  gone 
again  ! 

The  Passionate  Lord  enters  in  fury  with  a 
truncheon. 

Fas.  [«/?£*.]  A curse  upon  thee,  for  a slave  ! 
Art  thou  here,  and  heard  si  me  rave? 

Fly  not  spark  lei  from  mine  eye. 

To  shew  my  indignation  nigh36  ? 

Ain  1 not  aJl  foain  and  fire, 

With  voice  as  hoarse  as  a town-crier? 


13  Thy  arrow  heads  shoot  out  sinner*.]  I believe  every  re  ader  will  assent  to  the  change  of 
ant  to  at ; but  I have  ventured  at  a greater  change,  and  to  read, 

Thy  arrows  shoot  at  sinners; — 

F.xpnnging  heads  ns  spurious,  it  injuring  both  sen«e  and  measure,  tho’  it  does  not  absolutely 
destroy  either.  The  way  I suppose  it  to  have  crept  into  the  text  is  this:  Tis  well  known 
that  the  most  common  error  of  transcribers  is  their  taking  a word  into  a line  that  belongs  to 
the  next  above  or  below.  1 sup]  therefore  the  prompter’s  copy  to  have  accidentally  in- 
serted deeds  (which  had  no  apostrophe  in  any  former  edition)  into  this  line,  which  making 
absolute  nonsense,  the  editors  of  the  first  edition  gave  heads  is  an  emendation.  I find  that 
Mr.  dympson  thinks  the  deed  s part  unintelligible  as  well  as  the  line  I have  amended.  I am 
Surprised  that  a married  man  should  heat  a loss  to  know  what  deed  Cupid  incited  to.  Seward. 

We  arc  not  satisfied  with  Seward’s  alteration,  particularly  his  obliteration  of  heads:  Thy 
arrow  heads  shoot  out  sinners . might  mean  to  continue  the  idea  of  Cupid's  taking  the  deed's 
pa  and  say  that  his  darts  shot  forth  sin. 

34  Nothing's  so  dainty — ] Milton  certainly  took  many  of  his  sentiments  in  his  II  Penscroso 
from  this  song.  We  have  were  the  plan  which  is  there  drawn  out  into  larger  dimensions,  and 
is  one  of  the  finest  poetic  buildings  that  England  has  to  boast  of.  Seward. 

35  Bulk.]  One  of  the  significations  athxed  to  this  word  by  Skinner,  in  his  Etymologicon,  is 
* 1 'enter t htnc  Hisp.  Buche , Ventriculus  animal  is,  Belg.  Bulcke , Thorax.’ 

36  To  shew  my  indignation  nigh  * j i.e.  The  effects  of  indignation  in  beating  the  first  he 
could  meet  with.  Mr.  Sympsou  things  we  should  read  high,  which  is  indeed  good  sense,  but 
not  necessary.  % Seward. 
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I Tow  my  bark  opes  and  shuts  together 
With  fury,  as  old  men's  with  weather! 
Couldst  thou  not  hear  my  teeth  gnash 
hither?  [been  a squirrel 

Lnfxt.  No,  truly,  sir;  I thought  it  had 
Shaving  a hazel-nut. 

Fas.  Death,  hell,  fiends,  and  darkness  ! 

I will  thrush  thy  mangy  carcase. 
Ijapct.  Oh,  sweet  sir! 

Fas.  There  cannot  be  too  many  tortures 
Spent  upon  those  lousy  quarters. 
Isipet.  Hold ! — oh  ! [Falls  dutenfor  dead. 
Fas.  Thy  bones  shall  rue,  thy  bones  shall 
rue ! 

Thou  nasty,  scurvy,  mungrcl  toad, 
.Mischief  on  thee ! 

Light  upon  thee 
All  the  plagues 
That  can  confound  thee, 

Or  did  ever  reign  abroad ! 

Better  a thousand  lives  it  cost, 

Thau  lave  brave  anger  spilt  or  lost. 

[ Exit. 

Lnpet.  May  I open  mine  eyes  yet,  and 
safely  peep  ? [gone. 

' FI!  try  a groan  first : Oh ! — Nay  then,  he's 
There  was  no  other  policy  but  to  die;  [sore? 
He  would  Im*  made  me  else.  Ribs,  are  you 
1 was  ne'er  beaten  to  a tune  before. 


Enter  the  Two  Brothers. 

1 Bro.  Lapet ! 

Jjipet.  Again?  [Falls  again, 

1 B/v.  Look,  look  ! he's  fiat  again, 

And  si  retch’d  out  like  a corse;  a handful 
longer  [Lapet!— 

T han  he  walks,  trust  me,  brother.— Wb?, 
I hold  my  life  we  shall  not  get  him  speak 
now. — 

Monsieur  Lipet ! — It  must  be  a privy  token, 
If  any  thing  fetch  him,  he’s  so  far  gone.— 
We  come  to  pass  our  words  for  your  man’s 
truth. 

Lapet.  Oh.  gentlemen,  ye’re  welcome ! I’ve 
been  thrash'd,  i’ faith, 

! 2 Bro.  llow,  thrash'd,  sir? 

Lope t.  Never  was  Shrove-Tucsday  bird 
So  cudgcll’d,  gentlemen. 

1 Bro.  Pray  how?  by  whom,  sir? 

Ijapct.  Nay,  that  I know  not. 

1 Bro.  Not  whey  did  this  wrong?  [song. 
Ixipet.  Only  n thing  came  like  a warlike 
1 Btv.  What,  beaten  with  a song? 

Lapet.  Nevermore  tightly,  gentlemen: 
Such  crotchets  happen  now  and  then ; re- 
thinks, 

lie  that  eudures  well,  of  nil  waters  drinks. 

[ Exeunt . 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Soldier  and  First  Gentleman. 
Sold.  LS,  yes ; this  was  a madman,  sir> 
■*-  with  you, 

A Passionate  Madman. 

1 Gent.  Who  would  ha*  look’d  for  this, sir? 
Sold.  Anil  must  be  privileg’d;  a pox  pri- 
vilege him ! 

I was  never  so  dry-beaten  since  I was  born, 
And  by  a litter  of  roguc*s,  mere  rogues  ; the 
whole  twenty  [too ; 

Had  not  above  nine  ell>o\v$  'inongst  ’em  ail 
And  the  most  part  of  those  left*  handed  rascals, 
The  very  vomit,  sir,  of  hospitals, 

Bridewells,  and  spital-houscs ; such  nasty 
smellers,  [cheons, 

That  if  they'd  been  unfurnish'd  of  club-trun- 
They  might  have  cudgcll'd  me  with  their  very 
stink, 

It  was  so  strong  and  sturdy:  and  shall  this, 
This  filthy  injury,  be  set  oil’  with  madness ? 

1 Gent.  Na  v,  take  your  own  blood’s  coun- 
sel, sir,  hereafter; 

I’ll  deal  no  further  in’t : if  vou  remember, 

It  was  not  come  to  blows,  when  I advis’d  you. 


Sold.  No;  but  lever  said  'twould come ts 
something; 

And  ’tis  upon  ine,  thank  him  ! Were  lie  kin 
To  all  the  mightv  emperors  upon  earth, 

He  has  not  now  in  life  three  hours  to  reckon! 
I watch  but  a free  time. 

Enter  Shamont, 

1 Gent.  Your  noble  brother,  sir.  I’ll  leave 
you  now.  [Exit. 

Shaw.  Soldier,  I would  I could  persuade 
my  tiioughts 

From  thinking  thee  a brother,  as  I can 
My  tongue  from  naming  on’t ! Thou  hast  no 
friend  here,  [them! 

But  Fortune  and  thy  own  strength  ; trust  to 
Sold.  How  ! what's  the  incitement,  sir57? 
Sham.  Trearhery  to  Virtue, 

Thy  treachery,  thy  faithless  circumvention. 
Mas  Honour  so  few  daughters,  (never  fewer!) 
A nd  must  thou  aim  thy  treachery  nt  the  best? 
The  verv  front  of  Virtue?  that  bless’d  lady, 
The  duke's  sister? 

Created  more  for  Admiration's  cause, 

Than  for  Love’s  ends;  whose  excellency 
sparkles 


37  Sold.  Ho*  ! what's,  4 c ] This  line  is  restored  from  tire  first  folio. 
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More  in  divinity, than  mortal  beauty; 

And  as  much  difference  ’twist  her  mind  and 
body, 

As  ’twixt  this  earth’s  poor  centre  and  the  sun : 
And  couldst  thou  be  so  injurious  to  lair 
goodness. 

Once  to  attempt  to  court  her  down  tofrnilty  ? 
Or  put  her  hut  in  mind  that  there  is  weakness, 
Sin, and  desire,  which  she  should  never  hear 
of?  [lege. 

Wretch,  th*  hast  committed  worse  than  sarri- 
In  theattempting on’r,  and  ought’sttodie  fbr’t! 
Sold.  I rather  ought  to  do  my  best  to  live, 
sir. 

Provoke  me  not ! for  I’ve  a wrong  sits  on  me, 
That  makes  me  apt  for  mischief : I shall  lose 
All  respects  suddenly  of  friendship,  brother- 
hood. 

Or  any  sound  that  way! 

Shum.  But  ’ware  me  most : 

For  l come  with  a two-edg’d  injury, 

Both  my  disgrace,  and  thy  apparent  f&lshood ! 
Which  must  be  dangerous. 

Sold.  I courted  her,  sir : [it  not ! 

Love  starve  me  with  delays,  when  I confess 
Sham.  There’s  nothing  then  but  death 
Can  be  a penance  fit  for  that  confession. 
Sold.  But  far  from  any  vicious  taint. 

Sham.  Oh,  sir, 

Vice  is  a mighty  stranger  grown  to  courtship. 
Sold.  Nay,  then,  the  fury  of  my  wrong 
light  on  thee ! 

Enter  First  Gentleman,  and  others. 

1 Gent.  Forbear!  the  Duke’s  at  hand; 
Here,  hard  at  liand,  upon  my  reputation  ! 
Sold.  1 must  do  something  now.  [ Exit. 
Sham . I’ll  follow  you  close,  sir. 

1 Gent.  We  must  entreat  you  must  not; 
for  the  Duke 

Desires  some  conference  with  you. 

Shaw.  let  me  go, 

As  ye  are  gentlemen  ! 

U Gent.  Faith,  we  dare  not,  sir.  [dare  not 
Sham.  Dare  ye  he  false  tohnnohr,  and  yet 
Do  a man  justice?  Give  me  leave  ! 

1 Gent.  Good  sweet  sir! 

H’  has  sent  twice  for  you. 

Shum.  is  this  brave,  or  mnnlv  ? 

1 Gent.  I prithee,  be  conform’d  ! 

Shum.  Death — 

Enter  Duke. 

2 Gent.  Peace  ! lie’s  come,  in  troth. 


Sham.  Oh,  have  you  betray’d  me  to  my 
How  am  I hound  to  loath  yon  ! [shame  afresh? 

Duke.  Shamont,  welcome ! 

I sent  twice. 

2 Gent.  But,  my  lord,  lie  never  heard  on’t. 
Sham.  Pray  pardon  him  for  his  falseness  ! 

I did,  sir,  [faithless. 

Both  times : I’d  rather  be  found  rude,  than 
Duke.  I love  that  bluntness  dearly : li’has 
no  vice ! 

But  is  more  manly  than  some  other’s  virtue, 
That  lets  it  out  only  for  show  or  profit. 

Sham.  Will't  please  you  quit  ine,  sir?  I’ve 
urgent  business  ! [for  you 

Duke.  Come,  you’re  So  hasty  now  ! 1 sent 
To  a better  end. 

Sham.  And  if  it  be  an  end, 

Better  or  worse,  I thank  your  goodness  for’t. 
Duke.  I’ve  ever  kept  that  bounty  in  con- 
dition, [comes 

And  thankfulness  in  blood,  which  well  bc- 
Both  prince  and  subject,  that  where anv  wrong 
Bears  my  impression,  or  the  hasty  figure 
Of  my  repented  anger,  I’m  a law  , 

Ev’n  to  myself,  and  doom  myself  most  strictly 
To  justice,  and  a noble  satisfaction  : 

So  that  what  you,  in  tenderness  of  honour. 
Conceive  to  be  loss  to  you,  which  is  nothing 
But  curious  opinion,  I'll  restore  again, 

Altlio’  I give  you  the  best  part  of  Genoa, 

And  take  no  boot  but  thanks  for  youramends. 

Sham.  Oil,  miserable  satisfaction  ! [self! 
Ten  times  more  wretched  than  the  wrong  it- 
Nevcr  was  ill  better  made  good  with  worse 
•Shall  it  be  said,  that  my  posterity 
Shall  live  the  sole  heirs  of  their  father’s  shame? 
And  raise  their  wealth  and  glory  from  my 
stripes  ? 

You  have  provided  nobly,  bounteous  sir, 

For  my  disgrace,  to  make  it  live  for  ever, 
Out-lasting  brass  or  marble  ! 

This  is  my  fear’s  construction,  and  a deep  one. 
Which  neither  argument  nor  time  can  alter: 
Yet,  I dare  swear,  I wrong  your  goodness  in’t, 
sir,  [reiie* 

And  the  most  fair  intent  on’t;  which  1 reve- 
With  admiration,  that  in  you,  a prince, 

Should  besosweetandtempenite  a condition,  ✓ 
To  offer  to  restore  where  you  may  ruin, 

And  do’t  with  justice ; and  in  me,  a servant. 

So  harsh  a disposition,  that  I cannot 
Forgive  where  I should  honour,  and  am 
bound  to’t. 

But  I have  ever  had  that  curiosity5* 


38  But  I hare  ever  had  that  curiosity.]  Curiosity  has  both  in  these  authors  and  Shakespeare 
been  so  often  put  where  courtesy  hat  seemed  to  the  editors  of  both  the  better  word,  that  I 
begiu  to  doubt  whether  we  have  not  ail  been  wrong  in  making  the  change,  ns  hi  Lear, 

* permit 

4 The  curiosity  of  nations  to  deprive  me.* 

I cannot  now  recollect  w lie  re  it  has  been  altenej^in  this  edition.  There  is  certainly  a tole- 
rable idea  to  be  utlixed  to  it,  particularly  in  the  passage  above,  so  that  I’ll  change  it  no  more. 

Seward , 

As  curiosity  has  not  only  4 a tolerable  idea  affixed  to  it,*  but  is  particularly  expressive 
here,  we  cannot  think  Mr.  Seward  has  displayed  any  courtesy  in  not  altering  it. 

3X2  In 
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Ia  blood,  nnd  tenderness  of  reputation, 

Such  an  antipathy  against  a blow — [me  ! 

I cannot  speak  the  rest ! good  sir,  discharge 
It  is  not  tit  that  [‘should  serve  you  more, 

N or  come  so  near  you  : I’m  made  now  for 
privacy, 

And  a retir'd  condition;  that’s  my  suit, 

To  part  from  court  for  ever,  my  last  suit; 
And,  as  you  profess  bounty,  grant  ine  that, 
sir! 

l)uke.  I would  deny  thee  nothing. 

Sham.  Health  reward  you,  sir!  [Exit. 
Duke.  He’s  gone  again  already,  and  takes 
- hold 

Of  any  opportunity : not  riches 
Can  purchuse  him,  nor  honours,  peaceubly, 
And  force  were  brutish.  What  a great 
worth’s  gone  witii  him ! 

And  but  a gentleman?  Well,  for  his  sake, 
I'll  ne’er  offend  more  * those  I cannot  make;’ 
They  were  his  words,  and  shall  be  dear  to 
memory. 

Say,  I desire  to  see  him  once  again. 

Yet  stay!  he’s  so  well  forward  of  his  peace, 
’Twerc  pity  to  disturb  him:  he  would  groan 
Like  a soul  fetch’d  again,  and  that  were  injury; 
And  I’ve  wrong'd  his  degree  too  much  already. 
Call  forth  the  gentlemen  of  our  Chamber 
instantly! 

3 Serv.  [wifAin.]  I shall,  my  lord. 

Duke.  I may  forget  again, 

And  therefore  will  prevent:  the  strain  of  this 
Troubles  me  so,  one  would  not  hazard  more. 

Enter  First  Gentleman  and  divers  others. 

1 Gent.  Your  will,  my  lord? 

Duke.  Yes,  l discharge  you  all ! 

SJ  Gent.  My  lord — [pos’d  of. 

Duke.  Your  places  shall  be  otherwise  dis- 

4 Gent.  Why,  sir? 

Duke.  Reply  not!  I dismiss  you  all : 
You're  gentlemen;  your  worths  will  fiud  you 
fortunes ; 

Nor  shall  your  farewell  tax  me  of  ingratitude. 
I’ll  give  you  all  noble  remembrances, 

As  testimonies  ’gainst  reproach  and  malice, 
That  vou  departed  lov’d. 

3 Cent.  This  is  most  strange,  sir. 

1 Gent.  But  how  is  your  grace  furnish’d, 
these  dismiss’d  ? 

Duke.  Seek  me  out  grooms, 

Men  more  insensible  of  reputation, 

I/iss  curious  and  precise  in  terms  of  honour; 
That,  if  my  anger  chance  let  fall  a stroke, 
As  w'e’re  all  subject  to  impetuous  passions, 
Yet  it  may  pass  uumunnur’d,  undisputed, 
And  not  with  braver  fury  prosecuted.  [Exit. 
1 Gent.  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord. 

3 Gent . Know  you  the  cause,  sir? 

1 Gent.  Not  I,  kind  gentlemen,  but  by 
conjectures; 

And  so  much  shall  be  yours  when  you  please. 

4 Gent.  Thanks,  sir! 


3 Gent.  We  shall  Fth’  mean  time  think  our- 
selves guilty 

Of  some  foul  fault,  thro’  ignorance  com- 
mitted. 

1 Gent.  No,  ’tis  not  that,  nor  that  way. 

4 Gent • For  my  part, 

I shall  be  disinherited,  I know  so  much. 

3 Gent.  Why,  sir?  for  what? 

4 Gent.  My  sire’s  of  a strange  humour; 
He’ll  form  laults  for  me,  aud  then  swear  ’era 

mine; 

And  commonly  the  first  begins  with  lechery; 
He  knows  his  own  youth’s  trespass. 

1 Gent.  Before  you  go,  [sin. 

I’ll  come. and  take  my  leave,  and  tell  you  all, 

5 Gent.  Thou  wert  ever  just  and  kind. 

[Exeunt. 

1 Gent.  That’s  my  poor  virtue,  sir; 

And  parcel  valiant ,v;  but  it’s  hard  to  be 
perfect : [me, 

The  diming  of  these  fellows  now  will  pu ule 
Horribly  puzzle  me;  and  there’s  no  judgment 
Goes  true  upon  man’s  outside,  there’s  the 
mischief.  [dross; 

He  must  be  touch’d,  and  tried,  foi  gold  or 
There  is  no  other  way  for’t,  and  that’s  dan- 
gerous too : 

But  since  I’m  put  in  trust,  I will  attempt  it; 
The  Duke  shall  keep  one  daring  mau  about 
him. 

, Enter  a Gallant. 

Soft ! who  comes  here  ? A pretty  bravery 
this! 

Every  one  goes  so  like  a gentleman, 

’Tis  hard  to  find  a difference,  but  by  the 
touch. 

I’ll  try  your  metul  sure.  [ Strikes  him. 

Gal.  Why,  what  do  you  mean,  sir? 

1 Gent.  Nay,  an  you  understand  it  not,  I 
do  not. 

Gal.  Yes;  ’would  you  should  well  know! 

I understand  it  for  a box  o’th* ear,  sir. 

1 Gent.  And,  o’my  troth,  that’s  all  I gave 
Gal.  Twere  best  it  be  so!  [it  for. 

1 Gent.  This  is  a brave  coward, 

A jolly  threat’ning  coward ; he  shall  be  captain. 
Sir,  let  me  meet  you  an  hour  hence  i’th’  lobby. 
Gal.  Meet  you  ? the  world  might  laugh  at 
me  then,  i’faith. 

1 Gent.  L ay  by  your  scorn 
And  meet  me ; or  I’ll  box 
you, 

And  carry  you  gamb  ril’d  thither  like  a mutton. 

Gal.  Nay, an  you  be  in  earnest,  here's  my 
I will  net  fail  you.  [hand; 

1 Gent.  Tis  for  your  own  good — 

Gal.  Away!  [a  pox  on  you! 

3 Gent.  Too  much  for  your  own  good,  sir, 
Gal.  I prithee  curse  me  ail  day  long  so. 

1 Gent.  Hang  you! 

Gal.  I'll  make  him  mad;  he’s  loth  to  curse 
too  much  to  me. 


[scurvy  qualities) 
and  pride  (they’re 
you  while  I have 


3?  And  parcel  valiant}]  i.  t.  In  part,  or  partly  valiant.  Seward. 
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Indeed  I never  yet  took  box  o’th’  ear, 

Rut  it  redounded,  I must  needs  say  so— 

1 Gent.  Will  you  be  gone? 

QaL  Curse,  curse,  and  then  I go.— 

Look  bow  he  grins ! I’ve  anger’d  him  to  th’ 
kidnies.  [Exit. 

1 Gent.  Was  ever  such  a prigging  cox- 
comb seen  ? 

One  might  have  beat  him  dumb  now  in  this 
humour. 

Enter  a Plain  Fellow . 

And  he’d  ha*  grill’d  it  out  still.  Oh,  here’s  one 
Made  to  my  hand,  inethinks  looks  like  a 
craven40:  [justle. 

Less  pains  will  serve  his  trial ; some  slight 
Eel.  How!  Take  you  that,  sir;  and  it’  that 
content  you  not — 

1 Gent.  Yes, very  well, sir;  I desire  no  more. 
Fel.  I think  you  need  not ; for  you  have 
not  lost  by’t.  [Erif. 

1 Gent.  Who  would  ha’  thought  this  would 
have  prov’d  a gentleman  ? 

I’ll  never  trust  long  chins  and  little  legs  again; 
I’ll  know  ’em  sure  for  gentlemen  hereafter: 

A gristle  but  in  show,  but  gave  his  cuflf 
With  such  a fetch,  and  reach  of  gentry. 

As  if  h’  had  had  his  arms  before  the  flood. 
I’ve  took  a villainous  hard  task  upon  me, 
Now  I begin  to  have  a feeling  onft. 

Enter  La  pet , and  Clown  his  Servant , and  so 
habited. 

Oh,  here  comes  a tried  piece : now  the  re- 
form’d kick ! 

The  millions  of  punches,  spurns  and  nips 
That  he  has  endur’d!  His  buttock’s  all  black 
lead ; [Spaniard 

He’s  half  a Negro  backward  ; he  was  past  a 
In  eighty-eight,  and  more  /Egyptian  like: 
His  table  and  his  book  coine  both  out  shortly, 
And  all  the  cowards  in  the  town  expect  it. 
So,  if  I Pail  of  my  full  number  now, 

I shall  be  sure  to  find  ’em  at  church  corners, 
Where  dives  and  the  suffering  ballads  hang41. 
Lapet.  Well,  since  thou’rt  of  so  mild  a 
temper,  of 

So  meek  a spirit,  thou  mayst  live  with  me, 
’Till  better  times  do  smile  on  thy  deserts. — 
I'm  glad  I am  got  home  again. 

Clown.  I’m  happy  [hospital. 

In  your  service,  sir;  you’ll  keep  me  from  the 
Jjjpet.  So ! bring  me  the  last  proof;  this  is 
corrected. 


Clown.  Ay,  you’re  too  full  of  your  cor- 
rection, sir. 

Lapet.  Look  I have  perfect  books  within 
Clown.  Yes,  sir.  [this  half-hour! 

iAipet.  Bid  him  put  all  the  thumps  in 
Pica  Roman,  [should  be. 

And  with  great 'Hs,  you  vermin,  as  thumps 
Clown.  Then  in  what  letter  will  you  have 
your  kicks? 

JMpei.  All  in  Ttalica;  your  backward  blows 
All  in  Italica,  you  hermaphrodite! 

When  shall  I teach  you  wit? 

Clown.  Oh,  let  it  alone, 

Till  you  have  some  yourself,  sir!  * 

Lapet.  You  mumble? 

Clown.  The  victuals  are  lock’d  up ; I’m 
kept  from  minnbliug.  [Exit. 

Lapet.  lie  prints  my  blows  upon  pot-paper 
too,  the  rogue!  [pamphlet. 

Which  had  been  proper  for  some  drunken 
1 Gent.  Monsieur  Lapet!  How  the  world 
rings  of  you,  sir! 

Your  name  sounds  far  find  near. 

iMpet.  A good  report  it  bears. 

For  uu  enduring  name. 

1 Gent . What  luck  have  you,  sir? 

Lapet.  Why,  what’s  the  matter? 

1 Gent.  I’m  hut  thiukiug  on’t ! 

I’ve  heard  you  wish  this  live  year  i’or  a place  ; 
Now  there’s  one  fuil’n,  and  freely  without 
money  too ; 

And  empty  yet,  and  yet  you  cannot  have’t. 
Lapet.  No?  what’s  the  reason?  I'll  give 
money  fort, 

Rather  than  go  without,  sir. 

1 Gent.  That’s  not  it,  sir  : 

The  troth  is,  there's  no  gent /man  must  have  it. 
Either  for  love  or  money ; ’tis  decreed  so : 

I was  heartily  sorry  when  I thought  upon  you; 
Ilad  you  not  been  a gentleman,  I had  fitted 
you.  [none,  sir. 

Lapet.  Who?  I a gentleman?  u pox,  I’m 
1 Gent.  TIow  ! [was? 

Lapet.  IIow!  why,  did  you  ever  think  I 
1 Gent.  What!  not  a gentleman  ? 

Lapet.  I would  thou’dst  put  it  upon  me, 
i’faith ! „ 

Did  not  my  grandfather  cry  cony-skins? 

My  father  aqua-vitas  ? a hot  gentleman  ! [too; 
All  this  I speak  on,  i’ your  time  and  memory 
Only  a rich  uncle  died,  and  left  me  chattels: 
You  know  all  this  so  well  too  ! 

1 Gent.  Pray  excuse  me,  sir ! 

I Ha*  not  you  arms  ? 


40  Craven;]  i.  e.  A coward.  So,  in  Philastrr,  vol.  i, 

Thottrt  a craven,  I warrant. 

Again,  in  Henry  V’.  act  iv.  sc.  7 : 

* Is  it  fit  this  soldier  keep  his  oatli  ? 

4 He  is  a craven  and  a villain  else/  R. 

41  The  stiff* ring  ballads;]  i.  e.  Wc  suppose,  gallows  poetry. 

So,  in  Rowley’s  Noble  Spanish  Sooldier,  16.14, 

* The  king!  should  I be  bitter  ’gainst  the  king, 

* I shall  have  scurvy  ballads  made  of  me, 

* Sung  to  tlie  hanging  tune / JR. 

Lapel* 
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Lapet.  Yes;  a poor  couple  here, 

That  serve  to  thrust  in  wild-fowl. 

\ Gent.  Demid's  arm?,  [ing; 

Symbols  of  gentry,  sir;  yon  know*  my  mean- 
Tbey  have  been  shewn  and  wen. 

1m per.  They  have  ? 

1 Gent.  Ay,  fex,  have  they. 

Lapet.  Why,  I confess,  at  iny  wife's  insti- 
gation once,  [turally) 

(As  women  love  these  herald's  kickshrnvs  na- 
I bought  ’em;  but  what  ore  thev,  think  you? 
puffs.  [being  Lapel, 

1 Gent.  Why,  that's  proper  to  your  name. 
Which  is  La  fart,  after  the  English  letter. 
Ijiprt.  The  herald,  sir,  had  much  ado  to 
find  it. 

1 Gent . And  can  you  blame  him? 

Why,  'tis  the  only  thing  that  puzzles  the  devil. 
Lapet.  At  last,  he  look'd  upon  my  name 
again ; 

And  having  well  compared  it,  this  he  gave  me; 
The  two  cholics  playing  upon  a wind-instru- 
ment. [pray  tell  me, 

1 Gent.  An  excellent  proper  one ! But  I 
How  does  lie  express  the  cholics?  they’re  hard 
things.  [their  bellies ; 

Lapet.  The  cholics?  with  hot  trenchers  at 
There’s  nothing  better,  sir,  to  blaze  a cholic. 

1 Gent.  And  are  not  you  u gentleman  by 
this,  sir? 

Lapet.  No;  Idisclaim't! 

No  bellyache  upon  earth  shall  make  me  one; 
He  shall  not  think  to  put  his  gripes  upon  me, 
And  wring  out  gentry  so,  and  ten  pound  first. 
If  the  wind  instrument  will  make  my  wife  one, 
Let  her  enjoy 't,  for  she  was  a harper's  grand- 
child ! 

But,  sir,  for  my  particular,  I renounce  it. 

1 Gent.  Or  to  he  call’d  so? 

Ixipct.  Ay,  sir,  or  imagin'd. 

1 Gent.  None  fitter  tor  the  place  : give 
me  thy  hand!  [a  bribe,  sir! 

Lapet.  A hundred  thousand  thanks,  beside 
1 Gent.  You  must  take  heed  of  thinking 
toward  n gentleman  now. 

Ixipet.  Pish ! I atn  not  mad,  I warrant  you  ! 
Nay,  more,  sir; 

If  one  should  twit  me  i'  th*  teeth  that  I am  a 
gentleman,  [Lammas ; 

Twit  me  their  worst,  I am  but  one  since 
That  I can  prove,  if  they  would  see  m y heart 
out.  [evidence. 

1 Gent.  Marry,  in  any  case,  keep  me  that 

Enter  Clonm. 

Ixipct.  Here  comes  nay  servant:  sir,  Galo- 
shio  [upon. 

Has  not  his  name  for  nought;  he  will  be  trod 
What  says  my  printer  now? 

Cloun.  Here's  your  last  proof,  sir;  [ling. 
You  shall  have  perfect  books  now  in  a twink- 
Lapet.  These  marks  nre  ugly. 
down.  He  says,  sir,  tltey’re  proper; 

Blows  should  have  marks,  or  else  they’re  no- 
thing worth. 


Jjipet.  But  why  a peel-crow  here? 

CVoim.  I told  'em  so,  sir: 

A scare-crow  had  been  better. 

Lapet.  How, slave! — Look  you,  sir! 

Did  not  I say,  this  trherit  and  this  bub, 

Should  be  both  Pica  Roman  ? 

CUwn.  So  said  I,  «ir ; 

Both  picked  RomanZ  and  he  has  made  ’em 
Welsh  hills. 

Indeed,  I know  not  what  to  make  on  'em. 
Ixipet.  Heyday!  a souse,  Italic  a ? 

Clown*  Yres,  that  may  hold,  sir: 

Souse  is  a bona  roba  ; so  is  .flops  too.  [here  ? 
ljapct.  But  why  stands  bastinado  so  far  off 
Cloun.  Alas,  you  must  allow  him  room  to 
lay  about  him,  sir. 

Lapel.  Why  lies  this  spurn  lower  than  that 
spurn,  sir?  [stairs,  sir, 

Clown.  Marry;  this  signifies  oneTick  down 
The  oilier  in  a gallery;  I ask’d  him  all  these 
questions.'  [mind  me  ! 

1 Gent.  Your  book’s  name  ? prithee,  Lapet, 
You  never  told  me  yet. 

Ixipet.  Marry,  but  shall,  sir: 

Tis  call’d  The  Uprising  of  the  Kick  ; 

And  The  Downfal  of  the  Duello. 

1 Gent.  Bring  that  to  pass,  you'll  prove  a 
happy  member,  [bloods 

And  do  your  country  service:  your  young 
Will  thank  you  then,  w hen  they  see  fourscore. 
Lapet.  I hope 

Tosavc  my  hundred  gentlemen  a-month  by't; 
Which  w ill  be  very  good  for  the  private  house. 
Clou  n.  Look  you ! your  table’s  finish’d,  sir, 
already.  [See,  sec,  sir ; 

Lapet.  Why  then,  behold  my  master-piece ! 
Here  s all  your  blows,  and  blow-meu  whatso- 
ever, 

Set  in  their  lively  colours  givers  and  taker#. 
1 Gent.  Troth,  wondrous  fine, sir! 
iAtpet.  Nay,  but  mark  the  postures! 

The  standing  of  the  inkers  1 admire  more 
than  the  givers : [I  like  not  them. 

They  stand  scorn fullv,  most  coniumeliously ; 
Oh,  here's  one  cast  into  a comely  figure. 
Cloun.  My  master  means  him  there  that’s 
cast  down  headlong.  [his  dousl  ! 

Lapel.  How  sweetly  does  this  fellow  take 
Stoops  like  a camel,  that  heroic  beast, 

At  a great  load  of  nutmegs:  and  how  meekly 
This  other  fellow  here  receives  his  whent. 
Clown.  Oh,  master,  here’s  a fellow  stands 
most  gallantly,  [ings. 

Taking  ins  kick  in  private  behind  the  hung* 
And  raising  up  his  nips  to’t.  But,  oh,  sir. 
How  daintily  this  man  lies  trampled  on  ! 
’Would  I were  in  thy  place,  wbate’er  thou  art! 
How  lovely  he  endures  it ! 

1 Gent . But  will  not 

These  things,  sir,  be  hard  to  practise,  think 
you?  [dance. 

JdUpct.  Oh,  easy,  sir ; I’ll  teach  'em  in  ;* 
J Gent.  How!  in  a dunce? 

JMpet.  I’ll  lose  my  new  place  else, 
Whate’er  it  be;  I know  not  what  *tis  vet. 

1 Gent. 
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1 Gent.  And  now  you  put  me  in  mind,  I 
could  employ  it  well,  [sin 

For  your  grace,  specially;  for  the  duke’s  coa- 
ls by  this  time  in  s violent  lit  of  mirth; 

And  a device  must  be  sought  out  for  suddenly, 
To  over-  cloy  the  passion. 


Lapct.  Say  no  more,  sir! 

I’ll  (it  you  with  my  scholars,  new  practition- 
Endorers  of  the  time.  [ers, 

t Clown . Whereof  I am  one,  sir. 

1 Gent.  You  carry  it  away  smooth:  give 
me  thy  hand,  sir.  [Ezcunt. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  the  Tivo  Brothers* 

Pas.  [viiAiK.l  U A, ha,  ha! 

2 Brv.  Hark,  hark ! how 
loud  his  fit’s  grown  ! 

Pot.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  [ply  it 

1 Bro.  Now  let  our  sister  lose  no  time,  out 
With  all  the  power  she  has! 

'2  Bro.  Her  slmmc  grows  big,  brother; 

The  Cupid’s  shape  will  hardly  hold  it  longer  ; 
T would  take  up  half  an  eliofeheyuey  da- 
mask more, 

And  all  too  little;  it  strufs  per'lously; 

There  is  no  tamp’ring  with  these  Cupids 
longer:  [strong. 

The  mere  conceit  with  woman-kind  works 
Pas.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

*2  Bro.  The  laugh  comes  nearer  now ; 

T were  good  we  were  not  seen  yet. 

[Exeunt  Brothers. 

Enter  Passionate  Tjord  and  Bust. 

Pas.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

And  was  he  bastinado’d  to  the  life?  ha,  ha,hn! 
I ‘prithee  sav,  lord  general,  how  did  the  rascals 
Entrench  themselves? 

Base.  Most  deeply,  politicly,  all  in  ditches. 
Pas.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Base.  *Tis  thought  he’ll  ne'er  bear  arms 
i’th'  field  again  : 

H’has  much  ado  to  lift  ’em  to  his  head,  sir. 
Pas.  I would  he  had  ! 

Base.  On  either  side  round  truncheons 
play’d  so  thick,  [to  tb*  quick. 

That  shoulders,  chines,  nay,  flanks,  were  paid 
Pas.  Well  said,  lord  general ! ha,  lrn,  1m  ! 
Base.  But  pray  how  grew  the  diff’rcnce 
first  betwixt  you? 

Pas . There  was  never  any,  sir ; there  lies 
the  jest,  man ! 

Only  because  he  was  taller  than  his  brother, 
There’s  all  my  quarrel  to  him ; and  methought 
He  should  be  beaten  fort,  my  mind  so  gave 
me,  sir, 

I could  not  sleep  for’t:  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 
.Another  good  jest  quickly,  while  ’tis  hot  now ; 
I-et  me  not  laugh  in  vain ! ply  me, oh,  plyme, 
As  y ou  will  answer’t  to  my  cousin  Duke! 
Jfrase.  Alas,  who  has  a good  jest? 


Pas.  I fall,  I dwindle  injt. 

Base . Ten  crowns  for  a good  jest! — Ila’you 
a good  jest,  sir  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  A pretty  moral  one. 

Base.  Let’s  ha’t,  whute’er  it  be  ! 

Serv.  There  comes  a Cupid 
Drawn  by  six  fools. 

Base.  That’s  nothing. 

Pus.  Help  it,  help  it  then  ! 

Base.  I ha’ known  six  hundred  fools  drawn 
by  a Cupid.  , 

Pas.  A y,  that,  that,  that’s  the  smarter  moral: 
ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Now  I begin  to  be  song-ripe  methinks. 

B/tsc.  I’ll  sing  you  a pleasant  air,  sir,  bo* 
fore  you  ebb. 

SONG. 

Pas . Ob,  how  my  lungs  do  tickle  ! ha,  ha, 
lui!  [ho,  ho! 

Base.  Oh,  how  my  lungs  do  tickle!  oh,  oh, 
Pas.  Set  a sharp  jest 

Against  my  breast, 

Then  how  my  lungs  do  tickle! 

As  nightingales, 

• And  things  in  camhrick  rails, 

Sing  best  against  a prickle. 

1 la,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Base.  Ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  lm ! 

Pus.  Laugh ! 

Base.  Laugh ! 

Pas.  Laugh ! 

Base.  l,augh ! 

Pas.  Wide ! 

Bast.  Loud! 

Pas.  And  vary! 

Base.  A smile  is  for  a simpering  novice, 
Pas.  One  that  ne’er  tnstea  caveare, 

Base.  Nor  knows  the  smack  of  dear  an- 
Pas.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  hn,  ha ! [chovies. 

Base.  IIo,  ho,  ho,  %o,  ho  ! 

Pas.  A giggling  waiting-wench  for  me, 
That  shews  her  teeth  how  white  they 
be! 

Base.  A thing  not  fit  for  gravity, 

For  theirs  are  foul  and  hardly  three. 
Pas.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Base.  Ho,  ho,  ho ! 

Pas, 
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Pas.  Democritus,  thou  ancient  fleerer, 

Iloxv  I miss  thy  laugh,  and  ha- 
sensc41! 

Base.  Th^re  you  nam'd  the  famous  jeerer. 
That  e’er  jeer'd  in  Rome  or  Athens. 
Pas.  ila,  ha,  ha! 

Base.  Ho,  ho,  ho! 

Pas . IIow  brave  lives  he  that  kerns  a fool, 
Alt  ho*  the  rate  be  deeper) 

Base.  But  he  that  is  his  own  fool,  sir, 
Docs  live  a great  deal  cheaper. 
Pas.  Sure  I shall  burst,  hurst,  quite  break, 
Thou  art  so  witty. 

Base.  *Tis  rare  to  break  at  court, 

For  that  belongs  to  th'  city. 
Pas.  Ila,  ha!  my  spleen  is  almost  worn 
To  the  last  laughter. 

Base.  Oh,  keep  a comer  for  a friend ; 

A jest  may  come  hereafter. 

Enter  Lapel  and  Clown,  and  four  at hers, 
like  Fools,  dancing,  the  Cupid  leading , and 
hearing  his  tabic,  and  holding  it  up  to 
Jjtpct  at  every  strain , and  acting  the 
postures. 

Lepet.  Twinge  all  now!  twinge,  I say! 


Souse  upon  Souse. 

2 Strain. 

3 Strain. 

Douces  single. 

*1  Strain. 

Justle  sides. 
Knee  belly. 

5 Strain. 

6 Strain. 

Kick  sec  Buttock. 

7 Strain. 

Lapel.  Downdcrry ! 

Enter  the  Soldier , hit  Sicord  drawn. 

Sold.  Not  angry  law,  nor  doors  of  brass, 
shall  keep  me 

From  my  wrong’s  expiation!  To  thv  bowels 
I return  my  disgrace;  and  after  turn 
My  face  to  any  death  that  can  be  sentenc’d. 

[Exit. 

Base.  Murder!  oh,  murder!  stop  the  mur- 
derer there! 

Lapel.  I’m  glad  he’s  gone!  h’has  almost  trod 
my  guts  out : 


Follow  him  who  list  for  me ! 1*11  ha*  no  hand 
in’t.  [squelch’d,  master: 

Clown.  Oh,  *twas  your  luck  and  mine  to  be 
Il’has  stamp’d  my  very  puddings  into  pan- 
cakes. [help,  oh,  help ! 

Cupid.  Oil,  brothers,  oh,  I fear  *tis  mortal ! 
I’m  made  the  wretched’st  woman  by  this  ac- 
That  ever  love  beguil’d ! [cident. 

Enter  Two  Brothers. 

2 Bro.  We  are  undone,  brother; 

Our  shames  ure  too  apparent.  Away,  re- 
ceptacle 

Of  luxury  and  dishonour!  most  unfortunate, 
To  make  thyself  but  lackey  to  thy  spoil41, 
After  thy  sex’s  maimer! — Lift  him  up, 
brother : [wasted 

He  breathes  not  to  our  comfort;  he’s  too 
Ever  to  chcar  us  more.  A surgeon  speedily ! 
Hence,  the  unhappiest  that  e’er  stept  aside! 
She’ll  be  a mother,  ’fore  she’s  known  a bride. 
Cupid.  Thou  hadst  a most  unfortunate 
conception, 

Whate’er  thou  prov*st  to  be!  In  midst  of  mirth 
Comes  ruin  for  a welcome  to  thy  birth. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Shomont. 

Sham.  This  is  a beautiful  life  now ! Privacy, 
The  sweetness  and  the  benefit  of  essence. 

I see  there  is  no  man  but  may  make  his 
Paradise; 

And  it  is  nothing  but  his  love,  and  dotage 
Upon  the  world’s  foul  joys,  that  keeps  him 
out  on’t: 

For  lie  that  lives  retir’d  in  mind  and  spirit. 
Is  still  in  Paradise,  and  has  his  innocence 
Partly  allow’d  for  his  companion  too. 

As,  much  as  stands  with  justice.  Here  no 
eyes 

Shoot  their  sharp-pointed  scorns  upon  my 
shame : 

They  know  no  terms  of  reputation  here, 

No  punctual  limits,  or  precise  dimensions: 
Plain  down-right  honesty  is  all  the  beauty 
And  elegancy  of  life  found  amongst  shep- 
herds ; 

For  knowing  nothing  nicely,  or  desiring  it, 
Quits  many  a vexation  from  the  xuiud, 


41  How  / miss  thy  laugh,  and  ha*  since.]  After  some  vain  endeavours  to  make  out  a 
meaning  here,  I am  forced  to  substitute  hu-sensc,  instead  of  ha'  since,  which  I own  a very  odd 
expression,  yet  l think  not  unsuitable  to  the  comic  humour  of  the  song.  Ha  is  the  note  of 
laughter,  and  therefore  ha-sense  will  signify  the  laughing  sense,  or  the  sense  that  was  con- 
tained in  Democritus’s  laughter.  Democritus,  like  Epicurus,  taught  that  the  world  was 
made  by  chance,  and  that  souls  dy'd  with  the  bodies,  and  used  to  laugh  at  the  follies  of  men 
in  tainting  fame  and  wealth  with  so  much  toil  and  trouble,  both  wtiich  they  must  so  soon 
inevitably  part  with.  SewartL 
43  jnost  unfortunate , 

To  make  thyself  but  lucky  to  thy  spoiL ] If  there  is  a sense  in  this  expression,  it  has 
escaped  me;  nor  can  I hit  on  any  emendation  very  satisfactory.  If  we  read  lackey  for  lucky 
it  may  become  sense,  viz.  To  make  thyself  a lackey,  servant  or  minister  of  thy  ou  n spoil , a 
thing  which  wanton  women  frequently  do.  I’m  forced  to  substitute  this,  in  the  room  of  lucky, 
tl.o’  not  without  wishing  to  have  hit  ou  something  more  clear.  Seward. 

With 
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With  which  our  quainter  knowledge  doth 
abuse  us. 

The  name  of  eflvy  is  a stranger  here, 

That  dries  men’s  bloods  abroad,  robs  health 
and  rest : [falshood, 

Wbv,  here's  no  such  fury  thoqght  on ; no,  nor 
That  brotherly  disease,  fellow-like  devil, 
That  plays  within  our  bosom,  and  betrays 
us. 

Enter  First  Gentleman. 

t Gent.  Oh,  are  you  here  P 

Sham.  La  Novel  ’tis  strange  to  see  thee. 

■ 1 Gent.  I ha’ rid  one  horse  to  death,  to 
find  you  out,  sir. 

Sham.  I am  not  to  be  found  of  any  man 
That  saw  my  shame,  nor  seen  long. 

1 Gent.  Good,  your  attention ! [sir, 
You  ought  to  be  seen  now,  and  found  out, 
If  ever  you  desire,  before  your  ending, 

To  perform  one  good  office,  nay,  a dear  one ; 
Wan’s  time  can  hardly  match  it. 

Sham.  Be’t  as  precious 
As  reputation,  if  it  come  from  court, 

I will  not  bear  on’t. 

1 Gait.  You  must  hear  of  this,  sir. 

Sham.  Must? 

1 Gent.  Yon  shall  hear  it. 

Sham.  I love  thee,  that  thou’lt  die. 

*i  Gent.  Twere  nobler  in  me,  than  in  you 
living ; you 

Will  live  a murderer,  if  you  deny 
This  office. 

Sham.  E’en  to  death,  sir. 

1 Gent.  Why,  then,  you 
Will  kill  your  brother. 

Shum.  How  ? 

1 Gent.  Your  brother,  sir.  [brother, 
Bear  witness,  Heav’n,  this  man  destroys  his 
When  he  may  save  him;  his  least  breath 
may  save  him! 

Can  there  be  wilfnller  destruction  ? 

He  was  forc’d  to  take  a most  unmanly  wrong, 
Above  the  suff’ring  virtue  of  a soldier; 

H’has  kill’d  his  injurcr,  a work  of  honour! 
For  which,  unless  you  save  him,  he  dies 
speedily. 

My  conscience  is  discharg’d : I’m  but  a friend; 
A brother  should  go  forward  where  I end. 

[Exit. 

Sham.  Dies? 

Say  he  be  naught!  that’s  nothing  to  my 
goodness, 

Which  ought  to  shine  thro’  use,  or  else  it 
loses 

The  glorious  name  ’tis  known  by.  lie’s  my 
brother ; 

Yet  pence  is  above  blood : let  him  go  l Ay, 
But  where’s  the  nobleness  of  affection  then? 
That  must  be  car’d  for  too,  or  I’m  imperfect. 


The  same  blood  that  stood  up  in  wrath  against 
him, 

Now,  in  his  misery,  runs  all  to  pity : 

I’d  ratlier  die  than  speak  one  syllable 
To  save  myself;  but,  living  as  \ am, 

There’s  no  avoiding  on’t;  the  world’s  hu- 
manity 

Expects  it  hourly  from  me.  Curse  of  for- 
tune! 

I took  my  leave  so  well  too — Let  him  die! 
Tis  but  a brother  lost — So  pleasingly 
And  swiftly  I came  off,  ’twere  more  than 
irksomeness. 

To  tread  that  path  again ; and  I shall  never 
Depart  So  handsomely.  But  then  where’s 
posterity  ? 

The  consummation  of  our  house  and  name  ? 
I’m  torn  in  pieces  betwixt  love  and  shame. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  La-pet,  Clown,  Pol  trot,  Moulbaxon , 
and  others,  the  new  Cour traffic ers. 

La  pet.  Good  morrow,  fellow  Poltrot44, 
and  Moulbazon ; 

Good  morrow,  fellows  all! 

Polt.  Monsieur  Lapet ! 

Lapet.  Look,  I’ve  remember’d  you ; here’* 
books  apiece  for  you ! 

Monl.  Oh,  sir,  we  dearly  thank  you. 
Lapet.  So  you  may; 

There's  two  impressions  gone  already,  sirs. 
Polt.  What!  no  ? in  so  short  a time  ? 
Lapet.  Tis  as  I tell  you,  sir. 

Mv  Kick  sells  gallantly,  I thank  iny  stars. 
Clown.  So  does  your  Table;  you  may 
thank  the  moon  too. 

Lapet.  Tis  the  book  sells  the  table. 
Clown.  But  ’tis  the  bookseller 
Tliat  has  the  money  lor  ’em,  I’m  sure  o' that. 
Lapet.  Twill  much  enrich  the  company 
of  stationers ; 

Tis  thought  'twill  prove  a lasting  benefit. 
Like  the  Wise  Masters45,  and  the  almanacks. 
The  Hundred  Novels40,  and  the  Book  of 
Cookery : 

For  they  begin  already  to  engross  it, 

And  make  it  a stock-book,  thinking  indeed 
T\»  ill  prove  too  great  a benefit  and  help 
For  one  that’s  new  set  up : they  know  their 
way, 

And  make  him  warden  e’er  his  heard  he  grey. 
Moul.  Is’t  possible  such  virtue  should  lie 
hid, 

And  in  so  little  paper? 

I a pet.  How!  why,  there  was  the  Car- 
penter, 

An  unknown  thing;  an  odoriferous  pamphlet. 
Yet  no  more  paper,  by  all  computation, 
Than  Ajax  Telamon  would  use  at  once  ; 


44  Poltrot .]  Perhaps  it  should  be  Poltron. 

45  The  Wise  Masters.]  The  Wise  Masters  of  Rome,  a book  which  hath  frequently  since 
been  reprinted,  and  to  this  day  much  admired  by  the  lower  class  of  readers,  H. 

46  The  Hundred  Novels.]  Boccace’s  Decameron.  R. 
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your  Herring  prov’d  the  like*7,  able  to  buy 
Another  Fisher’s  Folly,  and  your  Pasqnil49 
Went  not  below  the  Mad-Capsof  that  time; 
And  shall  niv  elaborate  Kick  come  behiud, 
think  your  [ltuUcu  too, 

Clown.  Yes,  it  must  come  behind;  'tin  in 
According  to  your  humour. 

Lapel.  Not  in  sale,  varlet? 

Clown.  In  sale,  sir?  it  shall  sail  beyond 
'em  all,  I tro. 

Lapel.  What  have  you  there  now?  oh, 
page  the  twenty-first. 

Clown.  Tliat  page  is  coine  to  his  years; 
he  should  be  a serving-man.  [there19  ! 
lapet.  Mark  how  1 snap  up  the  Duello 
One  would  not  use  a dog  so, 

I must  needs  say ; hut’s  tor  tlie  common  good. 
Clown . Nay,  sir,  your  commons  seldom 
tight  at  sharp, 

But  buffet  in  a warehouse. 

Lapel.  This  will  save  [ing,  sirs: 

Many  a gentleman  of  good  blood  from  bleed- 
I have  a curse  from  mauy  a barber-surgeon; 
They’d  give  but  too  much  money  tocall'tin. 
Turn  to  page  forty-five;  see  what  you  find 
there. 

Clown*  Oh,  out  upon  him ! 

Tage  forty-five ! dial’s  an  old  thief  indeed ! 

Euler  Duke , the  Lady,  and  First  Gentleman. 
Jsipet.  The  Duke!  clap  down  your  books! 
Away,  Guloshio! 

Clown.  Indeed  I am  too  foul  to  be  i'th’ 
presence  ! 

They  use  to  shake  me  off  at  the  chamber-door 
still. 

Lady.  Good  my  lord,  grant  my  suit!  let 
me  not  rise 

Without  the  comfort  on’t ! I liave  not  often 
Been  tedious  in  this  kind. 

Duke.  Sister,  you  wrong  yourself, 

And  those  great  virtues  that  your  fame  is 
made  of, 

To  w aste  so  much  breath  for  a murderer's  life. 
Lady.  You  cannot  hate  th’  offence  more 
than  I do,  sir,  • ' 

Nor  the  offender;  the  respect  I owe 
Unto  his  absent  brother  makes  mb  a suitor, 
A most  importunate  sister ; make  me  worthy 
But  of  this  one  request ! 

Duke.  I am  deaf 
To  any  importunacy,  and  sorry 
For  your  forgetfulness : you  never  injur’d 


Your  worth  so  much ; you  ought  to  be  re* 
buk’d  for’t! 

Pursue  good  ways;  end  ns  you  did  begin! 

'’l  is  half  the  guilt  to  speak  for  such  a sin. 
Lady.  This  is  Love’s  beggary  right;  that 
now*  is  ours. 

When  ladies  love,  and  cannot  shew  their 
powers.  [£rif. 

Duke.  La  Nove ! 

1 Gent.  My  lord. 

Duke.  Are  these  our  new  attendants? 
J-Mpet . We  are,  my  lord;  and  will  endure 
as  much 

As  better  men,  my  lord  ; and  more,  I trust 
Duke.  What’s  he? 

1 Gent.  My  lord,  a decay'd  gentleman, 
That  will  do  any  service. 

Duke.  A decay’d  one? 

1 Gent.  A renounc’d  one,  indeed,  for  this 
place  only.  [charge  him  instantly ! 

Duke.  We  renounce  him  then:  go,  dis- 
He  that  disclaims  his  gentry  for  mere  gains. 
That  man's  too  base  to  make  a vassal  on. 
Lapet.  What  says  the  duke? 
t Gent.  Faith,  little  to  your  comfort,  sir; 
You  must  be  a gentleman  again. 

1m pet.  Ilowf 

1 Gent.  There's  no  remedy. 

Lapet.  Marry,  the  fate's  forefend!  ne’er 
while  I breathe,  sir.  [no  resisting: 

1 Gent.  The  Duke  w ill  have  it  so;  there's 
He  spied  it  i’your  forehead. 

Lapet.  My  wife’s  doing!  [ten  now, 

She  thought  she  should  be  put  below  her  bet* 
And  sued  to  ha*  me  a gentleman  again. 

1 Gent.  And  very  likely,  sir.  [done, 
Marry,  I'll  give  you  this  comfort ; when  all's 
You'll  never  pass  but  for  a scurvy  one; 
That’s  all  the  help  you  have.  Come,  shew 
your  pace  ! [lost  place : 

Lapet.  The  heaviest  gentleman  that  e’tr 
Bear  witness,  I am  forc’d  to’t.  [£rif- 

Duke.  Tho'  you've  a coarser  title  yet  upoo 
you  [blame, 

Than  those  that  left  your  places,  without 
’Tis  in  your  power  to  make  yourselves  tb$ 
same. 

I cannot  make  you  gentlemen  ; that’s  a work 
Rais’d  from  your  own  deservings:  ment, 
manners,  [ntsi 

And  in-born  virtue  does  it:  let  your  ow  n good- 
Make  you  so  great,  my  power  shall  make  you 
greater; 


47  lour  Herring .]  Probably  either  * Nashe’9  Lenten  Stuff;  containing  the  description  and 
4 »»“st  procreation  and  encrcase  of  the  town  of  Great  Yannouth  in  Norfolk ; with  a new  ulsj 
* iif  vcrplaved  before,  ol  the  Praise  of  the  Red  Herring,  Ac.’  quarto  1599  ; or  else,  * A lier- 
4 rm£s  /me;  containing  a poetical  fiction  of  divers  matters  worthie  the  reading;'  quarto, 

1598.  R. 

4t>  Paxquil.]  Patquils  Mud-Cep,  a pamphlet  written  by  Nicholas  Breton,  an  author  who  ii 
mentioned  before  by  our  authors;  sok  note  50  on  Wit  Without  Money.  He  wrote  a second 
part  of  tins  pamphlet,  with  rbe  additional  title  of  the  * Fool's  Cap,  with  Pasquil’s  Passion; 
‘ begun  bj  himself,  aud  finished  by  bis  friend  Morphorius quarto,  1(100.  R. 

Ihe  Duello j J A pamphlet  by  the  famous  Mr.  Selden,  entitled,  * The  Duello . or  Single 
Combat,  &c.  first  punted  in  quarto,  1610;  reprinted  in  his  Works.  R. 

And, 
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And,  more  t’ encourage  you,  this  I add  again, 
There’s  many  grooms  now  exact  gentlemen. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Shorn.  Mcthinks  'tis  strange  to  ine  to  enter 
hen  ! 

Is  there  in  Nature  such  an  awful  power, 

To  force  me  to  this  place?  and  make  me  do  this? 
Js  man’s  affection  stronger  than  his  will? 

His  resolution  ? was  I not  resolv’d 
Never  to  see  this  place  more?  do  I bear 
Within  my  breast  one  blood  that  confounds 
the  other?  [est? 

The  blood  of  love,  and  will,  and  the  last  weak- 
Hnd  I teu  millions,  I would  give  it  all  now, 

I were  but  past  it,  or  ’twould  never  come! 
For  I shall  never  do’t,  or  not  do’t  well, 

But  spoil  it  utterly  betwixt  two  passions. — 
Yonder's  the  Uukehursch  : I will  not  do’t  now. 
Had  twenty  Jives  xiieir  several  sufferings  in 
him.  [Exit. 

Duke.  Who’s  that  went  out  now? 

Poll.  I saw  none,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Nor  you? 

Moul.  I saw  the  glimpse  of  one,  my  lord. 
Duke.  Whatever  it  was,  raethought  it  pleas’d 
me  strangely, 

And  suddenly  my  joy  was  ready  for’t. 

Putt,  a Htt  hi  out.  Troth,  my  lord,  we  gave 
fxo  great  heed  to’t. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  Twill  not  be  answer’d!  [ther: 
It  brings  me  hither  still,  by  main  force,  hi> 
Either  I must  give  over  to  profess  humanity. 
Or  T must  speak  fur  linn. 

Duke.  Tis  here  again  : 

No  marvel  ’twas  so  pleasing ! ’tis  delight 
And  worth  itself.  Now  it  appears  unclouded. 
Sham.  My  lord — 

He  turns  away  from  me!  by  this  hand, 

I am  ill-us'd  of  ail  sides  ! ’tis  a fault 
That  Fortune  ever  had,  t’ abuse  a goodness. 
Duke.  Mcthought  you  were  saying  some- 
Shttm.  Mark  the  lauguage  ! [what. 

As  coy  as  Fate ! I see  ’twill  ne’er  be  grauted. 
f)uke.  We  little  look'd  in  troth  to  sec  you 
nere  yet.  [death,  I tlunk. 

Sham.  Not  till  the  day  after  my  brother’s 
Duke.  Sure  some  great  business  drew  you. 
Sham.  No,  iu  sooth,  sir; 

Only  to  come  to  see  a brother  die,  sir, 

That  I may  learn  to  go  too ; and,  if  he  de- 
ceive rne  not, 

I think  lie  will  do  well  in’tof  a soldier, 
Manly,  and  honestly;  and  if  he  weep  then, 

I shall  not  think  the  worse  on’s  manhood  for’t, 
Because  he’s  leaving  of  tlmt  part  that  has  it. 
Duke.  I:’ has  slain  a noble  gentleman; 
think  on’t,  sir ! 


Sham.  I would  I could  not,  sir. 

Duke.  Our  kinsman  too. 

Shunt.  All  tins  is  but  worse,  sir. 

Duke.  When  'tis  at  worst — 

Yet  seeing  thee,  he  lives! 

Shout.  My  lord— 

Duke,  lie  lives! 

Believe  it  as  thy  bliss;  he  dies  not  for’t: 

Will  this  make  satisfaction  for  things  past? 
Sham.  Oh,  my  lord — 

Duke.  Will  it?  speak! 

Shunt.  With  greater  shame  to  my  unwor- 
thiness. [found  it  harder 

Duke.  Rise,  then!  we’re  even.  I never 
To  keep  just  with  a man  : iny  great  work’s 
ended  1 [sir, 

1 knew  your  brother’s  pardon  was  your  suit, 
However  your  t ice  modesty  held  it  back. 
Sham.  1 take  a joy  now  to  confess  it,  sir. 

Enter  First  Gentleman. 

1 Gent.  My  lord — [news  be: 

Duke  Hear  me  first,  sir,  whatever  your 
Set  tree  the  Soldier  instantly. 

1 Gent.  ’Tis  done,  my  lord. 

Duke.  How  ! 

1 Gent.  In  effect,  ’twas  part  of  my  news 
too ; [sir. 

There’s  fair  hope  of  your  noble  kinsman’s  life, 
Duke.  What  say ’st  thou  ? 

1 Gent.  And  the  most  admir’d  change 
That  living  llesh  e’er  had!  lie’s  not  the  man, 
mylord:  [sir, 

Death  cannot  be  more  free  from  passionc'^, 
Than  be  is  at  this  instant;  he’s  so  meek  now, 
He  makes  tho*.e  seem  passionate  were  never 
thought  of,  [you,  sir, 

And  for  he  fears  his  moods  have  oft  disturb’d 
He’s  only  hasty  now  for  his  forgiveness: 

And  here,  behold  him,  sir ! 

Enter  the  Passionate  Lord , the  Cupid,  and 
two  Brothers. 

Duke.  Let  me  give  thauks  first! 

Our  worthy  cousin — 

Pas.  Your  unworthy  trouble,  sir! 

For  which,  jvith  all  acknowledg’d  reverence, 
1 a*k  your  pardon;  and  for  injury 
More  known  and  wilful : I have  chose  a wife, 
Without  your  counsel,  or  consent,  my  lord. 
Duke.  A with?  where  is  slie,  sir? 

Pm.  This  noble  gentlewoman — 

Duke.  How! 

Pus.  Whose  honour  my  forgetful  times 
much  wrong’d. 

Duke.  He’s  madder  than  he  was. 

1 Gent.  I would  ha’  sworu  for  him  ! 

Duke.  The  Cupid,  cousin? 

Pus.  Yes,  this  worthy  lady,  sir. 

Duke.  Still  worse  and  worse ! 


He's  not  the  man , my  lord , 

Ikath  cannot,  4c.]  Here  seems  a line  lost  here,  the  sense  to  this  effect: 

lie’s  not  the  man,  iny  lord, 

He  WAS  BEFORE  TUE  Soi.DILR  WOUNDED  HIM. 

3 Y 3 1 Bro. 
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1 Bro.  Our  sister,  under  pardon,  ray  lord. 

Duke.  What!  [assume. 

2 Bro . Which  shape  Love  taught  her  to 
Duke.  Is’t  truth  then? 

1 Cent.  It  appears  plainly  now,  below  the 

waist,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Shamont,  didst  ever  read  of  a She- 
Cupid? 

Shorn.  Never  in  fiction  yet ; but  it  might 
hold,  sir; 

For  Desire  is  of  both  genders. 

Enter  the  Lady. 

Duke.  Make  that  good  here! 

I take  thee  at  thy  word,  sir. 

Sham.  Oh,  my  lord,  ft®*  5 

Love  would  appear  too  bold  and  rude  irom 
Honour  and  admiration  are  her  rights; 

Her  goodness  is  my  saint,  my  lord. 

Duke.  I see 

You’re  both  too  modest  to  bestow  yourselves : 


I'll  save  that  virtue  still;  'tis  but  my  pains: 
It  sliall  be  so.  [come, 

[Be  joins  Shamont' s hand  and  his  Sister’s. 
Sham.  This  gift  does  but  set  forth  my  po- 
verty. 

Lady.  Sir,  tliat  which  you  complain  of  is 
my  riches. 

Enter  the  Soldier. 

Duke.  Soldier,  now  every  noise  sounds 
peace,  thou’rt  welcome!  [favour. 

Sold.  Sir,  my  repentnnee  sues  for  your  blest 
Which  once  obtain’d,  no  injury  shall  lose  it; 
I’ll  suffer  mightier  wrongs. 

Duke.  Rise,  lov'd  and  pardon'd  ! 

For  where  Hope  fail’d,  nay,  Art  itself  resign’d, 
Tli*  hast  wrought  that  cure  which  skill  could 
never  find: 

Nordic!  there  cease,  but  to  our  peace  extend: 
Never  could  wrongs  boast  of  a nobler  end ! 

[Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


Orn  poet  bid  ns  say,  for  his  own  part. 

He  cannot  lay  too  much  forth  of  his  art; 

Ilut  fears  our  over-acting  passions  may, 

As  not  adorn,  defnee  his  labour'd  play: 

Yet  still  he's  resolute,  for  what  is  writ 
Of  Nicer  Valour,  nnd  assumes  the  wit; 

But  for  the  love-scenes,  which  he  ever  meant 
Cupid  in’s  petticoat  should  represent, 


Hell  stand  no  shock  of  censure.  The  play’s 
good”, 

lie  says  he  knows  it  (if  well  understood): 
But  we  (blind  god)  beg,  if  thou  art  divine, 
Thou'lt  shoot  thy  arrows  round ; this  play 
was  tliine. 


51  The  play’s  good.]  In  many  respects  the  play’s  good,  and  written  in  the  true  spirit  of  our 
authors ; much  true  poetry,  original  fancy,  uncommon  pleasantry,  and  every  tiring — but  con- 
gisteiicy,  and  nature. 
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HONEST  MAN’S  FORTUNE. 

A TRAGI-COMEDY. 


^Gardiner,  in  his  Commendatory  Verses,  ascribes  this  Play  to  Fletcher  alone.  It  was  firs! 
printed  in  the  folio  of  16-17.  No  alteration  hath  ever  been  made  of  it;  uor  hath  it  been 
acted,  as  we  believe,  within  the  memory  of  any  person  now  living. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Men. 

Pure  of  Orleans,  a spleenful  detracting 
Lord. 

Earl  of  Amiens,  Brot  herein- luw  to  Orleans , 
a noble  accomplish'd  Gentleman , Servant 
to  Jjimira. 

Montague,  the  Honest  Man. 

Longueville,  ) two  faithful  followers  of 

X)  u bo  is,  S Montague . 

Veramour*,  the  loving  and  loyal  Page  of 
Montague. 

Laverdine,  a knavish  Courtier. 


La-Poop,  a cowardly  Sea-Captain. 

M alicorn,  a sharking  Citizen . 

Two  Lawyers. 

Two  Creditors. 

Officers. 

Servants. 

Women. 

Duciiess  of  Orleans,  a virtuous  T/idy , and 
chaste  (but  suspected)  Wife  to  the  Duke. 
La mira,  a modest  Virgin , rich  and  noble. 
Charlotte,  Lamira's  Woman. 


SCENE,  France. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Orleans  and  Amiens , at  several  doors. 
Ami.  *VTORROW,  uiy  lord  of  Orleans! 

■I'*-  Orl.  You  salute  me  like  a stranger1; 
Brother  Orleans  were,  to  me,  a title  more 
Belonging  whom  you  call  the  husband  of 
Your  sister. 


Ami.  Would  the  circumstances  of 
Your  brotherhood  had  never  offer’d  cause 
To  make  our  conversation  less  familiar! 

I meet  you  like  a hindrance  in  your  way  l 
Your  great  law-suit  is  now  upon  the  tongue, 
And  ready  for  a judgment. 

Orl.  Came  you  from 
The  hall  now  l 


* Voramer .]  So  this  name  has  been  generally  wrote  in  all  the  editions,  only  in  one  scene 
it  is  spelt  Veramor,  and  in  another  Veramour;  the  one  being  a Latin,  the  other  a French 
compound- word  signifying  true  love.  One  of  these  therefore  was  undoubtedly  the  true 
name,  which  so  well  expresses  the  character.  I have  preferred  the  former.  Seward. 

Being  a French  story,  the  latter  seems  to  be  preferable. 

* You  salute  me  like  a stranger .]  This  scene  was  most  part  printed  as  prose,  and  where 

the  lines  were  ranged  like  verse  every  one  of  them  was  wrong,  so  that  the  whole  is  now 
ranged  anew.  Seward . 

Mr.  Seward's  arrangements  only  extend  to  the  entrance  of  Montague , §c. 

Ami. 
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Ami.  Without  stay.  The  court  is  full ; 
And  such  a press  of  people  does  attend 
The  issue,  as  if  some  great  man  were  brought 
To  his  arraignment. 

Orl.  Every  mother's  son 
Of  all  that  multitude  of  hearers,  yrent 
To  bt*  a witness  of  the  misery 
Your  sister's  fortunes  must  have  come  to,  if 
My  adversary,  who  did  love  her  first, 

Had  been  her  husband. 

Ami.  The  success  may  draw 
A testimony  from  the  u,  to  confirm 
The  same  opinion;  but  they  went  prepar’d 
With  no  such  hope  or  purpose. 

Orl.  And  did  you 

Entreat  the  number  of  them  that  are  come, 

4 With  no  such  hope  or  purpose?* 

Ami.  Tush!  your  own 
Experience  of  iny  heart  can  answer  you. 

Orl.  This  doubtful  males  me  clearly  un- 
Your  disposition.  [derstand 

Ami.  If  your  cause  be  just, 

I wish  you  a conclusion  like  your  cause. 

Orl.  I can  have3  any  common  charity 
To  such  a prayer:  from  a friend  I would 
Expect  a love  to  prosper  in,  without 
Exceptions;  such  a love  as  might  make  all 
My  undertakings  thankful  to’t:  precisely  just 
Is  seldom  faithful  in  our  wishes  to 
Another  man’s  desires.  Farewell!  [£rif. 

Enter  Montague,  Dubois , Longueville , and 
Vcr amour. 

Dubois.  Here  comes  your  adversary’s 
brother-in-law. 

Long.  Tl»e  lord  of  Amiens. 

Dubois.  From  the  ball,  I think  ? 

Ami.  I did  so.  Save  your  lordship! 

Mont.  That’s  a wish, 

My  lord,  as  courteous  to  my  present  state, 
As  ever  honest  mind  w as  thankful  for ; 

For  now  my  safety  must  expose  itself 
To  question  : yet  to  look  for  any  free 
Or  hearty  salutation,  sir,  from  you, 

Would  be  unreasonable  in  me. 

Ami.  Why? 

Mont.  Your  sister  is  my  adversary’s  wife; 
That  nearness  needs  must  consequently  draw 
YoHr  inclination  to  him. 

Jmi.  I will  grant 

Him  all  the  nearness  his  alliance  claims; 
And  yet  be  nothing  less  impartial, 

My  lord  of  Montague. 

Mont.  Lord  of  Montague  yet; 

But,  sir,  how  long  the  dignity  or  state 
Belonging  to  it  will  continue,  stands 
Upon  the  dangerous  passage  of  this  hour ; 


[Act  1.  Scene  I. 

Either  for  evermore  to  be  confirm’d, 

Or,  like  the  time  wherein  ’twas  pleaded, 
gone; 

Cone  with  it,  never  to  be  call’d  again ! 

Ami.  Justice  direct  your  process  to  the 
end! 

To  both  your  persons  my  respect  shall  still 
Be  eounl ; but  the  righteous  cause  is  that 
Which  hears  my  wishes  to  the  side  it  holds: 
Where-ever,  may  it  prosper!  [Exit. 

Mont.  Then  my  thanks* 

Are  proper  to  you : if  a man  may  raise 
A confidence  upon  a lawful  ground, 

I have  no  reason  to  be  once  perplex’d 
With  nny  doubtful  motion.  Longueville, 
That  lord  of  Amiens  'rlidwt  observe  hisn  ?)  lias 
A worthy  nature  in  him. 

Ixmg.  Either  *tis 
His  nattir-.*,  or  his  cunning. 

Mont.  That’s  the  vizard 
Of  most  men’s  actions,  whose  dissembled  lives 
Do  carry  only  the  similitude 
Of  goodness  on  ’em;  hut  for  him, 

Honest  behaviour  makes  a true  report 
Wlmt  disposition  does  inhabit  him. 

Essential  virtue. 

Jjong.  Then  *tis  pity  that 
Injurious  Orlcuns  is  his  brother, 

Dubois.  He’s  but  his  brother-in-law. 

Ijonfi.  Law  ? that's  as  bad.  [wish 

Dubois.  IIow  is  your  law  as  bad  ? I rather 
Tim  hangman  thv  executor,  than  that 
Equivocation  should  be  ominous. 

Enter  Two  Ltizryers , and  Two  Creditors. 
Long.  Some  of  your  lawyers! 

1 Lem.  Wlmt  is  ominous? 

2 Law.  Let  no  distrust  trouble  your  lord- 

ship’s  thought ! [land 

1 Law.  The  evidences  of  your  question’d 
Ha’ not  so  much  as  any  literal 
Advantage  in  ’em  to  be  made  against 
Your  title. 

2 Jaw.  And  your  counsel  understands 
The  business  fully. 

1 Law.  They  are  industrious,  just — 

2 Jaw.  And  very  confident. 

1 Law.  Your  state  endures 
A voluntary  trial ; like  a man 
Whose  honours  arc  maliciously  accus’d. 

2 Jaw.  The  accusation  serves  to  clear  hit 
cause — 

1 Jaw.  And  to  approve  his  truth  more. 

2 Law.  So  shall  all 

Your  adversary’s  pleadings  strengthen  your 
Possession. 

1 Law.  And  be  set  upon  record, 


i I can  have,  frc.]  This  speech  is  obscure,  and  has  been  still  further  obscured  by  the  bad 
pointing.  The  sense  is  this:  Amiens  having  wished  Orleans  success  if  his  cause  be  just, 
Orleans  replies,  1 that  such  a wish  might  proceed  from  any  common  acquaintance,  hut  a 

* friend  would  wish  a friend  success  in  all  his  undertakings;  for  he,  who  confines  his  good 

* wishes  to  precise  justice,  is  seldom  sincere  in  them.’ 

♦ Then  my  thanks , 4r]  This  is  silso  rather  obscure,  but  signifies,  4 If  you  wish  well  to  tb4 

* just  cause,  you  deserve  my  thanks,  for  mine  is  the  rightful  side.’ 

To 
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To  witness  the  hereditary  right 
Of  you  and  yours. 

2 Law.  Courage  ! you  have  the  law. 

Long.  And  you,  the  profits. 

Mont.  If  discouragement 
Could  work  upon  me,  your  assurances 
Would  put  me  strongly  into  heart  again: 

But  L was  never  fearful;  and  let  fate 
Deceive  my  expectation,  yet  I am 
Prepar'd  against  dejection  ! 

1 CreJ.  So  are  we.  [hope 

2 Crcd.  We  have  receiv’d  a comfortable 
That  all  will  speed  well. 

Jjong.  What  is  he,  Dubois? 

Dubois.  A creditor. 

Long.  I thought  so;  for  he  speaks 
As  if  he  w ere  a partner  in  his  state. 

Mont.  Sir,  I am  largely  indebted  to  your 
loves — 

Long.  More  to  their  purses. 

Mont.  Which  you  shall  not  Jose. 

1 Crcd.  Your  lordship — 

Dubois.  That’s  another  Creditor. 

1 Crcd.  Has  interest  in  me. 

Lung.  You  have  more  of  him. 

1 Crcd.  And  I have  had  so  many  promises 
From  thesve  and  all  your  learned  counsellors, 
How  certainly  your  cause  will  prosper,  that — 
Long.  You  brought  noserjeauts  with  you — 
Dubois.  To  attend 
His  ill  success  ? 

Mont.  Good  sir,  I will  not  be 
Unthankful  either  to  their  industries, 

Or  your  affections. 

1 Law.  All  your  land,  my  lord. 

Is  at  the  bar  now ; give  me  but  ten  crowns, 
I'll  save  you  harmless. 

Long.  'Take  him  at  his  word ! 

If  he  does  lose,  you’re  sav’d  by  miracle: 

For  I ne'er  knew  a lawyer  yet  undone. 

1 Lou.  Then  now  you  shall,  sir,  if  this 
prospers  not.  [voice 

J*ong.  Sir,  I beseech  you  do  not  force  your 
To  such  a loudness,  but  be  thrifty  now  ! 
Preserve  it  till  you  come  to  plead  at  bar; 

It  will  be  much  more  profitable  in 
The  satisfaction,  than  the  promise. 

1 Law.  Is 

Not  this  a satisfaction  to  engage 
Myself  for  this  assurance,  if  lie — 

ALmt.  No,  sir;  my  ruin  never  shall  import 
Another’s  loss,  if  not  by  accident. 

And  that  my  purpose  is  not  guilty  of: 

You  are  engag'd  in  nothing  but  your  care. 

[Jixeunl  Law. 

Attend  the  procurator  to  the  court; 
Observe  how  tilings  incline,  and  bring  me  word! 

lAjng.  I dare  not,  sir;  if  I betaken  there, 
Mine  ears  will  be  in  danger. 

Mont.  Why?  hast  liioti 
Committed  something  that  deserves  thine 
ears?  [will  be 

Long.  N o,  but  T fear  the  noise ! my  bearing 
Perish’d  by  tlf  noise ; it  is  as  good  to  want 
A member,  as  to  lose  the  use— 


Mont.  The  ornament  is  excepted. 

Long.  Well,  my  lord. 

I’ll  put  ’em  to  the  hazard.  [Exit. 

1 Crcd.  Your  desires 
Be  prosperous  to  you  ! 

2 Crcd.  Our  best  prayers  wait 

Upou  your  fortune.  [Exeunt  Creditors 
Dubois.  For  yourselves,  not  him. 

Mont.  Thou  canst  not  blame  ’em ; I arn  in 
their  debts.  [whereof 

Ver.  But  had  your  large  expence  (a  part 
You  owe  ’em)  for  unprofitable  silks 
And  laces,  been  bestow’d  among  the  poor, 
That  would  have  pray'd  the  right  way,  for  you. 
Not  upon  you — 

Mont.  For  unprofitable  silks 
And  laces?  Now,  believe  me,  honest  boy, 

Th’ hast  hit  upon  a reprehension  that 
Bidongs  uuto  me. 

Ver.  By  iny  soul,  my  lord, 

1 had  not  so  unmannerly  a thought, 

To  reprehend  you ! 

Mont.  Why,  I love  thee  for’t ; [words: 
Mine  own  acknowledgment  confirms  thy 
For  once,  I do  remember,  coming  from 
The  mercer’s,  where  my  purse  haJ spent  itself 
On  those  unprofitable  toys  thou  speak’st  ot^ 

A man  half  naked  with  his  poverty 
Did  meet  me,  and  requested  my  relief: 

I wanted  whence  to  give  it ; yet  his  eyea 
Spoke  for  him  ; those  I could  have  satisfied 
With  some  unfruitful  sorrow  (if  my  tears 
Would  not  have  added  rather  to  his  grief, 
Than  eas’d  it),  but  the  true  compassion  that 
I should  have  given  I had  not:  this  began 
To  make  me  think  how  many  suclunen’s  wants 
The  vaiu  superfluous  cost  i wore  upon 
My  outside  would  have  cloath’d, and  left  my- 
self 4 

A habit  as  becoming.  To  encrease 
This  new  consideration,  there  came  one 
Clad  in  a garment  plain  and  thrifty,  yet 
As  decent  as  these  fair  dear  follies,  made 
As  if  it  were  of  purpose  to  rjespise 
The  vanity  of  show  ; his  purse  Imd  still 
The  power  to  do  a charitable  deed. 

And  did  it. 

Dubois.  Yet  your  inclination,  sir, 

Deserv’d  no  less  to  be  commended  than 
His  action. 

Mont.  Prithee,  do  not  flatter  me ! 

He  that  intends  well,  yet  deprives  himself 
Of  means  to  put  his  good  thoughts  into  deed, 
Deceives  hi»  purpose  of  the  due  reward 
That  goodness  merits.  Oh,  antiquity, 

Thy  yreat  examples  of  nobility 
Are  out  of  imitation  ; or  at  least 
So  lamely  follow’d,  that  thou  art  as  much 
Before  this  age  in  virtue,  as  in  time  ! 

Dubois.  Sir,  it  must  needs  be  lamely  foie 

low’d,  when 

The  ehiefest  men  who  love  to  follow  it 
Are  for  the  most  part  cripples. 

Mont.  Who  are  they? 

, Dubois.  Soldiers,  my  lord,  soldiers. 

Mon1t 
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Mont.  Tis  true,  Dubois : 

But  if  the  law  disables  me  no  more 
For  noble  actious  than  good  purposes, 

I’ll  practise  how  to  exercise  the  worth 
Commended  to  us  by  our  ancestors: 

The  poor  neglected  soldier  shall  command 
Me  from  a lady’s  courtship,  and  the  form 
I’ll  study  slutll  no  more  he  taught  me  by 
The  tailor,  hut  the  scholar;  that  expence 
Which  hitherto  has  been  to  entertain 
Th’  intemperate  pride  and  pleasure  of  the 
taste, 

Shall  611  my  table  more  to  satisfy, 

And  less  to  surfeit.  What  an  honest  work 
It  would  be,  when  we  6nd  a virgin  in 
Her  poverty  and  youth  inclining  to  [and 
Be  tempted,  to  employ  as  much  persuasion 
As  much  expcnce  to  keep  her  upright,  as 
Men  use  to  do  upon  her  failing! 

Dubois.  Tis  charity 

That  many  maids  will  be  unthankful  for; 
And  some  will  rather  take  it  for  a wrong. 

To  buy  ’em  out  of  their  inheritance, 

The  tiling  that  they  were  born  to. 

Enter  Longueville. 

Mont . Longueville, 

Thou  bring’st  a chcarful  promise  in  thy  face; 
There  stauds  no  pale  report  upon  thy  check, 
To  give  me  fear  or  knowledge  of  my  loss; 

Tis  red  and  lively.  How  proceeds  my  suit? 

Long.  Tliat’s,  with  leave,  sir, 

A labour,  that  to  those  of  Hercules 
May  add  another ; or,  at  least,  be  call’d 
An  imitation  of  his  burning  shirt : 

For  ’twas  a pain  of  that  unmerciful 
Perplexity,  to  shoulder  thro’  the  throng 
Of  people  that  attended  your  success. 

My  sweaty  linen  fixM  upon  my  skin, 

Still  as  they  pull'd  me  took  that  with  it;  ’twas 
A fear  I should  have  left  my  flesh  among  ’em: 
Yet  1 was  patient,  for  methought,  the  toil 
Might  be  an  emblem  of  the  difficult 
And  weary  passage  to  get  out  of  law. 

And  to  make  up  the  dear  similitude. 

When  I was  forth  seeking  iny  lmndkerchief 
To  wipe  my  sweat  olf,  I did  find  a cause 
To  make  me  sweat  more;  for  my  purse  was 
Among  their  fingers.  [lost 

Dubois.  There  ’twas  rather  found. 

Long.  By  them. 

Dubois.  I mean  so. 

Mont.  Well,  I will  restore 
Thy  damage  to  thee.  How  proceeds  my  suit? 

Long . Like  one  at  broker’s;  1 think,  for- 
Your  promising  counsel  at  the  first  [feited. 
Put  strongly  forward  with  u labour’d  speed, 
And  such  a violence  of  pleading,  that 
His  fee  in  sugar-candy  scarce  will  make 
His  throat  a satisfaction  lbr  the  hurt 
He  did  it;  and  lie  carried  the  whole  cause 
Before  him,  with  so  clear  a pallage,  that , 
The  people  in  the  favour  of  your  side  [Lira 
Cried  Montague,  Montague  ? in  the  spite  of 
That  cried  out  silence , and  begau  to  laugh 


[Act  1 . Scene  1, 

Your  adversary’s  advocate  to  scorn; 

Who,  like  a cunning  footman,  set  me  forth 
With  such  a temperate  easy  kind  of  course, 

To  put  him  into  exercise  of  strength, 

And  follow'd  his  advantages  so  close, 

Thai  when  your  hot-uioutb’d  pleader  thought 
If  had  won, 

Before  he  reach’d  it  he  was  oat  of  breath, 

And  then  the  other  stript  him. 

Mont.  So,  all’s  lost  ? 

Long.  But  how  I know  not ; for,  methought, 

I stood 

Contounded  with  the  clamour  of  the  court, 
Like  one  embark’d  upon  a storm  at  sea. 
Where  the  tempestuous  noise  of  thunder, 
mix’d 

With  roaring  of  the  billows,  and  the  thick 
Imperfect  language  of  the  seamen,  takes 
His  understanding  and  his  safety  both 
Together  from  him. 

Mont.  Thou  dost  bring  rll  uews ! 

Long.  Of  what  I was  uuwilling  to  lwve 
The  first  reporter.  [been 

Mont.  Didst  observe  no  more? 

Long.  At  least  no  better. 

Mont.  Then  thou’rt  not  inform’d 
So  well  as  I am : I can  tell  thee  that 
Will  please  thee;  for  when  all  else  left  ray 
My  very  adversaries  took  my  part,  [cause. 
Long.  Whosoever  told  you  that. 

Abus’d  you. 

Mont.  Credit  me,  lie  took  ray  part 
When  all  forsook  me. 

Long.  Took  it  from  you  ? 

Mont.  Yes: 

I mean  so : and  I think  he  had  just  cause 
To  take  it,  when  the  verdict  gave  it  him. 
Dubois.  His  spirit  woald  ha’  sunk  him, era 
he  could 

Have  carried  an  ill  fortune  of  this  weight 
8o  lightly. 

Mont.  Nothing  is  a misery. 

Unless  oar  weakness  apprehend  it  so; 

We  cannot  be  more  fuithful  to  ourselves 
In  any  thing  that’s  manlv,  than  to  make 
111  fortune  as  contemptible  to  us 
As  it  makes  us  to  others. 

Enter  Lazcyerg. 

Long.  Here  come  they, 

Whose  very  countenances  will  tell  you  bow 
Contemptible  it  is  to  others. 

Mont.  Sir!  [him, 

Long.  The  Sir  of  knighthood  may  be  given 
Ere  they  hear  you  now. 

Mont.  Good  sir,  but  a word ! [any  mau 
Dubois.  How  soon  the  loss  of  wealth  makes 
Grow  out  of  knowledge! 

fang.  Let  me  sec : I prav,  sir, 

Never  stood  you  upon  the  pillory  ? 

1 Law.  The  pillory? 

Long.  Oh,  now  I know  you  did  not; 
You’ve  cars,  I thought  ye  iiad  lost  ’em  : pray 
observe;  [eyes! 

Here’s  one  that  once  was  gracious  in  your 

1 Lav* 
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Act  1.  Scene  I.] 

1 Law.  Oh,  oli ! my  lord5 ! — I have  an  eye 
upon  him. 

lxmg.  Rut  ha’ you  ne’er  a counsel  to  redeem 
IIis  land  yet  from  the  judgment  ? 

2 Ijitc.  None  but  this; 

A writ  of  error  to  remove  the  cause. 

] mg.  No  more  of  error!  we  have  been  in 
Too  much  already.  [that 

2 Law.  If  you  will  revere6 
The  judgment,  you  must  trust  to  that  delay — 
Long.  Delay  ? indeed,  he’s  like  to  trust  to 
With  you  has  any  dealing.  [that, 

2 Law.  Ere  the  law 

Proceeds  to  an  habere  facias  possessionem. 
Mont.  Tliat  is  a language,  sir,  I under- 
stand  not. 

Long.  Thou  art  a very  strange  unthankful 
fellow, 

To  have  taken  fees  of  such  a liberal  measure, 
And  then  to  give  a man  hard  words  for’s 
money ! 

1 Law.  If  men  will  hazard  their  salvations, 
What  should  1 say?  I’ve  ocher  business! 
Moat.  You  are  i’th’ right;  that’s  it  you 
should  say,  now 
Prosperity  has  left  me. 

Enter  Tao  Creditors. 

1 Cred.  Have  an  eye  upon  him ! if 
We  lose  turn  now,  he’s  gone  for  ever:  stay, 
And  dog  him!  I’ll  go  fetch  the  orticers. 

Long.  Dog  him,  you  blood-hound  ? by  this 
point,  thou  shalt 

More  safely  dog  sin  angry  lion,  than 
Attempt  him. 

Mont.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Long.  Do  but  stir 

To  fetch  a serjeant,  and,  besides  your  loss 
Of  labour,  I will  have  you  beaten  till 
Those  casements  in  your  faces  he  false  lights! 
Dubois.  Falser  than  those  you  sell  by ! 
Mont.  Who  gave  you 
Commission  to  abuse  my  friends  thus? 

D>ng.  Sir, 

Are  those  your  friends  that  would  betray  you? 
Mont.  'Tis 

To  save  themselves,  rather  than  betray  me. 

1 Cred.  Your  lordship  makes  a just  con- 
struction of  it. 

2 Cred.  All  our  defire  is  but  to  get  our  own. 
Long.  Your  wives'  desires  and  yours  do 
diner  then. 
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Mont.  So  far  ns  my  ability  will  go, 

You  shall  have  satisfaction.  Longueville! 

J ong.  And  leave  yourself  neglected  ? Every 
man  [honest. 

Is  first  a debtor  to  his  own  demands,  being 
Mont.  As  I take  it,  sir, 

I did  not  entertain  you  for  my  counsellor. 
Long.  Counsel’s  the  office  of  a servant, 
when 

The  master  falls  upon  a danger,  as 
Defence  is  : never  threaten  with  your  eyes! 
They  are  no  cockatrices.  Do  you  hear? 
'Ialk  with  the  girdlcr,  or  the  mil  loner; 

He  can  inform  you  of  a kind  of  men 
That  first  undid  the  profit  of  those  trades. 

By  bringing  up  the  form  of  carrying 
Their  inorglays7  in  their  bands  ; with  soma 
of  those 

A man  may  make  himself  a privilege 
To  ask  a question  at  the  prison-gates, 
Without  your  good  permission. 

2 Cred.  By  your  leave!  [the  time 

Mont.  Slay,  sir!  what  one  example,  since 
That  first  you  put  your  hat  off  to  ine,  have 
Y'ou  noted  in  me,  to  encourage  you 
To  this  presumption  ? By  the  justice  now 
Of  thine  own  rule,  I should  begin  with  thee; 
I should  turn  thee  away  ungratified 
For  ail  thy  former  kindnesses,  forget 
Thou  ever  didst  me  any  sendee. — ’Tis  not 
fear 

Of  being  arrested,  makes  me  thus  incline 
To  satisfy  you  ; for  you  see  by  him, 

I lost  not  all  defences  with  my  stale : 

The  curses  of  a man,  to  whom  I am 
Beholding,  terrify  me  more  than  all 
The  violence  he  can  pursue  me  with. — 
Dubois,  I did  prepare  me  for  the  worst; 
These  two  small  cabinets  do  comprehend 
The  sum  of  all  the  wealth  that  it  hath  pleas’d 
Adversity  to  leave  me ; one  as  rich 
As  th’ other,  both  in  jewels:  take  thou  this, 
And  as  the  order  put  within  it  shall 
Direct  thee,  distribute  it  half  between 
Those  creditors,  and  th’ other  half  among 
My  sen  ants; — for,  sir,  they're  my  creditors 
As  well  as  you  are;  they  have  trusted  ine 
With  their  advancement.  If  the  value  fail 
To  please  you  all,  my  first  encrease  of  means 
Shall  offer  you  a fuller  payment.  Be  content 
To  leave  me  something : and  imagine  that 
Yc  put  a new  beginner  into  credit. 


s Oh,  my  lord,  have  an  eye  upon  Aha.]  What  can  this  mean?  was  the  Lawyer  advising 
Montague  to  have  an  eye  upon  his  servant  Lon guevitte?  It  seems  an  omission,  for  two 
syllables  are  wanting  to  the  verse ; and  the  oh  being  repeated,  which  will  well  suit  the  solemn 
contempt  of  the  Lawyer's  countenance  giving  one,  the  other  is  absolutely  required  by  the 
sense.  I read  therefore 

Oh,  oh!  iny  lord — I have  an  eye  upon  him.  Seward. 

Perhaps  this  is  spoken  to  some  of  the  Lawyers  followers : the  same  words  are  repeated  by 
a Creditor  in  the  next  page. 

6 If  you  will  reverse.  J Seward  reads,  reserve.  v 

7 M or g l ays.]  Morglay  was  the  sword  of  Bevis  of  Southampton ; and  from  thence  a sword, 
in  antient  writers,  is  frequently  called  by  that  name.  See  Every  Mao  in  his  Humour,  act  iii. 
scene  1 . R. 

VOL.  XXL  3 2 Cred. 
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[Act  1.  Scene  1* 


Creti.  So  prosper  our  own  blessings,  as  we 
You  to  vour  merit!  [wish 

Mont.  Are  vour  silences 
Of  discontent  * or  of  sorrow? 

Dubois.  Sir, 

We  would  not  leave  you. 

Long.  Do  but  suffer  us 
To  follow  you,  and  what  our  present  means 
Or  industries  hereafter  can  provide. 

Shall  serve  you. 

Mont.  Oh,  desire  me  not  to  live 
To  such  a baseness,  ns  to  be  maintain'd 
By  those  that  serve  me!  Pray  begone;  I will 
Defend  your  honesties  to  any  man, 

That  shall  report  you  have  forsaken  me  : 

I prny,  begone! — Why  dost  thou  weep,  my 
boy  ? [Exiunl  Servants  und  Creditors . 
Because  I do  not  bid  thee  go  too? 
frr.  No; 

1 weep,  my  lord,  because  I would  not  go; 

1 tear  you  will  command  me. 

Mont.  No,  ray  child, 

1 will  not;  tliat  would  discommend  th*  intent 
Of  all  my  other  actions:  thou  art  yet 
Unable  to  advise  thyself  a course, 

Should  I put  thee  to  seek  it ; after  that9, 

I must  excuse,  or  at  the  least  forgive, 

Any  uncharitable  deed  than  can 
Be  done  against  myself. 

Ycr.  Every  day, 

lVly  lord,  I tarry  with  you,  I'll  account 
A day  of  blessing  to  me;  for  I shall 
Have  so  much  less  time  left  me  of  my  life 
When  I am  from  you:  and  if  misery 
He  fa  I you  (which  I hope  so  good  a man 
Was  never  horn  to)  I will  take  my  part, 

And  make  my  willingness  encrease  my 
strength 

To  bear  it.  In  the  winter  I will  spare 
Mine  own  cloaths  from  myself  to  cover  you; 
And  in  the  summer  carty  some  of  yours, 

To  ease  you : i’ll  do  any  thing  1 can ! 

Mont . Why,  thou  art  able  to  make  misery 
A si  min'd  of  hurting,  when  thy  w eakness  can 
Both  bear  it,  and  despise  it.  Come,  my  boy ! 
I will  provide  some  better  way  for  thee 
Than  this  thou  speak'st  of.  Tis  the  com- 
fort, that 

111  fortune  has  undone  me  into  th*  fashion  ; 
l'or  now,  in  this  age,  most  men  do  begin 
To  keep  but  one  boy,  that  kept  many  men. 

^J'ldCUUt. 

Enter  Orleuns , Scrcant9  und  Duchess  fol- 
lotemg. 

Orl.  Where  is  slie  ? call  her ! 

Ditch.  I attend  you,  sir. 

Orl.  Your  fricncf,  sweet  mndam — 

Duch.  What  friend,  good  my  lord? 

Orl.  Your  Montague,  madam,  he  will 
shortly  want 


Those  courtly  graces  tliat  you  love  him  for: 
The  means  wherewith  he  purchas’d  tins,  and 
this, 

And  all  his  own  provisions,  to  the  least 
Proportion  of  his  feeding,  or  his  cloaths, 
Carne  out  of  that  inheritance  of  land 
Which  he  unjustly  liv’d  on;  but  the  law 
Has  given  me  right  in't,  and  possession : now 
Thou  shall  perceive  his  bravery  vanish,  as 
This  jew  el  does  from  thee  now,  and  these  pearls 
To  him  that  owes  'em. 

Duch.  You’re  the  owner,  sir, 

Of  every  thing  that  does  belong  to  me. 

Or/.  No,  not  of  him,  sweet  lady. 

Duch.  Oh,  good  Heaven ! [and  be 

Orl.  Hut  in  a while  your  mind  will  change, 
As  ready  to  disclaim  him,  when  his  wants 
And  miseries  have  perish'd  Ins  good  face, 
And  taken  off  the  sweetness  that  has  made 
Him  pleasing  in  n woman's  understanding. 
Duch.  Oil,  Hcav'n,  how  gracious  had 
creation  been 

To  w omen,  w ho  are  horn  w ithout  defence, 

If  to  our  hearts  there  had  been  doors,  tbro' 
which 

Our  husbands  might  have  look'd  iuto  our 
thoughts, 

And  made  themselves  undoubtful! 

Orl.  Made  'em  mnd  ! 

Duch.  With  honest  women? 

Orl.  Thou  dost  still  pretend 
A title  to  that  virtue:  prithee  let 
Thy  honesty  speak  freely  to  me  now ! 

Thou  know- st  tliat  Montague,  of  whose  land 
I am  the  master,  did  affect  thee  first. 

And  should  have  had  thee,  if  the  strength  of 
friends 

Had  not  prevail’d  above  thine  own  consent: 
I have  undone  him ! tell  me,  how  thou  dost 
Consider  his  ill  fortune  and  my  good  ? 

Duch.  I’ll  tell  you  justly : his  undoing  is 
An  argument  for  pity  and  for  tears, 

In  all  their  dispositions  that  have  known 
The  honour  and  the  goodness  of  his  life; 
Yet  that  addition  of  prosperity 
Which  you  have  got  by't,  no  indifferent  man 
Will  malice  or  repine  at,  if  the  law 
Be  not  abus’d  in’t.  Howsoever,  since 
You  have  the  upper  fortune  of  him,  'twill 
Be  some  dishonour  to  you  to  bear  yourself 
With  any  pride  or  glory  over  him. 

Orl.  Tins  may  be  truly  spoken ; but  in  thee 
It  is  not  honest. 

Duch.  Yes;  so  honest,  that 
I care  not  if  the  chaste  Penelope 
Were  now  alive  to  hear  me. 

Enter  Amiens. 

Orl.  Who  comes  there? 

Duch.  My  brother. 

Ami.  Save  you ! 


% O/'discontcntJ  Perhaps  the  original  was,  discontentMEVT. 


After  that.]  This  expression  is  rather  obscure ; but  signifies,  * Should  I dismiss  yon, 
4 after  that  cruelty,  I should  have  no  right  to  complain  of  any  injury  done  to  myself.’ 

Orl 
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Orl.  Now,  sir!  you  have  heard 
Of  prosperous  Montague? 

Ami.  No,  sir;  I have  heard 
Of  Montague,  but  of  your  prosperity. 

Orl.  Is  he  distracted  ? 

Ami.  He  does  bear  his  loss 
With  such  a noble  strength  of  patience,  that 
Had  Fortune  eyes  to  see  him,  she  would 
weep 

For  having  hurt  him,  and,  pretending  that 
She  did  it  but  for  trial  of  his  worth, 
Hereafter  ever  love  him. 

Orl.  I perceive 

You  love  him  ; and,  because  I must  confess 
He  does  deserve  that,  (tho*,  for  some  respects, 
I have  not  given  him  that  acknowledgment) 
Yet  in  mine  honour  I did  still  conclude 
To  use  him  nobly. 

Ami.  Sir,  that  will  become 
Your  reputation,  and  make  me  grow  proud 
Of  your  alliance. 

Orl.  I did  reserve 

The  doiner  of  this  friendship  ’till  I had 
His  fortunes  at  my  merry,  that  the  world 
May  tell  him  *tis  a willing  courtesy. 

Duch.  This  change  will  make  me  happy ! 
Orl.  ’Tis  a change  ; 

Thou  shalt  behold  it : then  observe  me ! When 
That  Montague  had  possession  of  my  land, 

I was  his  rival,  and  at  last  obtain’d 
This  lady,  who,  by  promise  of  her  own 
Affection  to  him,  should  have  been  his  wife: 
I had  her,  and  with-held  her  like  a pawn, 
Till  now  my  land  is  render’d  to  me  again  ; 
And  since  it  is  so,  you  shall  see  I have 
The  conscience  not  to  keep  her:  give  him 
her!  [Druses. 

For,  by  the  faithful  temper  of  my  sword, 

She  shall  not  tarry  with  me. 

Ami.  Give  me  way! — [Draws. 

Thou  most  unworthy  roan! — God! — Give 
me  way '°! 

Or,  by  the  wrong  he  does  the  innocent, 

I’ll  end  thy  misery  and  his  wickedness 
Together! 

Duch.  Stay,  and  let  me  justify 


My  husband  in  that!  I have  wrong’d  his 
bed 11 — [ Exit  Amiens . 

Never — all  shames  that  can  afflict  me,  fall 
Upon  me,  if  I ever  wrong’d  you! 

Orl.  Didst 
Thou  not  confess  it? 

^ Duch.  Twas  to  save  your  blood  [edge. 
From  shedding:  that  has  turn’d  my  brother’s 
lie  that  beholds  our  thoughts  as  plainly  as 
Our  faces,  knows  it,  I did  never  hurt 
My  honesty,  but  by  accusing  it. 

Orl.  VV omen's  consents  are  sooner  credited 
Than  their  denials ; and  I’ll  never  trust 
Her  body,  that  prefers  any  defence 
Before  the  safety  of  her  honour. — Here! 

Enter  Servant. 

Shew  forth  that  stranger. — Give  me  not  a 
word! 

Thou  seest  a danger  ready  to  be  tempted. 
Duch.  Cast  that  upon  me,  rather  than  my 
shame; 

And,  as  I am  now  dying,  I will  vow 
That  I am  honest! 

Orl.  Fut  her  out  of  doors ! 

But  that  I fear  my  land  may  go  again 
To  Montague,  I would  kill  thee ! I urn  loth 
To  make  a beggar  of  him  that  way11;  or 
else — 

Go!  now  you  have  the  liberty  of  flesh; 

And  you  may  put  it  to  a double  use, 

One  for  your  pleasure,  tli*  other  to  maintain 
Your  well-beloved ; he  will  want : 

[Erif  Duch. 

In  such  a charitable  exercise 

The  virtue  will  excuse  you  for  the  vice. 

[ Exit. 

Enter  Amiens  drawn , Montague  and  Vera - 
mour  meeting. 

Mont.  What  means  your  lordship  ? 

Vcr.  For  the  love  of  Heav’n — 

Ami.  Thou  hast  advantage  of  me;  cast  away 
This  buckler ! 


Mont.  So  he  is,  sir13,  for  he  lives 
With  one  that  is  undone.— Avoid  us,  boy! 

Ver. 

10  Thou  most  unworthy  man — give  me  tray.]  So  former  editions. 

11  1 have  wrong’d  his  bed. 

[Exeunt  Amiens  and  Orleans# 

Enter  Orleans  in  ama2ement,  the  servants  following  him. 

Never — all  shames , 4'C*]  These  stage-directions  are  not  only  wrong,  but  ridiculous. 
Wc  believe  that  Amiens  departs,  shocked  at  the  self-accusation  of  the  Duchess , and  that 
Orleans , with  his  drawn  sword,  prepares  to  kill  her,  which  occasions  her  immediate  re- 
carnation.  What  he  says  afterwards  stronglv  tends  to  confirm  this  interpretation : 

Thou  seest  a danger  ready  to  be  tempted. 

Her  answer  conveys  the  same  idea; 

Cast  that,  &c. 

To  make  a beggar  of  him  that  way;]  i.  e.  By  forfeiting  my  life  and  estate  to  the  king 
Montague  an  opportunity  of  begging  it  from  him.  It  this  is  not  the  poet’s  meaning  it 
*k  to  me.  Seward.  bi 

It  seems  to  be  ironical. 

13  This  buckler. 

Mont.  So  he  is,  nr.]  At  first  sight,  we  imagined  that  some  words  relative  to  Veramour 
were  wanting  after  the  word  buckler:  but,  on  further  consideration  of  Montague’ s reply* 

3 Z 2 1 


gave 
is  dark  to  me. 
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Ver.  HI  first  avoid  my  safety: 

Your  rapier  shall  be  button'd 14  with  uiy  head, 
Before  it  touch  my  master. 

Ami.  Montague! 

Mont.  Sir? 

Ami.  You  know  my  sister — 

Mont.  Yes,  sir. 

Ami.  For  a « hore.  [dare 

Mont.  You  lie ! and  shall  lie  lower  if  you 
Abuse  her  honour.  % 

Enter  Duchess. 

Duch.  I am  honest. 

Ami.  Honest? 

Duch.  Upon  my  faith,  I am. 

Ami.  What  did  then 
Persuade  thee  to  condemn  thyself? 

Duch.  Your  safety. 

Ami.  I luid  rather  be  expos’d 
To  danger,  than  dishonour:  th' hast  betray’d 
The  reputation  of  my  family 
More  basely,  by  the  falseness  of  that  word, 
Than  if  thou  luidst  deliver’d  me  asleep 
Into  the  hand  of  a base  enemy.  Relief 
Will  never  make  thee  sensible  of  thy 
Disgraces:  let  thy  wants  compel  thee  to  it! 
j Duch.  Oh,  I’m  a miserable  woman! 

[Edit  Ami. 

Mont.  Why,  madam  ? 

Arc  you  utterly  without  means  to  relieve  your 
Ditch.  I've  nothing,  sir,  unless  by  changing 
of  [worst 

These  cloaths  fi»r  worse,  and  then  at  last  the 
For  nakedness. 

Mont.  Stand  oft',  boy! — Nakedness 
Would  be  a change  to  please  us,  madam,  to 
Delight  us  both. 

Duch.  What  nakedness,  sir? 

Mont.  W hy,  the  nakedness 
Of  body,  madam  ; we  were  lovers  once. 
Duch.  Never  dishonest  lovers. 

Mont.  Honesty 

Has  no  allowance  now  to  give  ourselves. 
Duch.  Nor  you  allowance  against  honesty. 


Mont.  I’ll  send  roy  boy  hence:  opportunity 
Shall  be  our  servant.  Come,  and  meet  me 
first 

With  kisses  like  a stranger  at  the  door. 

And  then  invite  me  nearer,  to  receive 
A more  familiar  inward  welcome  ; wliere. 
Instead  of  tapers  nmde  of  virgin-wax, 

Th’  encreasing  dames  of  our  desires  shall 
light 

Us  to  a banquet ; and,  before  the  taste 
15e  dull  with  satisfaction,  I’ll  prepare 
A nourishment  compos'd  of  every  tiling 
That  hears  a natural  friendship  to  the  blood, 
And  that  shall  set  another  edge  upon’t; 

Or  else,  between  the  courses  of  the  least 
We'll  dally  out  an  exercise  of  time, 

That  ever  as  one  appetite  expires 
Another  may  succeed  it. 

Duch.  Oh,  my  lord, 

IIow  has  your  nature  lost  her  worthiness? 
When  our  alVcctions  had  their  liberty, 

Our  kisses  met  as  temperately  as 
The  hands  of  sisters  or  of  brothers,  that 
Our  bloods  were  then  as  moving15;  then 
you  were 

So  noble,  t lint  I durst  have  trusted  your 
Embraces  in  an  opportunity 
Silent  enough  to  serve  a ravishcr, 

And  yet  coinc  from  you  undishonour’d:  how 
You  think  me  alter’d,  that  you  promise  your 
Attempt  success,  I know  not ; but  were  aii 
The  sweet  temptations  that  deceive  us  set 
On  this  side, and  on  that  side  all  the  tortures16, 
These  neither  should  persuade  me,  nor  those 
force. 

Mont.  Then  misery  may  waste  your  body. 
Duch.  Yes; 

But  lust  shall  never. 

Mont.  1 have  found  you  still 
As  uucorrupted  as  i left  you  first. 

Continue  so,  and  I will  serve  you  with 
As  much  devotion  as  iny  word,  my  hand, 

Or  purse  can  ^bew  you!  And,  to  justify 
That  promise,  here  is  half  the  wealth  I have ! 


So  he  is,  it  appeared  to  convey  one  of  the  numerous  contemptible  puns  which  disgrace  this 
comedy,  particularly  that  interesting  character,  ami  alluding  to  Ter  amour's  being  the  buckler 
of  a man  that  is  undone , i.  e.  unbuckled.  A few  lines  lower  he  says,  You  lie,  and  shall 
Lit  loner;  and  on  hearing  the  decision  of  the  law-suit,  he  says,  My  adversary  took  my  part; 
meaning  punningly.  My  adversary  took  my  estate  from  me;  with  various  others. 

14  Button'd  A Alluding  to  the  button  on  a foil. 

•5 that 

Our  bloods  were  then  as  moving.]  This  seems  very  dark.  To  fling  light  upon  it,  I be- 
lieve we  should  read  tho'  for  that,  and  interpret,  Tho*  our  bloods  were  then,  from  our  being 
in  youth  and  prosperity,  more  stirring  tiiat)  they  ought  to  be  now.  Seuard. 

The  words  will  scarce  bear  this  construction  of  iSeward ; at  least,  without  changing  at  to 
more:  4 Tho * our  bloods  were  then  more  moving.’  We  think  that  the  old  text  may  signify, 
* That  our  bloods,  like  our  kisses,  were  no  more  moving,  sensual,  or  intemperate,  than  those 
4 of  brothers  and  sisters.' 

16  The  sweet  temptations  that  deceive  us  set 

On  this  side , and  on  that  side  all  the  waiters.]  What  is  waiters  in  contrast  to  tempta- 
tions? it  cannot  mean  merely  servants  to  help  him  to  force  her;  that  is  too  poor  an  ex- 
pression to  be  admitted-  Tis  lqost  probably  corrupt,  tho’  I cannot  find  a word  near  the 

trace  of  the  letters  to  supply  its  place.  Several  words  occur,  as  tortures,  terrors , racks, 

or  all  that  fright  us.  I prefer  the  first.  Seward. 

Take 
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Act  2.  Scene  1.] 

Take  it ! you  owe  me  nothing,  ’till  you  fall 
From  virtue ; which  the  better  to  protect, 

I have  bethought  me  of  a present  means. — 
Give  me  the  letter! — This  commends  my  boy 
Into  the  service  of  a lady,  whose 
Free  goodness  you  have  been  acquainted  with, 
Lamira. 

Duch.  Sir,  I know  her. 

Mont . Then  believe 
Her  entertainment  will  be  noble  to  you. 

My  boy  slrnll  bring  you  thither,  and  relate 


*U 

Your  manner  of  misfortune,  if  your  own 
Report  needs  any  witness:  so,  I kiss 
Your  hand,  good  lady! 

Duch.  Sir,  I know  not  how 
To  promise;  but  I cannot  be  unthankful. 
Mont.  All  that  you  cuu  implore  iu  thank- 
fulness 

Be  yours,  to  make  you  the  more  prosperous ! 
Farewell,  my  boy  ! — I am  not  yet  oppress’d, 
Having  the  pow’r  to  help  one  that's  dis- 
tress’d. [Exeunt, 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Longueville  and  Dubois. 

Long.  WHAT  *>hall  we  do  now  ? swords 
* * are  out  of  use,  # 

And  w ords  are  out  of  credit. 

Dubois.  We  must  serve.  [spend 

Long.  The  means  to  get  a service  will  first 
Our  purses;  and,  except  we  can  allow 
Ourselves  an  entertainment,  service  will 
Neglect  us:  now,  ’tis  grown  into  a doubt 
Whether  the  master  or  the  servant  gives 
The  countenance. 

Dubois.  Then  fall  in  with  mistresses! 
Jjong.  They  keep  more  servants  now, 
indeed,  than  men : 

But  yet  the  age  is  grown  so  populous 
Of  those  attendants,  that  the  women  are 
Grown  full  too. 

Dubois.  What  shall  we  propound  ourselves? 
Long.  I’ll  think  on’t. 

Dubois.  Do.  Old  occupations  have 
Too  many  setters-up  to  prosper ; some 
Uncommon  trade  would  thrive  now. 

Long.  We  w ill  ev’n 

Make  up  some  half  a dozen  proper  men  ; 
And  should  not  we  get  more  than  all 
Your  female  sinners? 

Dubois.  If  the  house  be  seated, 

As  it  should  he,  privately. 

Long.  Ay ; but  that  would  make 
A multitude  of  witches. 

Dubois.  Witches?  how,  prithee? 

Iumg.  Thus ; the  bawds  would  nil 
Turn  witches  to  revenge  themselves  upon  us; 
And  tbc  women  thatcome  to  us, for  disguises 
Must  wear  beards;  and  that  is,  they  say, 

A token  of  a witch. 

Dubois  What  shall  we  then  do? 

Long.  We  must  study  on’t  with  more  con- 
sideration. 

Stay,  Dubois!  are  not  the  lord  of  Orleans 
And  the  lord  of  Amiens  enemies? 

Dubois,  Yes;  what  of  that? 

11  A bullet  f If  you 
My  paunch , 4c*j  : 


Long.  Methinks  the  factions  of  two  such 
great  men 

Should  give  a promise  of  advancement  now, 
To  us  that  want  it. 

j Dubois.  Let  the  plot  be  thine, 

Ami  in  the  enterprizc  I'll  second  thee. 

Long.  I have  it!  We  will  first  set  down 
ourselves 

The  method  of  a quarrel,  and  make  choice 
Of  some  frequented  tavern,  or  such  n place 
Of  common  notice,  to  perform  it  in, 

By  way  of  undertaking,  to  maintain 
The  several  honours  of  those  enemies : 

Thou  for  the  lord  of  Orleans;  I for  Amiens. 
Dubois.  I like  the  project;  and  I think 
’twill  take 

The  better,  since  their  difference  first  did  rise 
From  his  occasion  whom  we  follow’d  once. 

Long.  We  cannot  hope  less,  after  the  re- 
Than  entertainment  or  gratuity:  [jiort, 

Yet  those  are  ends  I do  not  aim  at  most. 
Great  spirits  that  are  needy,  and  will  thrive. 
Must  labour  while  such  troubles  arc  alive. 

[ Exeunt « 

Enter  Luverdine  and  La-Poop. 

La-P.  Slander  is  sharper  than  the  sword ! 
I’ve  fed  these  three  days  upon  leaf-tobacco. 
For  want  of  other  victuals. 

Lav.  You  have  liv’d  [jeeted! 

The  honester,  captain.  But  be  not  so  de- 
But  hold  up  thy  head,  and  meat  will  sooner 
In  thy  mouth.  [full 

La-P.  I care  not  so  much  for  meat, 

So  I had  hut  good  liquor,  for  which  my  guts 
Croak  like  so  many  frogs  for  rain. 

Lar.  It  seems  [tain; 

You  are  troubled  with  the  wind-cholic,  cap- 

Swallow  a bullet ; it  is  present  remedy, 

I will  assure  you. 

La-P . A bullet  ? I’ll  tell  you,  sir*7! 

My  paunch  is  nothing  hut  a pile  of  bullets: 
When  I was  in  any  service,  I stood  between 
My  general  and  the  shot,  like  a mud-wall : 

captain, 
first  folio. 

I am 
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Or  throw  it  in  the  hands  of  pirates.  I have 

yet 

Five  hundred  pounds  left,  and  your  honest 
And  worthy  acquaintance  may  make  me  a 
young  merchant: 

The  one  moiety  of  what  I have  I’d  gladly 
Adventure. 

Mai.  How!  adventure?  you-ehnl  I hazard 
Nothing;  you  shall  only  join  with  me  in  cer- 
tain 

Commodities  that  are  safe  arriv’d  unto 
The  quay:  you  shall  neither  be  in  doubt  of 
danger 

Nor  damage;  but,  so  much  money  disburs’d, 
So  much  receive.  Sir,  I would  have  you  con- 
ceive 

I pursue  it  not  for  any  good  your  money  will 
Do  me,  but  merely  out  of  mine  own  freeuess 
And  courtesy  to  pleasure  you. 

Mont.  1 can 

Believe  no  less;  and  you  express 
A noble  nature,  seeking  to  build  up 
A man  so  ruin’d  as  myself. 

Lav.  Captain,  hereTs  subject 
For  us  to  work  upon,  if  we  have  wit: 

You  hear  that  there  is  money  yet  lctt,and  *tis 
Going  to  he  laid  out  in  rattles,  bells, 
Hobby-horses,  brown  paper,  or  some  sucli- 
like  sale  [purses, 

Commodities;  now  it  would  do  better  in  our 
Upon  our  backs  in  good  gold-lace  and  scarlet; 
And  then  we  might  pursue  our  projects,  and 
Devices  towards  my  lady  Anuabclla.  [our 
Go  to ! there  is  a conceit  newly  landed: 
Hark!  I stand  in  good  reputation  with  him, 
And  therefore  may  the  better  cheat  him: 
captain. 

Take  a few  instructions  from  me. 

Mont.  W hat  money 

I have  Vat  your  disposing ; ami  upon  twelve, 
HI  meet  you  at  the  palace  with  it. 

Mai.  1/11  there 

Expect  you ; and  so  T take  my  leave. 

Lav.  You  apprehend  me?  [£jr<V  Mai. 
La»P.  Why,  d’ye  think  I’m  a ounce? 

Lav.  Not  a dunce,  captain; 

But  you  might  give  me  leave  to  misdoubt  that 
Pregnancy  in  a soldier,  which  is  proper  and 
Hereditary  to  a courtier:  but  prosecute  it; 

I will  both  second  and  give  credit  to  it. — 
Good  monsieur  Montague!  I would  your 
whole 

Revenues  lay  within  the  circuit  of 
Mine  arms,  that  I might  as  easily  bestow, 

Or  restore  it  unto  you  as  my  courtesy  ! 

La-P.  My  zealous  wishes,  sir,  do  accom- 
pany his 

For  your  good  fortunes. 

Lav . Believe  it,  sir,  our 
Affection  towards  you  is  a strong  bond  of 
friendship.  [But,  believe  me, 

Mont.  To  which  I shall  most  willingly  seal. 
Gentlemen,  in  a broken  estate  the  bond 
Of  friendship  oft  is  forfeited ; but  that 
Itis  your  free  and  ingenuous  nature  to  renew  it. 


La v.  Sir,  I will  amply  exteud  myself  to 

your  use. 

And  am  very  zealously  afflicted,  as  not 
One  of  your  least  Incuds,  for  your  crooked 
fate : 

But  let  it  not  seize  you  with  any  dejection; 
You  have,  as  I hear,  a sufficient 
Competency  left,  which,  well  dispos’d, 

May  erect  you  as  high  in  the  world’s 
Account  as  ever. 

Mont.  I can’t  live  to  hope  it, 

Much  less  enjoy  it:  nor  is  it  any  part 
Of  my  endeavour ; my  study  is  to  render 
Ev’ry  man  liis  own,  and  to  contain  myself 
Witfiin  the  limits  of  a gentleman.  . P* 
Zflr.  I have  the  grant  of  an  office  given  me 
Some  noble  favourites  of  mine  in  court; 
There  stands  but  a small  matter  between  me 
And  it:  if  your  ability  be  such 
To  lay  down  the  present  sum,  out  of  the  love 
I bear  you,  before  any  other  man, 

It  shall  be  confirm'd  yoyrs. 

Mont.  I’ve  heard  you  often  speak  of  such 
a thing; 

If’t  he  assur’d  to  you,  I'll  gladly  deal  in  it : 
That  portion  I have  1 would  not  hazard 
Upon  one  course,  for  I see  tlie  most  certain 
Is  uncertain. 

La-P.  Having  money,  sir, 

You  could  not  light  upon  men  that  could  give 
Better  direction.  There’s  at  this  time  a friend 
Of  mine  upon  the  seas  (to  be  plain  with  you, 
He  is  a pirate)  that  hath  wrote  to  me 
To  work  his  freedom;  and  by  this  gentleman’s 
Means,  whose  acquaintance  is  not  small  at 
court,  [there  is 

We  have  the  word  of  a worthy  man  for’t:  only 
Some  money  to  be  suddenly  disburs’d; 

And  if  vour  happiness  be  such  to  make  it  up, 
You  shall  receive  treble  gaiu  by’t, 

And  good  assurance  for  iL 
Mont.  Gentlemen, 

Out  of  the  w eakness  of  my  estate  you  seem 
To  have  some  knowledge  of  my  breast,  that 
would,  * [tunes. 

If  it  were  possible,  advance  my  declin’d  for- 

To  satisfy  all  men  of  whom  I have 
Had  credit;  and  I know  no  way  better 
Than  these  which  you  propose:  I have  some 
money 

Ready  under  mv  command  ; some  part  of  it  is 
Already  promis'd,  but  the  remainder  is 
Yours  to  such  uses  as  are  propounded. 

Lav.  Appoint  some  certain  place  of  meet- 
For  these  affairs  require  expedition.  [tug; 
Mont.  I’ll  make’t  my  present  business. 

At  twelve  I am  [lace. 

To  meet  Mallicorn,  the  merchant,  at  the  pa- 
(You  know  him,  sir)  ubout  some  negociation 
Of  the  same  nature;  there  I will  be  ready 
To  tender  you  that  money,  upon  such 
Conditions  as  we  shall  conclude  of. 

Lav.  The  care 

Of  it  be  yours,  so  much  as  the  affair 
Concerns  you ! 

Mont. 
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Act  2.  Scene  1.] 

Lav.  Troth,  my  lord, 

The  common  mouth  speaks  foul  words. 

Orl.  Of  me, 

For  turning  away  my  wife,  do  they  not? 

Lav.  Faith, 

The  men  do  a little  murmur  at  it,  and  say, 

H is  an  ill  precedent  in  so  great  a man. 
Marry,  the  women,  they  rail  outright. 

Or/.  Out  upon  them,  raiupnliions11  !I  will 
keep 

Myself  safe  enough  out  of  their  fingers. 

But  what  say  my  pretty  jolly  compos'd  gal- 
lants, 

That  ceusure  every  thing  more  desperate 
Than  it  it  dangerous?  what  say  they? 

ImV.  Marry,  [die; 

They’re  laying  wagers  what  death  you  shall 
One  offers  to  lay  five  hundred  pounds  (and  yet 
H’had  but  a groat  about  him,  and  that 
was  in 

T wo  two-peuces  too)  to  any  man  that  would 
Make’t  up  a shilling,  that  you  were  kill’d  with 
a pistol 

Charged  with  white  powder21;  another  offer’d 
To  pawn  his  soul  for  five  shillings,  (and  yet 
.N obody  would  take  him) thatyou  were  stabb’d 
to  death, 

A nd  should  die  with  more  woundsthan  Csesar. 
Or/.  And  who  should  ho  the  butchers  that 
should  do  it? 

Montague,  and  his  associates? 

Lav.  So 

It  is  conjectur'd. 

Jm-P.  And,  believe  it,  sweet  prince, 

It  is  to  be  fear'd,  and  therefore  prevented. 

Orl.  By  turning  [way? 

II is  purpose  on  himself?  were  not  tlint  the 
Lnv.  The  most  direct  path  for  vour  safety : 
F or  w here  doth  danger  sit  more  furious 
Than  in  a desperate  man  ? 

JLu-P.  And  being  you  nave 
Declin’d  his  means15,  you  have  encreas’d  his 
malice. 

Lav.  Besides  the  general  report  that  steams 
In  every  man’s  brehth,  and  stains  you  all  o’er 
A ith  infamy,  that  time,  the  devourer  of  all 
things, 

Cannot  eat  out. 

La-P.  Ay,  for  that  former  familiarity 
Which  he  had  with  your  lady. 

Lav.  Men  speak’t  as  boldly  as  words  of 
compliment ; 

(food  morroic , good  even , or  God  save  you , sir. 
Are  not  more  usual:  if  the  word  cuckold  had 
been  [letters. 

Written  upon  your  forehead  in  great  capital 
It  could  not  have  been  dilated  with  more 
confidence. 


Orl.  lie  shall  not  sleep  another  night:  Fll 
have 

His  blood,  tbo’t  be  requir’d  at  my  hands  again 5 
Lav.  Your  lordship  may,  and  without  ha- 
zarding [whose  looks 

Your  own  person:  here’s  a gentleman  in 
I see  a resolution  to  perform  it. 

Dubois.  Let  his  lordship 
Give  me  hut  his  honourable  word  for  my  life, 
I’ll  kill  him  as  he  walks. 

Lav.  Or  pistol  him 
As  he  sits  at  meat — 

La-P.  Or  at  game — 

Lav.  Or  as  lie’s  drinking-— 

Dubois.  Any  way. 

Orl . Wou’tthou? 

Call  what  is  mine  thine  own  ! Thy  reputa- 
tion shall  not  [life; 

Be  brought  in  question  for’t,  much  less  thy 
It  shall  be  nam’d  a deed  of  valour  in  thee. 
Not  murder:  farewell!  [ Exit. 

Dubois.  I need  no  more  encouragement; 
It  is  a work  I will  persuade  myself 
That  1 was  born  to. 

Lav.  And  you  may  persuade 
Yourself  too  that  you  shall  be  sav’d  by  it, 
Being  that  it  is  for  his  honourable  lordship. 
Dubois.  But  you  must  yield  we  means, 
how,  when,  and  where. 

Lav.  That  shall  be  our  tasks;  nay,  more, 
we  will  [him, 

Be  agents  with  thee : this  hour  we  are  to  meet 
On  the  receipt  of  certain  monies,  which 
Indeed  we  purpose  honestly  to  cheat  him  of. 
And  that's  the  main  cause  I would  have  him 
slain : 

Who  works  with  safety  makes  a double  gain. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Longueville , Amiens  following  him. 

Ami.  Stay,  sir!  I’ve  took  some  pains  to 
overtake  you. 

Your  name  is  Ixmgucville? 

l^ong.  I have  the  word 
Of  many  honest  men  for’t. — I crave  your 
lordship's  pardon! 

Your  sudden  apprehension  on  my  steps 
Made  me  to  frame  an  answer  unwitting,  and 
Unworthy  your  respect. 

Ami.  D’you  know  me? 

Long.  Yes,  my  lord. 

Ann.  I know  not  you  ; nor  am  I well  pleas’d 
to  make  [tion 

This  time,  as  the  affair  now  stands,  theimluc- 
Of  vour  acquaintance.  You’re  a fighting  fellow? 
Long.  How,  my  lord  ? 

Aon.  T think  I too  much  grace  you ; 
Rather  you  are  a fellow  dares  not  fight. 


a*  Rampallions.~\  The  meaning  of  this  word  is  pretty  obvious.  It  is  used  by  Sir  John  Falstaff, 
speaking  to  the  Hostess,  in  the  .Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  art  ii.  scene  I.  R. 

**  White  Powder.]  White  Pwvdcr  was  generally  imagined  to  occasion  no  sound  when  used 
in  discharging  a pistol.  Some  of  the  conspirators  in  Queen  Elizabeth's  time,  confessed,  that 
tbeir  intention  was  to  have  murdered  the  queen  with  fire-arms  charged  in  tbismauner.  R. 
15  Declin'd  his  wiearj*;]  i.  e.  Been  the  enu-je  of  their  declension, 
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Rut  spit  find  puff  nnd  make  a noise,  whilst 
Your  trembling  band  draws  out  your  sword, 
tolay  it 

Upon  andirons,  stools,  or  tables,  ratbcr 
Than  on  a man.  [yet, 

Long.  Your  honour  may  best  speak  this; 
With  iitile  safety,  if  I thought  it  serious. 

A mi.  Come,  you’re  a very  braggart ; 

And  you  have  given  me  cause  to  tell  you  so : 
What  weakness  have  you  overseen  in  me 
To  prompt  yourself,  that  1 could  need  your 
help? 

Or  what  other  reasons  could  induce  you  to  it  ? 
You  ne’er  yet  had  a meal’s  meat  from  my 
table. 

Nor,  as  I remember,  from  my  wurdrobe 
Any  cast  suit. 

Long.  Tis  true. 

I ne’er  durst  yet  have  such  a sen  ile  spirit 
To  be  the  minion  of  a fuU-swoln  lord, 

But  always  did  detest  such  slavery: 

A meal’s  meat?  or  a cast  suit?  I’d  first  eat 
the  stones, 

And  from  such  rags  the  dunghills  do  afford 
Pick  me  a garment. 

Ami.  I've  mistook  the  man  ! 

Ilis  resolute  spirit  proclaims  him  generous; 
He  has  a noble  heart,  as  free  to  utter 
Good  deeds  as  to  act  them  ; for  had  lie  not 
been  right,  [curl’d, 

And  of  one  piece,  he  would  have  crumpled. 
And  struck  himself  out  of  the  shape  of  man 
Into  a shadow. — But,  prithee  tell  me, 

If  no  such  fawning  hope  did  lead  thee  on 
To  hazard  life  for  iny  sake,  [speak  it, 

What  was  it  that  incited  thee?  tell  me; 
Without  the  imputation  of  a sycophant ! * 
J^ong.  Your  own  desert;  and  with  it  was 
join’d  [ever 

Th*  unfeigned  friendship  that  I judg’d  you 
Held  unto  my  former  lord. 

Ami.  The  noble  Montague? 

Long.  Yes; 

The  noble  and  much-injurd  Montague. 

Ami.  To  such  a mao  as  thou  art,  iny  heart 
shall  be 

A casket:  I will  lock  thee  up  there,  and 
Esteem  thee  as  a faithful  friend, 

The  richest  jewel  that  a man  enjoys: 

And,  being  thou  didst  follow  once  iny  friend, 


[Act  2.  Scene  1. 

And  in  thy  heart  still  dost,  not  with  his  for- 
tunes 

Casting  him  off,  thou  shalt  go  hand  in  hand 
With  me,  and  share  as  well  in  my 
Ability  to  love  : ’tis  not  my  end 
To  gain  men  for  my  use,  but  a true  friend. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Dubois. 

Dubois.  There’s  no  such  thriving  way  to 
live  in  grace, 

As  to  have  no  sense  of  it;  his  back  nor  belly 
•Shall  not  want  warming  that  can  practise  me 
mischief: 

I walk  now  with  a full  purse,  grow  high  and 
wanton, 

Prune  and  brisk  myself  in  the  bright  shine 
Of  his  good  lordship’s  favours;  and  for  what 
virtue  ? 

For  fashionating  myself  a murderer. 

Oh,  noble  Montague,  to  whom  I owe 
My  heart,  with  nil  my  best  thoughts,  tbo’my 
tongue  ^ [destiny, 

Have  promis’d  t’ exceed  the  malice  of  thy 
Never  in  time  of  all  my  service  knew  I 
Such  a sin  tempt  thy  bounty  ! those  that  did 
feed 

Upon  thy  charge,  had  merit  or  else  need. 

Enter  Lurcrdine  and  1m- Poop , with  disguises. 

Lav.  Dubois  ! most  prosperously  met. 
Dubois.  How  now  ? 

Will  lie  come  this  way? 

Lav.  This  way,  immediately; 

Therefore,  thy  assistance,  dear  Dubois  ! 
Dubois.  YY  hat,  have  you  cheated  him  of 
the  money  you  spoke  of?  [wench 

Luv.  Fougli ! as  easily  as  a silly  country 
Of  her  maidenhead;  we  had  it  in  a twinkling. 
Dubois.  Tis  well.  Captain,  let  me  help 
you ; you  must  be 
Our  leader  in  this  action. 

Lu-P.  Tut!  fear  not; 

I’ll  warrant  you,  if  my  sw  ord  hold,  we’ll  make 
No  sweating  sickness  of  it 14. 

Dubois.  Why,  that’s  well  said. 

But  let’s  retire  a little,  that  we  may  come 
On  the  more  bravely.  This  way,  this  wav. 

[£rcunf. 


*4  No  sweating  sickness  of  if.]  The  Sweating  Sickness,  called  Sudor  Anglioust  and  Fcbris 
Ephemera  Britamiicaf  is  by  some  supposed  to  have  been  a disorder  peculiarly  incident  to 
the  English  nation.  It  first  appeared  in  the  year  1485,  and  afterwards  in  1506,*  1517,  1528, 
and  1551,  and  each  time  made  n prodigious  havock  in  the  human  species.  Dr.  Mead  sup- 
poses it  originally  to  have  been  imported  by  the  French  troops,  brought  over  by  Henry  VO. 
who  caught  the  infection  from  others,  about  that  time  returned  from  the  siege  of  Rhodes. 
The  violence  of  the  disease  eluded  evefy  effort  made  by  the  physicians  to  stop  the  progress 
of  it.  Those  who  were  attacked  by  it  seldom  lived  more  than  twenty-four  hours,  aud  many 
were  carried  off  in  half  the  time.  The  most  singular  circumstance  attending  it  was  tins,  which 
is  related  by  several  writers,  that  the  natives  of  every  other  country  but  England  escaped  it, 
and  that  those  natives  who  fled  into  foreign  climates  jaere  pursued  by  it,  and  fell  victims  to 
its  malignity.  Dr.  Mead  supposes  it  to  have  been  a species  of  the  pestilence. — A very  po- 
etical aud  accurate  account  of  its  symptoms  and  effects  may  be  read  in  Dr.  Armstrongs  Art 
• »f  Preserving  Health;  book  iii.  line  532,  See.  H. 

Enter 
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Enter  Montague , in  the  hand x of  Three  Of- 
ficers, and  Three  Creditors. 

1  Cred.  Officers,  look  to  him ; and  he  sure 
you  take 

Good  security  before  he  part  from  you  ! 

Mont.  Why,  but,  my  friends. 

You  take  a strange  course  with  me ! the 
sums  I owe  you 

Are  rather  forgetfulness,  (they  are  so  slight) 
Than  want  of  w ill  or  honesty  to  puy  you. 

1 Crcd.  Ay,  sir,  it  may  be  so;  but  wc  must 
he  paid. 

And  we  will  be  paid  l>cfore  you  scape: 
We’ve  wife  ami  children,  and  a charge;  and 
you 

Are  going  down  the  wind,  as  a man  may  say; 
And  tlierefore  it  behoves  us  to  look  to't 
L»  time. 

2 Cred.  Your  cloak  here  would  satisfy  me; 
Mine  is  not  above  a three-pound  matter. 
Besides  th’  arrest. 

3 Cred.  'Faith,  and  mine  is  much 
About  that  matter  too;  your  girdle  and 

hanger,  [it. 

And  your  beaver,  shall  be  sufficient  bail  for 
1 Cred.  If  you  have  ever  a plain  black  suit 
at  home,  ’ [lers. 

This  silken  one,  with  your  silk  stockings,  gar- 
And  roses,  shall  pacify  me  too;  for  1 
Take  no  delight,  if  I’ve  a sufficient  pawn. 

To  cast  any  gentleman  in  prison;  therefore 
T'is  but  an  untrussing  matter,  and  you  are 
free. 

We  are  no  unreasonable  creatures,  you  see : 
For  mine  own  part,  1 protest  I’m  lotii  to  put 
To  any  trouble  for  security.  [you 

Mont.  Is  there 

No  mure  of  you  ? he  would  next  demand  my 
skin. 

1 Cred.  No,  sir ; 

Here  are  no  more  of  us,  nor  do  any  of  us 
Demand  your  skin ; we  kuow  not  what  to  do 
with  it : 

But  it  may  be,  if  you  ow’d  your  glover 
Any  money,  he  knew  what  use  to  make  of  it. 
Mont.  Yc  dregs  of  baseness,  vultures 
amongst  men,  [rits — 

That  tirei4  upon  the  hearts  of  generous  spi- 
1 Cred.  You  do  us  wrong,  sir;  we  tire  no 
generous  spirits; 

We  tire  nothing  hut  our  Jiacknies. 

Enter  Mallicorn. 

Mont.  But  here  comes  one  made  of  ano- 
ther piece  I 

A man  well  meriting  that  free-born  name 
Of  Citizen.  Welcome,  my  deliverer  ! 

I am  fallen  into  the  hands  of  bjood-hounds, 
that 

For  a sum  lesser  than  their  honesties, 


Which  is  nothing,  would  tear  me  out  of  my 
skin. 

Mai.  Why,  sir,  what  is  tlie  matter? 

1 Cred.  Why,  sir, 

The  matter  is,  that  we  must  have  our  money; 
Which  if  we  can’t  have,  we’ll  satisfy  ourselves 
With  his  carcase,  and  be  paid  that  ways. 

You  had  as  good,  sir,  not  have  becu  so  pe- 
remptory. 

Officer,  bold  fast! 

1 Officer.  The  strenuous  fist 
Of  vengeance  now  is  clutch’d ; therefore  fear 
nothiug! 

Mi.t . What  may  be  the  debt  in  gross? 
Mont.  Some  forty  crowns ; 

Nav,  rather  not  so  much:  'tis  quickly  cost. 
Mai.  ’Tis  strange  to  me,  that  your  estate 
should  have 

So  low  an  ebb,  to  stick  at  such  slight  sums. 
Why,  my  friends,  you  are  too  strict  in  your 
accounts,  / 

And  call  too  sudden  on  this  gentleman; 
lie  has  hopes  left  yet  to  pay  you  all. 

1 Cred.  Hopes? 

Ay,  marry ! hid  him  pay  his  friends  with  hopes, 
And  pay  us  with  current  coin!  I kuew 
A gallant  once  that  fed  his  creditors 
Still  with  hopes,  and  bid  'em  they  should  fear 
Nothing,  for  he  had  ’em  tied  in  a string; 

And  trust  me,  so  he  hud  indeed,  for  at  last 
lie  and  all  his  hopes  hoptin  a halter. 

Mont.  Good  sir, 

With  what  speed  you  may,  free  me 
Out  of  the  company  of  these  slaves,  that  have 
Nothing  hut  their  names  to  shew  ’em  men. 
Mai.  What  would 

You  wish  me  do,  sir?  I protest  1 ha’  not 
The  present  sura  (small  as  it  is)  to  lay  down 
for  you ; 

And  for  giving  my  word,  my  friends  no  later 
Than  yesternight,  made  me  take  bread  and 
eat  it,  [ing  i’  th’  world : 

That  f should  not  do  it  for  any  man  breath- 
Therefore  I pray  hold  me  excus’d ! 

Mont.  You  do  not  speak 
This  seriously  ? 

Mai.  As  e’er  I said  ray  prayers, 

I protest  to  you. 

Mont.  What  may  I think  of  this? 

Mat.  Troth,  sir,  thought's  free  for  any  man; 
wc  abuse 

Our  betters  in  it ; I have  done  it  myself. 
Mont . Trust  me,  this  speech  of  yours  doth 
much  mnaze  ine ! 

Pray  leave  this  language;  and  out  of  that 
Same  sum  you  lately  did  receive  of  me, 

Lay  down  as  much  as  may  discharge  me. 

Mat.  You’re  [your 

A merry  man,  sir;  and  I am  glad  you  take 
Crosses  so  temperately.  Fare  you  well,  sir! 
And  yet  I have  something  more  to  say  to  you; 


*4  That  tire  upon,  4 c ] So,  in  Decker’s  Match  Me  in  London,  1031, 

* the  vulture  tires 

1 Upon  the  eagle’s  heart,’  R. 
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A word  in  your  ear,  I pray!  To  be  plain 
with  you, 

I did  lay  this  plot  to  arrest  you,  to  enjoy 
This  money  I have  of yours  with  the  more  safety. 
I’m  a foul  to  tell  you  this  now ; but,  in  good 
faith, 

I could  not  keep  it  in  ; and  the  money  would 
Ha’ done  me  little  good  else.  An  honest 
citizen 

Cannot  wholly  enjoy  his  own  wife  for  you; 
They  grow  ol<5  before  they  have  true  use  of 
them, 

Which  is  a lamentable  tiling,  and  truly 
Much  hardens  the  hearts  of  us  citizens 
Against  you.  I can  say  no  more,  but  am 
Heartily  sorry  for  your  heaviness; 

And  so  1 take  iny  leave.  [Exit. 

1 Crpd.  Officers,  [corn 

Take  hold  on  him  again!  for  monsieur  Malli- 
Will  do  nothing  for  him,  I perceive. 

Enter  Dubois,  La-Poop,  and  Jjiverdine. 
Dubois.  Nay,  come, 

My  masters, leave  dancing  ofthe  old  measures, 
And  let’s  assault  him  bravely! 

Lav.  B y no  means ; 

For  it  goes  against  my  stomach  to  kill  a man 
lu  au  unjust  quarrel. 

1m-P.  It  must  needs  [time. 

Be  a clog  to  a man’s  conscience  all  his  life- 
Lav.  It  must  indeed,  captain:  besides,  do 
you  not  [him, 

See  be  has  gotten  a guard  of  friends  about 
As  if  he  had  some  knowledge  of  our  purpose  ? 


[Act  3.  Scene  i. 

Dubois.  Had  he  a guard  of  devils,  as  I 
think  'em 

Little  better,  ray  sw  ord  should  do  the  message 
that 

It  came  for. 

Luv.  If  you  will  he  so  aespernte, 

The  blood  lie  upou  your  own  neck,  for  well 
Not  meddle  in’t! 

Dubois.  I am  your  friend  and  servant; 
Struggle  with  me,  and  take  my  sword. — 

[Dubois  runs  upon  Montague,  and 
struggling  yields  turn  his  Su ord;  the 
Office i s draw ; lAivecdint  and  Lo- Poop 
in  the  sniffling  retire;  Montague 
ehaseth  them  off  the  Stage,  himself 
wounded. 

Noble  sir,  make  your  way!  You’ve  slain  an 
officer.  [quited  me; 

Mont,  Some  one  of  them  has  certainly  re- 
For  1 Ho  lose  much  blood. 

J Oficer.  Udsprccious! 

We’ve  lost  a brother:  pursue  the  gentleman! 
iJ  Officer.  I’ll  not  meddle  with  him:  you 
sec  w hat  comes  on’t ; 

Besides,  [ 1<  now  he’ll  be  bang’d,  ere  he  he  taken. 
1 Officer.  1 tell  thee,  yeoinun,  he  must  be 
taken 

F.re  he  be  bang’d. — He  is  hurt  in  the  guts; 
llun  afore  therefore,  and  know  how  Ins  wife 
Will  rare  lus  sausages  a-pound. 

3 Officer.  Stay,  brother! 

I may  live;  for  surely  I rind  I am  hut  hurt 
In  the  leg,  a dangerous  kick  on  the  shin- 
bone. [£rniaf. 


THE  HONEST  MAN  S FORTUNE. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lamira,  Duchess , and  Veramour . 
lam.  yOU  sec,  lady, 

A What  harmless  sports  our  country 
life  affords ; 

And  tho*  you  meet  not  here  with  city  dainties, 
Or  courtly  entertainment,  what  you  have 
Is  free  and  hearty. 

Duch.  Madam,  1 find  here 
What  is  a stranger  to  the  court,  content; 
And  receive  courtesies  done  for  themselves, 
Without  an  expectation  of  return, 

Which  binds  me  to  your  service. 

Lam.  Oh,  your  love! 

My  homely  bouse,  built  more  for  use  than 
show, 

Observes  the  golden  mean,  equally  distant 
From  glittering  pomp,  and  sordid  avarice: 
for  mosque?;  we  will  observe  the  works  of 
nature; 

And  in  the  place  of  visitation,  read ; 

Our  physic  shall  be  wholesome  walks;  our 
viands 


Nourishing,  not  provoking  ; for  I find 
Pleasures  are  tortures  that  leave  stings  be- 
hind. 

Duch.  You  have  a great  estate. 

Lam.  A competency 
Sufficient  to  maintain  me  and  my  rank  ; 

Nor  am  I,  I thank  Hcav’n,  so  courtly  bred 
As  to  employ  the  utmost  of  ray  rents 
In  paying  tailors  for  funtnstic  robes; 

Or,  rather  than  be  second  in  the  fashion, 
Ent  out  my  officer^  and  my  revenues 
With  grating  usury;  my  back  shall  not  be 
The  base  on  which  your  soothing  citizen 
Erects  his  summer-houses;  nor,  on  th* other 
side, 

Will  I be  so  penuriously  wise, 

As  to  make  money,  that’s  my  slave,  my  idol ; 
Which  yet  to  w rong,  merits  as  much  reproofj 
As  to  abuse  our  servant. 

Duch.  Yet,  with  your  pardon, 

I think  you  want  the  crown  of  all  content* 
ment. 

Lam.  In  what,  good  madam  ? 

Duch.  In  a worthy  husband. 

Lam. 
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Act  3.  Scene  1.] 

Lam.  God*5 ! it  is  strange  the  galley-slave 
should  praise  [shipwreck 

His  oar,  or  strokes ; or  you,  that  have  made 
Of  all  delight  upon  this  rock  call'd  Marriage, 
Should  sing  t icomiuins  on  it. 

Duch.  Madam,  tho*  [you 

One  tall  trouts  horse  and  break  his  neck,  will 
Conclude  From  that,  it  is  unlit  to  ride  ? 

Or  must  it  follow,  because  Orleans, 

My  lord,  is  pleas’d  to  make  his  passionate 
trial 

Of  my  suspected  patience,  that  my  brother 
(Were  he  not  so,  1 might  say  worthy  Amiens) 
Will  imitate  his  ills,  that  cannot  fancy36 
What’*  truly  noble  in  him? 

Lam.  I must  grant  [for 

There’s  as  much  worth  in  him  as  can  be  look'd 
From  a young  lord ; but  not  enough  to  make 
Me  change  ray  golden  liberty,  and  consent 
To  be  a servant  to  it,  as  wives  are 
To  the  imperious  humours  of  their  lords. 
Mcthinks,  I'm  well:  I rise  and  go  to  bed, 
When  I think  lit ; eat  what  my  appetite 
Desires,  without  control;  my  servants’  study 
Js  my  contentment,  and  to  make  me  merry 
Their  furthest  aims;  my  sleeps  are  enquir’d 
after, 

My  rising-up  saluted  with  respect: 
Commaud  and  liberty  now  wait  upon  [all, 
Aly  virgin  state ; what  would  1 more  ? change 
And  for  a husband?  no!  these  freedoms  die, 
In  which  they  live,  with  my  virginity: 

Tis  in  their  choice,  that’s  rich,  to  be  a wife, 
Hut  not, being  yoak’d,  to  chuse  the  single  life.— 
Venimour37 ! 

Ver.  Madam. 

Lam  IIow  like  you  the  country? 

Ver.  I like  the  air  of  it  well,  madam ; and 
the  rather, 

Because,  as  on  Irish  timber  your  spider  will 
Not  make  his  web,  so,  for  aught  I see  yet, 
Your  cheater,  pandnr,  and  informer,  being  in 
Their  dispositions  too  foggy  for  [rather 
This  piercing  climate,  shun  it,  and  chuse 
To  walk  in  mists  i’th’city. 

Lam.  Who  did  you 
Serve  first,  boy? 

Ver.  A rich  merchant’s  widow  ; and  was 
By  her  preferr’d  to  a young  court-lady, 
Duch.  And  what 

Difference  found  you  in  their  service  ? 

Ver.  Very  much ; 


For  look,  how  much  my  old  city  madam  gave 
To  her  youug  visitants,  so  much  my  lady 
Receiv'd  from  her  hoary  court-servants. 

Lum.  And  what 
Made  you  to  leave  her? 

Ver.  My  father,  madam,  had  [thence. 
A desire  to  have  me  a tall-raan,  took  me  from 
Lam.  Well,  I perceive  you  inherit  the 
wag,  from  your  father. 

Ver.  Doves  beget  doves,  and  eagles  eagles, 
madam : 

A citizen  here,  tho’  left  ne'er  so  rich, 

Seldom  at  tlie  best  proves  a gentleman ; 

The  son  of  an  advocate,  tho’  dubb’d,  like's 
Will  shew  a relish  [fallier. 

Of  his  descent,  and  the  father's  thriving 

practice ; 

As  I’ve  heurd,  she  that  of  a chambermaid 
Is  metamorphosed  into  a madam, 

Will  yet  remember  how  oft  her  daughter 
By  her  mother  ventur’d  to  lie  upon  the  rushes. 
Before  she  could  get  in  that  which  makes 

manv  ladies.  [master? 

Duch.  But  what  think  you  of  your  late 
Ver.  Oh,  madam ! [SigAs. 

Lam.  Why  do  you  sigh  ? you’re  sorry  that 
you  left  him; 

He  made  a wanton  of  you. 

Ver.  Not  for  that; 

Or  if  be  did,  for  that  my  youth  must  love  him. 
Oh,  pardon  me,  if  I say  liberty 
Is  bondage, if  compar'd  with  Ins  kind  service; 
And  but  to  have  power  now  to  speak  hi* 
worth 

To  its  desert,  I should  be  well  content 
To  be  an  old  man  when  his  praise  were 
ended  : 

And  yet,  if  at  this  instant  you  were  pleas'd 
I should  begin,  the  livery  of  age 
Would  take  bis  lodging  upon  this  head 
Ere  I should  bring  it  to  a period. 

In  brief,  lie  is  a n an  (for  Heav’n  forbid 
That  I should  ever  live  to  say  he  was) 

Of  such  a shape  as  would  make  one  belov'd 
That  never  had  good  thought;  and  to  hi* 
body 

He  hath  a mind  of  such  a constant  temper, 
In  which  all  virtues  throng  to  have  a room; 
Yet  ’gainst  this  noble  gentleman,  this  Mon* 
tague, 

(For  in  that  name  I comprehend  all  goodness) 
Wrong,  and  the  wrested  law,  false  witnesses, 


*s  -It  is  strange  the  galley-stave  should  praise.]  This  verse  wants  a syllable,  which  the 

reader  must  supply  by  some  note  of  exclamation  at  the  beginning.  It  being  common  in  all 
the  editions  of  our  authors  to  leave  dashes  for  exclamatory  particles,  and  for  every  specie* 
of  lesser  oaths.  Seward. 

We  have  supplied  the  deficiency ; and,  we  do  not  doubt,  with  the  author’s  own  word. 

*6  That  cannot  fancy.]  Seward  silently  reads, 

That  you  cant  fancy,  &c. 

*7  But  not  being  youk'd  to  chuse  the  single  life. 

Ver.  Madam.]  By  this  reading  Veramour  should  first  speak  to  the  Indy,  which  from 
the  propriety  of  the  tiling,  from  the  sense  of  the  context,  and  from  the  measure,  it  is  plain 
he  did  not ; but  that  his  name  should  be  inserted  in  the  end  of  the  lady’s  speech,  and  she 
first  call  to  him.  Seward. 

And 
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And  envy  sent  from  hell,  have  rose  in  arms. 
And,  tho’  not  pierc’d,  batter’d  Ids  honour’d 
shield. 

W’liat  shall  I say?  I hope  you  will  forgive  me, 
That  if  you  were  but  pleas’d  to  love, 

I know  no  Juno  worthy  such  a Jove17. 

Enter  Charlotte , i cith  a letter. 

ham.  It  is  well  yet  that  I’ve  the  second 
place 

In  vour  affection.  From  whence? 

Churl.  From  the  lord  Amiens,  madam. 

I jim.  Tis  welcome,  tho’  it  hear  his  usual 
language.  [health. 

I thought  so  much ; his  love-suit  speaks  his 
What’s  he  that  brought  it? 

Churl.  A gentleman  of  good  rank,  it  seems. 
Lam.  Where  is  he?  [house, 

Churl.  Receiving  entertainment  in  your 
Sorting  with  lus  degree. 

Lam.  ’Tis  well. 

Chari.  lie  waits 
Your  ladyship's  pleasure. 

J Mm.  lie  shall  not  wait  long. — 

I'll  leave  you  for  a while. — Nav,  stay  you, boy; 
Attend  the  lady.  [Exeunt  hum.  and  Chari. 

her.  ’Would.  I might  live  once 
To  wait  on  my  poor  master! 

Duch.  That’s  a good  boy ! 

This  thankfulness lookslovely  on  thy  forehead; 
And  in  it,  ns  a book,  tiiclliiiiks  I read 
Instructions  for  myself,  that  am  his  debtor, 
And  would  do  much  that  l might  be  so 
happy 

To  repair  that  which  to  our  grief  is  ruin’d. 

her.  It  were  a work  a king  might  glory  in, 
If  he  saw  with  uiy  eyes.  If  you  please, 
madam, 

(For  sure  to  me  you  st  em  unapt  to  walk) 

To  sit,  alt  ho’  the  churlish  birds  deny 
To  give  ii5  music  in  this  grove,  where  tfiey 
Are  prodigal  to  others,  i’ll  strain  my  voice 
Fora  sad  song;  the  place  is  safe  and  private. 
])uch.  Twas  my  desire : begin,  good 
Veraraour! 

Music,  a Song ; at  the  end  of  if,  enter  Mon- 
tague fainting,  hit  Sword  drawn. 

Duch.  What's  he,  Veraraour ? 

Ver.  A goodly  personage. 


[Act  5.  Scene  1. 

Mont.  Am  I yet  safe?  or  is  my  flighta  dream? 

My  wounds  and  hunger  tel!  me  that  I wake : 
Whither  haveiny  fears  borne  me?  No  matter 
where ; 

Who  hath  no  place  to  go  to,  cannot  err! 

What  shall  I do  ? Cunning  calamity, 

That  others’  gross  wits  uses  to  retine. 

When  I most  need  it,  dulis  the  edge  of  mine. 

Duch.  Is  not  this  Montague’s  voice? 

Ver.  My  master’s i fy ! 

Mont.  What  sound  was  that ? Pish! 

Fear  makes  the  wretch  tliink  every  leaf  o’lh* 
jury.  # [done  it, 

Wlmt  course  to  live?  beg?  better  men  have 
But  in  another  kind:  steai?  Alexander, 

Tho*  stil’d  a conqueror,  was  a proud  thief, 

Tho'  he  robb'd  with  an  army.  Fy,  bow  idle 
These  meditations  are!  tho’  thou  art  worse 
Than  sorrow’s  tongue  can  speak  thee,  thou 
art  still, 

Or  shouldst  he,  honest  Montague. 

Duch.  ’ r is  too  true. 

Ver.  Tis  he!  [flesh 

What  villain’*  hands  did  this?  Oh,  that  my 
Were  balm!  in  faith,  sir,  l would  pluck  it  off 
As  readily  as  this!  Pray  you  accept 
My  will  to  do  you  service : I have  heard 
The  mouse  once  sav’d  the  lion  in  his  need, 

As  the  poor  scarab18  spoil’d  the  eagle’s  seed1*. 

Duch.  llow  cio  you? 

Mont.  As  a forsaken  man. 

Duch.  Do  not  say  so ! take  comfort ; 

For  your  misfortunes  have  been  kind  in  this,  ' 
To  cast  you  on  a hospitable  shore, 

Where  dwells  a lady — 

Ver.  She  to  whom,  good  master, 

You  preferr’d  inc. 

Duch.  in  whose  house,  whatsoe'er 
Your  dangers  are,  I’ll  undertake  your  safety. 

Mont.  I fear  that  I'm  pursued;  and  doubt 
that  I, 

In  rny  defence,  have  kill’d  an  officer. 

her.  Is  that  all?  There’s  no  law  under  the 
sun 

But  will,  I hope,  confess,  one  drop  of  blood 
Shed  from  this  arm  is  recompense  enough, 

Tho*  you  had  cut  the  tluoats  of  all  the 
catchpolcs 

In  France,  nay,  in  the  world. 

Mont.  I would  be  loth 


17  That  if  you  were  hut  pleas'd  to  love , 

J know  no  Juno  worthy  such  a Jorc.]  Both  the  sense  and  measure  of  the  first  line  are 
so  lame  that  there  can,  I think,  be  no  doubt  of  a corruption.  That  which  is  most  natural 
for  Veramour  to  say  as  a proper  compliment  to  Lamira , and  a proper  wish  for  restoring  his 
beloved  master  to  wealth  and  prosperity ; this,  I say,  will  exactly  fill  up  the  measure ; and 
tho’  it  departs  more  than  I could  wish  from  the  trace  of  the  letters,  yet  a few  blots  iii  the 
original  copy  might  easily  cause  such  a difference ; I hope  that  I shall  only  restore  that 
original  in  reading, 

That  unless  you  yourself  were  pleas’d  to  love. 

Lamira  s answer  evidently  requires  some  reading  to  this  purport.  Seward. 

The  sense  of  the  first  line  is  clear,  and  the  text  should  not  be  violated.  Lamira'*  answer 
refi-rs  to  Veramour  s affection,  not  to  Montague's. 

58  Scarab .]  See  note  49  on  the  Elder  Brother. 

19  Spil’d  the  eagles  seed.]  Former  editions.  Seward. 

To 
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To  be  a burden,  or  feed  like  u drone 
On  the  industrious  labour  of  a bee; 

And  baser  far  I hold  it  to  owe  tor 
The  bread  I eat,  what’s  not  in  me  to  pay : 
Theu,  since  my  full  fortunes  are  declin’d10, 
To  their  low  ebb,  i'll  fashion  iny  high  mind. 
It  was  no  shame  to  Hecuba,  to  servo 
When  Troy  was  fir’d : if’t  be  in  your  power 
To  be  a means  to  make  her  entertain  me31, 
(And  far  from  that  1 was;  but  to  supply 
My  want  with  habit  tit  for  him  that  serves) 

I shall  owe  much  to  you. 

Duch.  Leave  that  care  to  inc. 
t er.  Good  sir,  lean  on  my  shoulder. 
Help,  good  madam! 

Oh,  that  I were  a horse  for  half  an  hour. 
That  1 might  carry  you  home  on  my  back ! 

1 hope  you’ll  love  me  still  ? 

A/om*?.  Thou  dost  deserve  it,  boy. 

That  I should  live  to  be  thus  troublesome! 
Duch.  Good  sir,  ’tis  none.  [chang’d 

Ver.  Trouble?  Most  willingly  I would  be 
Like  Apuleius,  wear  his  ass’s  ear11, 

Provided  I might  still  this  burden  bear. 
Duch.  ’Tis  a kind  boy ! 

Mont.  I find  true  proof  of  it.  [Er cunt. 

Enter  Amiens  and  Longueville , with  a Paper. 

Anti.  You’ll  carry  it? 

Long.  As  I live,  altho*  my  packet 
Were  like  Bellerophon’s.  W lint  have  you  seen 
In  me  or  my  behaviour,  since  your  favours 
So  plentifully  shower'd  upon  my  wants, 

That  may  beget  distrust  of  my  performance? 

Ami.  Nay,  be  not  angry  ! if  1 entertain’d 
But  the  least  scruple  of  vour  love,  or  courage, 
i would  make  choice  of  one  which  my  estate 
Should  do  me  right  in  this33:  nor  can  you 
blame  me, 

If  in#a  matter  of  such  consequence 
1 am  so  importunate. 


Long.  Good  my  lord, 

Let  me  prevent  your  further  conjurations 
To  raise  my  spirit!  I know  this  is  a challenge 
To  be  deliver’d  unto  Orleans’  hand; 

And  tiiat  inv  undertaking  ends  not  there, 

But  I must  be  your  second,  and  in  that 
Not  aloue  search  your  enemy,  ineusure 
weapous, 

But  stand  in  all  your  hazards,  as  our  bloods 
Ran  in  the  self-same  veins;  in  which  if  I 
Better  not  vour  opinion,  as  a limb 
That’s  putrtfied  and  useless,  cut  me  off. 

And  underneath  the  gallows  bury  it! 

Ami.  At  full  you  understand  me,  and  in  this 
Bind  me,  and  what  is  mine,  to  you  and  yours: 
I will  not  so  much  wrong  you  ns  to  add 
One  syllable  more ; let  it  suffice  I leave 
.My  honour  to  your  guard,  and  in  that  prove 
You  hold  the  first  place  in  my  heart  and 
Jove!  [Exit. 

Lung.  The  first  place  in  a lord’s  affection? 
very  good ! [changing 

And  how  long  doth  that  last?  perhaps  the 
Of  some  three  shirts  i’th’ tennis-court.  Well, 
it  were 

Very  necessary  tiiat  an  order  were  taken 
(If  ’twerc  possible)  that  younger  brothers 
Might  have  more  wit,  or  more  money;  for 
now, 

Howe’er  the  fool  hath  long  been  put  upon  him 
That  inherits,  his  revenue  hath  bought  him 
A spunge,  and  wiped  off  the  imputation  : 
And  for  the  understanding  of  the  younger. 
Let  him  get  as  much  rhetorick  as  he  can, 

To  grace  his  lauguage,  they  will  see  he  shall 

Enter  Dubois. 

Have  gloss  little  enough  to  set  out  his  bark. 
Stand,  Dubois!  Look  about!  is  ull  safe? 
Dubois.  Approach  not  near  me  but  with 
reverence, 


30  Then  since  mp  full,  4'C.]  Sew  ard,  for  the  sake  of  measure,  reads, 

Then  since  my  once  full  fortunes  are  declin’d. 

31  To  be  a means  to  make  her  entertainment.]  This  mistake  of  the  substantive  entertain- 
ment for  entertain  me,  hus  run  through  the  former  editions.  It  has  been  objected  to  this 
passage — How  could  Montague  be  personally  unknown,  or  want  a recommendation  to 
Lamirn , when  he  had  expressly  recommended  to  her  both  the  persons  he  speaks  to?  Had 

" the  poets  foreseen  the  objection,  an  additional  line  might  have  taken  it  clearly  off.  Since 
it  is  very  common,  for  persons  of  remarkable  goodness  living  at  great  distances,  and  per- 
sonally unknown  to  each  other,  to  contract  great  friendships  merely  from  character  and  the 
intercourse  of  mutual  friends ; or  perhaps  what  is  still  a greater  band  of  friendship,  their 
concurrence  in  the  same  works  of  charity  and  benevolence.  Seward. 

Surely  the  absurdity  is  too  gross  to  be  so  easily  removed. 

3Z  Like  Apuleius,  <$c-]  See  Aputeius's  Gulden  Asse,  translated  into  English  by  William 
Adlington,  1671.  H. 

33  1 would  make  choice  of  one  which  my  estate 

Should  do  me  right  in  this,  j Thus  the  former  editions,  but  I believe  without  a possi- 
bility of  any  rational  interpretation:  I read, 

with  tuy  estate, 

u e.  I would  have  a second  in  this  duel,  that  should  deliver  ray  challenge  and  join  in  the  fight 
with  boldness  and  iutrepidity,  though  it  cost  me  my  whole  estate  to  procure  one.  Longue- 
ville  s answer  to  this  has  mfiuitc  beauty  and  energy.  Seuurd. 

Seward's  reading  is  very  bald,  and  will  scarce  convey  the  sense  he  annexes  to  it,  at  least 
uot  in  the  stile  of  our  authors.  The  old  reading  w ould  better  bear  it. 

Laurel, 
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[Act  3.  Scene  1. 


Laurel,  and  adorations  ! I have  done 
More  than  deserves  a hundred  thanks. 

Long.  How  now  ? 

What’s  the  matter?  [brain, 

Dubois.  With  tliis  hand,  only  aided  by  this 
Without  an  Orpheus’  harp,  redeem’d  from 
Three- headed  porter,  our  Euridice.  [hell’s 
Long.  Nay,  prithee,  speak  ncnse!  this  is 
Braggart  in  a play.  [like  the  stale 

Dubois . Then,  in  plain  prose,  thus,  and 
with  ns  little  action  as  thou  cunst  desire;  the 
three- headed  porter  were  three  inexorable 
catchpoles,  out  of  whose  jaws,  witlwut  the 
help  of  Orpheus’  harp,  bait  or  bribe  (for  those 
two  strings  make  the  musick  that  mollilies 
those  flinty  furies),  I rescued  our  Euridice;  I 
mean  my  old  muster  Montague. 

Long.  And  is  this  all  ? 

A poor  rescue ! I thought  thou  hadst  revers’d 
The  judgment  of  his  overthrow  in  his  suit; 
Or  wrought  upon  his  adversary  Orleans, 
Taken  the  shape  of  a ghost,  frighted  his  mind 
Into  distraction,  and,  for  the  appeasing  of 
His  conscience,  forc’d  him  to  make  restitution 
Of  Montague's  lands,  or  such  like.  Res- 
cued14’? ’Slight,  I would 
Have  liired  achrocbetcur15  for  two  cardecues, 
To  have  done  so  much  with  his  whip  ! 

Dubois.  You  would,  Sir?  [cloths  durst  do 
And  yet  ’tis  more  than  three  on  their  foot- 
For  a sworn  brother,  in  a conch. 

Long.  Besides,  [may  be 

What  proofs  of  it  ? for  aught  I know,  this 
A trick;  I had  rather  have  him  a prisoner, 
Where  I might  visit  him,  and  do  hun  service, 
Than  not  at  all,  or  I know  not  wliere. 

Dubois.  Well,  sir,  the  und  will  shew  it. 
What’s  that  ? a challenge  ? [in  jest, 

Long.  Yes;  where  is  Orleans?  tbo’we  tight 
He  must  meet  with  Amiens  in  earnest. — Fall 
off! 

We  are  discover’d!  My  horse,  garsou,  ha  ! 
Dubois.  Were  it  not  in  a house,  and  in  his 
presence 

To  whom  I owe  all  duty — 

Long.  What  would  it  do  ? 

Prate,  as  it  does ; but  be  as  far  fromntriking, 
As  he  that  owes  it,  Orleans. 

Dubois . How  ? 

Long.  I think  thou  art  his  porter, 

Set  hereto  answer  creditors,  that  his  lordship 
Is  not  within,  or  takes  the  diet.  I am  sent, 
And  will  grow  here  until  I have  an  auswer, 
Not  to  demand  a debt  of  money,  hut 
To  call  him  to  a strict  account  lor  wrong 


Done  to  the  honours  of  a gentleman,  [off. 
Which  nothing  but  his  heart-blood  shall  w ash 
Dubois.  Shall  I hear  tliis  ? 

Long.  And  more  ; and  if  I may  not 
Have  access  to  him,  I will  fix  this  here. 

To  his  disgrace  and  thine — 

Dubois.  And  thy  life  with  it.  [posts. 
Long.  Then  have  the  copies  of  it  pasted  on 
Like  pauiphlet-titles,  that  sue  to  he  sold  ; 
Huve  his  disgrace  talk  for  tobacco-shops, 

His  picture  baffled — 

Dubois.  All  respect  away! 

Werc’t  in  a church — [Draw 

Long.  This  is  the  book  I pray  with. 

Enter  Orleans. 

Orl.  Forbear,  upon  your  lives  ! 

Long.  What,  are  you  rous’d  ? 

I hope  vour  lordship  can  read  (tho*  he 
His  birth  with  scholarship). — Doth  it  not 
please  you  now  } 

If  you’re  a right  monsieur,  muster  up 
The  rest  of  your  attendance,  which  is  n pace, 
A cook,  a pander,  coachman,  and  a footman, 
(In  these  days,  a great  lord’s  train)  pretend- 
ing I arn  [of  answeriug  it. 

Unworthy  to  bring  you  a challenge;  instead 
Have  me  kick’d. 

Dubois.  If  he  does,  thou  deserv’st  it. 

Long.  1 dare  you  all  to  touch  me ! I’ll  not 
What  answer  you  ? [stand  still. 

Orl.  That  thou  hast  done  to  Amiens 
The  office  of  a faithful  friend,  which  I 
Would  cherish  in  thee,  were  he  not  uiy  foe. 
However,  since  on  honourable  terms 
He  calls  me  forth,  say  I will  meet  with  him  ; 
And  by  Dubois, ere  sun-set,  make  him  know 
The  time  and  place,  my  sword's  length,  and 
whatever 

Scruple  of  circumstance  he  can  expect. 

Long.  This  answer  comes  unlooked-for. 
Fare  you  well  I 

Finding  your  temper  thus,  ’would  I had  said 
less.  [Exit. 

Oi  l.  Now  comes  thy  love  to  the  test. 
Dubois.  My  lord,  ’twill  hold. 

And  in  all  dangers  prove  itself  true  gold. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  iMTcrdinc,  La -Poop,  Mallkorn , und 
Servant. 

Serv.  I will  acquaint  my  lady  with  your 
Please  you  repose  yourself  here.  [coming. 

MuL  There’s  a tester; 

Nay,  now  1 am  a wooer,  I must  be  bountiful. 


both. 


[not 

fetain 


34  Or  such  like  rescue.]  The  old  folio  reads, 

or  such  like  rescued. 

The  late  editions  have  made  it  tolerable  sense,  though  I believe  it  a wrong  conjecture,  the 
more  natural  and  more  spirited  reading  may  be  given  without  changing  a letter,  only  by  dif- 
ferent points — I read, 

or  such  like ; rescued  f Slight 

I would  have  hired,  &c.  Seward. 

35  Have  hired  acrocheture.]  The  true  word  here  not  being  understood,  is  printed  wrong 
in  all  the  editions,  it  should  be  a chrochetcur , i.  e.  a porter.  Seward. 
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Serv.  If  you  would  have  two  three-pences 
for  it,  sir, 

To  give  some  of  your  kindred  as  you  ride, 

I'll  see  if  I can  get  them  ; we  use  not 
(llio’  servants)  to  take  bribes.  [ Exit. 

Lav.  Then  thou'rt  unfit 
To  be  in  office,  either  in  court  or  city. 

ia-P.  Indeed  corruption  is  a tree  whose 
branches  [every  where, 

Are  of  an  unmeasurable  length  ; they  spread 
And  the  dew  that  drops  from  thence  hath  in- 
Some  chairs  and  stools  of  authority,  [fected 
Alai.  Ah,  captain, 

Lay  not  all  the  fault  upon  officers;  [action, 
You  know  you  can  shark,  tho’  you  bo  out  of 
Witness  Montague ! 

Lav.  Hang  him  ! he’s  safe  enough  : 

You  had  a hand  lift  too,  and  have  gain’d  by 
But  1 wonder  you  citizens,  that  keep  [him. 
So  many  books,  and  take  such  strict  accounts 
For  every  farthing  due  to  you  from  others, 
Reserve  not  so  much  as  a memorandum 
For  the  courtesies  you  receive. 

Alai.  Would  you  have 
A citizen  book  those  ? Thankfulness  is 
A thing  we  are  not  sworn  to  in  our  indentures; 
You  may  as  well  urge  conscience. 

Lav,  Talk 

No  more  of  such  vanities  ! Montague 
Is  irrecoverably  sunk : I would  [snake 

We  hail  twenty  more  to  send  after  him.  The 
That  would  he  u dragon,  and  have  wings, 
must  eat; 

Ami  what  implicth  that,  but  this,  that  in 
This  cannibal  age,  lie  that  would  have 
The  suit  of  wealth,  must  not  care  whom  he 
feeds  on  ? 

And,  as  I’ve  heard,  no  flesh  battens  better 
Than  that  of  a professed  friend : and  lie 
That  would  mouut  to  honour,  must  not  make 
dainty  [father, 

To  use  the  bend  of  his  mother,  back  of  his 
Or  neck  of  his  brother,  for  ladders  to  his  pre- 
ferment : [most  part, 

For  but  observe,  and  you  shall  tmd  for  th* 
Cunning  Villainy  sit  at  a feast  as  principal 
guest,  [servant  j 

And  innocent  Honesty  wait  as  a cou team’d 
With  a trencher. 

La-P.  The  ladies. 

Enter  Alonlngue , Lamira , Duchess , Char- 
lotteftind  Veranuntr. 

J\Iont.  Do  you  smell  nothing? 

Chari.  Not  1,  sir.  [in  my  nostrils. 

Mont.  The  carrion  of  knaves  is  very  strong 
Lav.  We  came  to  admire ; and  find  Fame 
was  a niggard, 


533 

Which  we  thought  prodigal  in  your  report16, 
Before  we  saw  you. 

Lam.  Tush,  sir  ! this  courtship's  old. 
La-P.  Ill  light  for  thee,  sweet  wench; 

This  is  iny  tongue,  and  wooes  for  me. 

Lam.  Good  u,au  of  war,  [siege. 

Hands  off!  If  you  take  me,  it  must  be  by 
Not  by  an  onset:  and  for  your  valour,  I 
Think  1 have  deserved  few  enemies. 

And  therefore  need  it  not. 

Alai.  Thou  need'st  nothing,  sweet  lady. 

But  an  ob:tfquious  husbaud  ; and  where  wilt 
thou  find  him, 

If  noti*  th’city?  We  arc  true  Muscovites 
To  our  wives,  and  are  ne’er  better  pleas’d 
than  when  [have  me  ! 

They  use  us  as  slaves,  bridle  and  saddle  us : 
Thou  shalt  command  all  my  wealth  as  thine 
own ; [and 

Thou  shall  sit  like  a queen  in  my  warehouse; 
My  factors,  at  the  return  with  my  ships,  shall 
pay  thee 

Tribute  of  all  the  rarities  of  the  earth: 

Thou  shalt  wear  gold,  feed  on  dedicates;  the 
first  [shall— 

Peascods,  strawberries,  grapes,  cherries, 
Lam.  Be  mine : I apprehend  what  you 
would  suv.  . [tor. 

Those  dainties,  which  the  city  pays  so  dear 
Tiie  country  yields  for  nothing,  and  as  early; 
And,  credit  me,  your  far-fet17  viands  please 
not 

My  appetite  better  than  those  that  are  near 
hand.  [tion 

Then,  for  your. promis’d  service  and  subjec- 
To  all  my  humours  when  I am  your  wife, 
(Which,  as  it  seems,  is  frequent  in  the  city) 

I cannot  find  what  pleasure  they  receive 
In  using  their  fond  husbands  like  their  maids: 
But,  of  tins,  more  hereafter!  I accept 
Your  prorfer  kindly,  and  yours:  my  house 
stands  open 

To  entertain  you;  take  your  pleasure  in  it, 
And  ease  alter  your  journey!  . 

Duck.  Do  you  note 
The  boldness  of  the  fellows? 

Lam.  Alas,  madam  ! 

A virgin  must  in  this  be  like  a lawyer  ; 

And  as  he  takes  all  fees,  she  must  hear  all 
suitors ; 

The  one  for  gain,  the  other  for  her  mirth : 

Stay  with  the  gentlemen ! we’ll  to  theorchards. 

[J txe.  Lnmhrtiy  Duchess , Vcr.  and  Charlotte . 
Im-P.  Zounds!  wlmt  art  thou  ? 

J Mont.  Ail  honest  man,  tho’  poor : 

And  look  they  like  to  monsters  ? are  they  so 
Lav.  Rose  from  the  dead ? [rare? 

Alai.  Do  you  hear,  monsieur  Serviteur  ? 


36  Which  we  thought  prodigal  in  our  report.]  Former  editions.  Mr.  Sympson  concurred 
in  the  correction.  Seuurd. 

37  JRur-fet.]  Seward  alters  fet  to  fctclid  ; but  Jet  is  right ; it  was  the  language  of  the 

times.  So,  in  Roger  Ascham’s  Works,  p.  13,  4 And  therefore,  agaynst  a desperate  evill  be- 
* gan  to  seeke  for  a desperate  remedie  ; which  was  fet  from  Rome,  a shop  always  open  to 
‘ any  mischief,  as  you  shall  perceive  in  these  few  leaves,  if  you  marke  them  well.  R. 

YOE.  III.  4 B Didst 
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Didst  thou  never  henr  of  one  Montague, 

A prodigal  gull,  that  liveth  about  Paris  ? 
Mont.  So,  sir  ! [estate 

Lav.  One  that,  after  the  loss  of  his  main 
In  law-suit,  bought  an  office  in  the  court  ? 
La-P . And  should  have  letters  of  mart,  to 
have  [dies  ? 

The  Spanish  treasure  as  it  came  from  the  In- 
Were  not  thou  and  he  twins  ? Put  off  thy  hat ; 
Let  me  see  thy  forehead. 

Mont.  Though  you  take  privilege 
To  use  your  tongues,  I pray  you  hold  your 
fingers ! 

TV  as  your  base  coz’nage  made  me  as  I am  ; 
And,  were  you  somewhere  else, I would  take 
off 

This  proud  film  from  your  eyes,  that  will  not 
Knuw  I am  Montague.  [let  you 

Enter  Lamira  behind  the  arras . 

Jjim . I’ll  observe  this  better. 

Lux.  And  art  thou  he?  Ml  do  thee  grace; 
give  ine  [course: 

Thy  hand  ! I’m  glad  thou  hast  ta'en  so  good  a 
Serve  God,  and  please  thy  mistress ; if  I 
prove 

To  be  thy  master,  as  Fm  very  likely, 

1 will  do  for  tlwe. 

Mai.  Faith,  the  fellow  [doubt 

Is  well  made  for  a servingman,  and  will  no 
Carry  a chine  ofbeef  with  a good  grace. 
La-P.  Prithee  be  careful  of  me  in  my 
chamber  : 

I will  remember  thee  at  my  departure. 

Mont.  All  this  1 can  eudure  under  this 
roof; 

And  so  much  owe  I her,  whose  now  I am, 
That  no  wrong  shall  incense  me  to  molest 
Her  quiet  house.  While  you  continue  here, 
I will  not  be  asham'd  to  do  you  service 
More  than  to  her,  because  such  is  her  plea- 
sure. 

But  you  that  have  broke  thrice,  and  fourteen 
times 

Compounded  for  two  shillings  in  the  pound, 
Know  J dare  kick  you  in  your  shop  ! Do  you 
If  ever  1 see  Paris,  tho’  an  army  [hear? 
Of  musty  murrions37,  rusty  brown  bills  and 
dubs,  [tricks. 

Stand  for  your  guard — I have  heard  of  your 
And  you  that  smell  of  amber  at  my  charge, 
Aud  triumph  in  your  cheat — well,  I may  live 
To  meet  thee ! be  it  among  a troop  of  such 
'I  hat  are  upon  the  fair  face  of  the  court 
Like  running  ulcers,  and  before  thy  whore, 

*1  ramplc  upon  thee  ! 

Im-P.  This  a language  for 
A iivery?  Take  heed  ; I am  a captain. 


Mont.  A coxcomb,  are  you  not  ? That 
thou  and  I,  [now 

To  give  proof  which  of  us  dares  most,  were 
In  midst  of  a rough  sea,  upon  a piece 
Of  a split  ship,  w here  only  one  might  ride, 

I would [player. 

But  foolish  anger  makes  me  talk  like  a 
[Lamira  from  the  arrux. 
Jam.  Indeed  you  act  a part  doth  ill  be- 
come you. 

My  servant1* ; is  this  your  duty? 

Mont.  1 crave  your  pardon, 

And  will  hereafter  be  more  circumspect. 

Lav.  Oh,  the  power  of  a woman’s  tongue! 
It  hath  done  [undertake ; 

More  than  we  three  with  our  swords  durst 
Put  a madman  to  silence. 

Lam.  Why,  sirrah,  these 
Arc  none  of  your  comrades,  to  drink  with  ia 
the  cellar  ; 

One  of  them,  for  aught  you  know,  may  live 
To  be  your  master. 

Jm-P.  There  is  some  comfort  yet. 

Lam.  Here’s  choice  of  three:  a wealthy 
Mul.  Hem  ! [merchant — 

She's  taken  ; she  hath  spied  my  good  calf. 
And  many  ladies  cliuse  their  husbands  by 
that. 

Lam.  A courtier  that's  in  grace;  a valiant 
captain ; [gone  J 

And  are  these  mates  for  you?  Away,  be- 
Mont.  I humbly  pray  you  will  be  pleas’d 
to  pardon  ! 

And,  to  give  satisfaction  to  you,  madam, 
(Altho'  I break  my  heart)  I will  confess 
That  I have  wrong’d  them  too,  aud  make 
submission. 

Lam.  No;  I’ll  spare  that.  Go,  bid  the 
cook  haste  supper.  [Exit  Mont. 

1m- P.  Oh,  brave  lady,  thou’rt  worthy  to 
have  servants,  [bow 

To  be  command ress  of  a family,  that  know’st 
To  use  and  govern  it. 

Iuit.  You  shall  have  many  mistresses 
That  will  so  mistake  as  to  take 
Tlieir  horse-keepers  and  footmen  instead  of 
Thou  art  none  of  those.  [their  husbands; 

Mat.  But  she  that  can  make  [gallants. 
Distinction  of  men,  and  know  s when  she  hath 
And  fellows  of  rank  and  quality  in  her  house — 
Lam.  Gallant*  indeed,  ifl  be  the  gallants' 
fashion 

To  triumph  in  the  miseries  of  a man, 

Of  which  they  are  the  cause  ! one  that  trans- 
cends [done) 

(In  spite  of  all  that  fortune  hath,  or  can  be, 
A million  of  such  things  as  you  ! — My  doors 
Stand  open  to  receive  all  such  as  wear 


37  Of  musty  imnrions,  &c.]  So  in  Pliilaster,  vol.  i. 

We  are  thy  myrmidons,  thy  guard,  thy  roarers ! 
And  when  thy  noble  body  is  in  durance, 

Thus  do  wc  clap  our  musty  murrions  on, 

And  trace  the  streets  in  terror.  R. 

31  Doth  ill  become  you,  my  seriml.]  Seward  expunges  yon. 
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Act3.  Scene  I.] 


The  shape  of  gentlemen ; and  my  gentlier 
nature 

(I  might  say  weaker)  weighs  not  the  expence 
Of  entertainment : think  you  I’ll  forget  yet 
What’s  due  unto  myself  ? do  not  I know, 
That  you  liave  dealt  wi*  poor  Mon  tague, but  like 
Needy  commanders,  cheating  citizens, 

And  peijur'd  courtiers?  I am  much  mov’d, 
else  use  not 

To  say  so  much  : if  you  will  bear  yourselves 
A s fits  such  you  would  make  me  think  you  are, 
You  may  stay;  if  not,  tlie  way  lies  before 
you.  [Exit. 

Mai . What  think  you  of  this,  captain  ? 
La-P.  That  this  is 

A bawdy-house,  with  pinnacles  and  turrets. 
In  which  this  disguis’d  Montague  goes  to  rut 
gratis  ; 

And  that  this  is  a landed  pandress,  ami  makes 
Her  house  a brothel  for  charity. 

Mai.  Come,  that’s  no  miracle; 

But  from  whence  derive  you  the  supposition? 
Lav.  Observe  but  th’circurastance19 ! You 
all  know, 

That  in  the  height  of  Montnguc’s  prosperity, 
He  did  atfect,  and  had  his  love  return’d  by 
This  lady  Orleans  : since  her  divorcement. 
And  his  decay  of  estate40,  ’tis  known  they’ve 
met ; 

Not  so  much  as  his  boy  but  is  wanting  ; and 
that  Ui is 

Can  be  any  thing  else  than  a mere  plot  for 
Their  night-work,  is  above  my  imagination 
To  conceive. 

Mai.  Nay,  it  carries  probability: 

Let’s  observe  it  better;  but  yet  wi’  such 
caution, 

As  our  prying  be  not  discover’d!  here’s  all 
things 

To  be  had  without  cost,  and  therefore 
Good  staying  here. 

La-P.  Nay,  that  is  true  ; I would 
We  might  wooe  her  twenty  years,  like  Pene- 
lope’s suitors. 

Come,  Laverdinc ! [Exeunt  Mai. and  La-P. 

Lav.  I follow  instantly.— 

Yonder  he  is.  The  thought  of  this  boy 


Enter  Ver amour. 

Hath  much  cool'd  my  affection  to  his  lady ; 
And  by  all  conjectures  this  is  a disguis’d 
whore: 

I’ll  t ry  if  I can  search  tins  mine. — Page ! 

Vcr.  Your  pleasure,  sir  ? 

I a iv.  Thou  art  a pretty  boy. 

Ver.  And  you  a brave  man : 

Now  I am  out  of  your  debt. 

Lav.  Nay,  prithee  stay  ! 

Ver.  I am  in  haste,  sir. 

Lav.  By  the  faith  of  a courtier — 

Ver.  Take  heed  what  ye  say  ! you’ve  taken 
a strange  oath.  [pleas’d  me  better  : 

Lav.  1 have  not  seen  a youth  that  hath 
I would  thou  couldst  like  me,  so  far  as  to  leave 
Thy  lady  and  wait  on  me!  I would  maintain 

I’tli’  bravest  cloaths [thee 

Vcr.  Tho’  you  took  them  up 
On  trust,  or  bought 'em  at  the  broker’s? 

lav.  Or  any  way.  [cleanly— 

Then  thy  employments  should  be  so  neat  and 
Thou  shouldst  not  touch  a pair  of  pautablcs 
In  a month ; and  thy  lodging — 

Ver.  Should  be  in  a brothel. 

Lav.  No;  but  in  mine  arms. 

Ver.  That  may  be 

The  circle  of  a hawdy-house,  or  worse. 

Lav.  I mean  thou  shouldst  lie  with  me. 
Ver.  Lie  with  you?  [never 

I had  rather  He  with  my  lady’s  monkey ! ’twas 
good  world,  since  our  French  lords  team'd 
f the  Neapolitans,  to  make  their  pages 
Their  bedfellows ; it  doth  more  hurt  to  thv 
suburb  ladies,  [time,  sir. 

Than  twenty  dead  vacations.  ’Tis  supper- 
Lav.  I thought  so  ! 

I know  by  that  ’tis  a woman  ; for  because 
Pemdveuture  sbe  hath  made  trial  of  the  mon- 
key, 

She  prefers  him  before  me,  as  one  unknown : 
well, 

These  are  strange  creatures4',  and  liave 
strange  desires; 

And  men  must  use  strange  means  to  quench 
strange  fires.  [Exit. 

ACT 


39  The  circumstance.]  Seward  reads,  the  circumstances. 

40  It  is  known  they  have  met , not  so  much  as  his  lnty  but  is  cranfing.]  Here  again  the  text, 
as  hitherto  printed,  would  by  no  means  run  into  any  sort  of  measure,  and  the  sense  is  almost 
as  much  injured.  Striking  out  but  will  do  but  little,  for  there  waut  some  words  to  connect 
the  two  sentences ; the  first  evidently  relating  to  the  meeting  of  lady  Orleans  and  Mon 
tague  in  Paris ; and  the  second  to  their  being  at  Lamira’s  country-seat.  The  words  that 
first  occurred,  as  absolutely  nccessnry  to  the  sense,  perfectly  suited  the  measure,  and  made 
the  whole  speech  run  very  easily  into  it.  I rend,  therefore, 

— 'tis  known  they’ve  met : 

And  here  they  are  together , not  so  much  as 
His  boy  is  wautiug. Seward. 

We  think  the  old  text  may  very  probably  and  aptly  signify, 4 *Tis  known  theiive.  met , met 
€ alone,  his  very  boy  absent : and  this  must  be  a plot  for  their  intrigue.’  The  old  text  also  is 
here  as  reducible  to  measure,  as  many  other  parts  of  the  play. 

41  These  are  standing  creatures , and  have  strange  desires  ; 

And  men  must  use  strange  means  to  quench  strange  fires.]  The  old  folio  had  printed  this 
as  prose;  the  late  editors  found  out  that  these  two  lines  rhymed,  and  therefore  should  be 
» 4 B 2 printed 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  T. 

Enter  Montague  uionc , in  mean  habit. 
Mont.  "VTOW,  Montague!  who  discerns 
thy  spirit  now,  [cloud 

Thv  breeding,  or  thy  blood?  here’s  a poor 
E-  lipscth  all  tin' splendor  : who  can  read 
In  thy  pale  lace,  dead  eye,  or  lenten  suit, 

The  liberty  thy  ever-giving  hand 
Hath  bought  /or  others,  manacling  itself. 

In  gyves  of  parchment  indissoluble  ? [means. 
The  greatest-hearted  man,  supplied  with 
Nobility  of  birth,  and  gentlest  parts, 

Ay42,  tho*  the  right-hand  of  his  sovereign, 

If  Virtue  quit  her  seat  in  his  high  soul, 
Glitters  but  like  a palace  set  on  lire, 

Whose  glory  whilst  it  shines  hut  ruins  him  ; 
Anri  his  bright  show,  each  hour  to  ashes* 
tending, 

Shall  at  the  last  be  rak’d  up  like  a sparkle. 
Unless  men's  lives  and  fortunes  feed  the  flame. 
Not  for  my  own  wants  tho’,  blame  I my  stars. 
But  suffering  others  to  cast  love  on  me, 
When  I can  neither  take,  nor  thankful  be: 
IWv  lady’s  woman,  fair  and  virtuous, 

Young  as  the  present  month,  solicits  me 
For  love  and  marriage;  now,  being  nothing 
worth — 

Enter  Ver amour. 

Ver.  Oli,  master ! 1 have  sought  you  a long 
hour : 

Good  faith,  I never  joy’d  out  of  your  sight! 
For  Heav’u’a  sake,  sir,  he  merry,  or  else  bear 
The  buffets  of  your  fortunes  with  more  scorn ! 
Do  but  begin  to  rail ; teach  me  the  way, 

And  I’ll  sit  down,  and  help  your  anger  forth. 
I've  known  you  wear  a suit  full  worth  a lord- 
ship; 

Give  to  a man,  whose  need  ne’er  frighted 
you  [crowns, 

From  calling  of  him  friend , five  hundred 
Ere  sleep  had  left  your  senses  to  consider 
Your  own  important  present  uses:  yet, 
Sim?,  1 have  seen  you  with  a trencher  wait, 
Void  of  all  scorn;  therefore  I’ll  wait  on  you. 
Mont.  ’Would  Ileav’n  thou  wert  less  ho- 
Frr.  ’Would  to  Heav’n  [nest ! 

You  were  less  worthy  ! I am  cv’n  wi’  yc,  sir. 
Mont.  Is  not  tiiy  master  strangely  fallen, 
w hen  thou 

Serv’st  lor  no  wages,  but  for  charity  ? 


Thou  dost  surcharge  me  with  thy  plenteous 
love ; - 

The  goodness  of  thy  virtue  shewn  to  me. 

More  opens  still  my  disability 

To  quit  thy  pains:  credit  me,  loving  boy, 

A free  and  honest  nature  may  be  oppress'd, 
Tir'd  with  courtesies  from  a liberal  spirit. 
When  they  exceed  his  means. of  gratitude. 

Ver.  But  ’tis  a due  in  him  thal,to  tlmt  end, 
Extends  his  love  of  duty. 

Mont.  Little  world 

Of  virtue,  why  dost  love  and  follow  me? 

Ver.  I will  follow  you  thro’ all  countries45 ; 
I’ll  run  (fast  as  [ can)  by  your  horse-side, 

I'll  hold  your  stirrup  when  you  do  alight. 
And  without  grudging  wait  ’till  you  return  : 

I will  quit  offer'd  means,  and  expose  myself 
To  colt  -nd  hunger,  still  to  be  with  you  ; 
Fcur1  * I’ll  travel  through  a wilderness; 
Anri  when  you're  weary,  1 will  lay  me  down, 
That  in  my  bosom  you  may  rest  your  head  ; 
Where,  whilst  you  sleep,  i'll  watch,  that  no 
wild  beast 

Shall  hurt  or  trouble  you ; and  thus  we’ll  breed 
A story  to  make  every  hearer  weep,  [loves. 
When  they  discourse  our  fortunes  and  our 
Mont.  Ob,  w hat  a scoff  might  meu  of  w o- 
men make, 

If  they  did  know  this  boy! — But  my  desire 
Is,  that  thou  wouldst  not  (as  thou  usest  still, 
When,  like  a servant,  I ’roong servants  sit) 
Wait  on  my  trencher,  fill  my  cups  with  wine: 
Why  shoulrist  thou  do  this,  boy  ? prithee, 
1 am  not  w lint  I was.  [consider, 

Ver.  Curs’d  be  the  clay  § 

When  I forget  that  Montague  was  my  lord, 
Or  not  remember  him  my  master  still ! 
Mont.  Rather  curse  me,  with  whom  thy 
youth  hath  spent 

So  many  hours,  and  yet  untnught  to  live 
By  any  worldly  quality. 

Ver.  Indeed, 

You  never  taught  me  howr  to  handle  card?. 
To  client  and  cozen  men  with  oaths  and  lies ; 
Those  n^e  the  worldly  qualities  to  live : 
Some  of  our  scarlet  gallants  teach  their  boys 
These  worldly  qualities.  [thus, 

Since  stumbling  Fortune  then  leaves  Virtue 
Let  me  leave  Fortune,  ere  be  vicious  ! 
Mont.  Oh,  lad,  thy  love  will  kill  me  ! 

Ver.  In  truth, 

I think  in  conscience  I shall  die  for  you. 


printed  as  verse,  hut  they  did  not  observe,  that  there  was  a corrupt  word  in  the  first  line, 
equally  injurious  both  to  sense  and  measure,  for  what  is  standing  creatures  ¥ We  most  in- 
disputably read, 

strange  creatures Srnord. 

4,1  I though,  $e.]  Folios.  Seward,  Yea  though. 

41  I wtUj'oUotDf  ifC.  Ihere  is  great  resemblance  in  this  scene  to  Fhilastcr  and  Bellario- 

Good 
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Good  master,  weep  not!  do  you  want  aught, 
sir? 

Will  vou  haveany  money?  here’s  some  silver, 
And  here’s  a little  gold  ; ’twill  serve  to  play, 
And  put  more  troublesome  thoughts  out  ol' 
your  mind : 

I pray,  sir,  take  it!  I’ll  get  more  with  singing, 
And  then  I’ll  bring  it  you : my  lady  ga’t  me  ; 
And,  by  my  soul,  it  was  not  covetousness, 
But  I forgot  to  tell  you  sooner  on’t. 

Mont.  Alas,  boy,  thou’rt  not  bound  to 
tell  it  me, 

And  less  to  give  it;  buy  thee  scarfs  and  garters ! 
And  when  I’ve  money,  I will  give  thee  a sword: 
Nature  made  thee  a beauteous  cabinet. 

To  lock  up  all  tlie  goodness  of  the  earth. 

Enter  Charlotte . 

Ter.  I’ve  lost  ray  voice  with  the  very 
sight  of 

This  gentlewoman ! Good  sir,  steal  away ! you 
Were  wont  to  be  a curious  avoider 
Of  women’s  company. 

Mont.  Why,  l>oy,  thou  dar’st  trust  me 
Any  where,  d ir’st  thou  noa? 

Ver  I’d  rather  trust  you  by 
A roaring  lion,  than  a ravening  woman. 
Mont.  Why,  boy?  [flesh. 

Ver.  Why,  truly,  she  devours  more  man’s 
Mont.  Ay,  but  she  ronrs  not,  boy? 

4 Ver.  No,  sir?  why  she 
Is  never  silent  hut  when  her  mouth  is  full. 
Chari.  Monsieur  Montague! 

Mont.  My  sweet  fellow!  since 
You  please  to  call  me  so. 

Ver.  Ah,  my  conscience,  she 
Would  be  pleas’d  well  cuough  to  call  you 
bed>feilow. 

Oil,  master,  do  not  hold  her  by  the  hand  so! 
A woman  is  a lime-bush,  that  catcheth  all 
%She  toucheth. 

Churl.  I do  most  dangerously  suspect 
This  boy  to  be  a wench:  art  thou  not  one? 
Come  hither,  let  me  feel  thee. 

Ver.  With  all  my  heart. 

Chari.  Why  dost  thou  pull  oft' thy  glove? 
Ver.  Why,  to  feel  whether 
You  be  a boy,  or  no. 

Chari.  Fy,  boy!  go  to! 

I’ll  not  look  your  head,  nor  comb  your  locks 
Any  more,  if  you  talk  thus. 

Ver.  Why,  I’ll  sing  to  you 
No  more  then. 

Chari.  Fy  npon’t,  how  sad  you  are! 

A young  gentleman  that  was  the  very  sun  of 
Mont.  But  I’m  [France — 

In  the  eclipse  now. 


SbT 

Chari.  Suffer  himself  to  be  oVr-ron  with 
A lethargy  of  melancholy  and  discontent! 
Rouze  up  thy  spirit,  man,  and  shake  it  ofts 
A noble  soul  is  like  a ship  at  sen, 

1 hat  sleeps  at  anchor  when  the  ocean’s  calm; 
But  when  she  rages,  and  the  wind  blows  high, 
lie  cuts  his  way  with  skill  and  majesty. 

I would  turn  a fool,  or  poet,  or  any  thing, 
Or  marry,  to  make  you  merry  : prithee  let's 
walk ! — 

Good  Venunour,  leave  thy  master  and  mtf; 
I’ve  earnest  business  with  him. 

Ver.  Pray  do  you  leave 
My  master  and  me!  we  were  very  merry 
before  you  came. 

lie  does  not  covet  women’s  company: 

What  have  you  to  do  with  him?  Come,  sir, 
will  you  go  ? 

And  I’ll  sing  to  you  again.  I’faith,  his  mind 
Is  stronger  than  to  credit  women’s  vows, 
And  too  pure  to  he  capable  of  their  loves. 
Chari.  The  boy  is  jealous.  Sweet  lad, 
leave  us ! my  lady  [there  i« 

Call’d  for  you,  1 swear:  that’s  a good  child! 
A piece  of  gold  for  thee ; go,  buy  a feather! 
Ver.  There’s  two  pieces  for  you ; do  you 
go  and  buy  one. 

Or  what  you  will,  or  nothing,  so  you  go! 

Nay  then,  I see  you’d  have  tne  go,  sir!  why, 
I’faith  I will,  now  I perceive  you  love  her 
Better  than  you  do  me:  but,  Heaven  bless  you* 
Whatever  you  do,  or  intend,  I know  you  are 
A very  Honest  Man!  [Exit. 

Chari.  Still  shall  I wooe  thee,  whilst  thy 
ears  reply 

I cannot,  or  I will  not  marry  thee ? 

Why  hast  thou  drawn  the  blood  out  of  my 
checks, 

And  given  a quicker  motion  to  my  heart? 
Oh,  thou  hast  bred  a fever  in  my  veins, 

Call’d  Love,  which  no  physician  can  cure! 
Have  mercy  on  a maid,  whose  simple  youth— 
Mont.  How  your  example,  fairest,  teacheth 
me 

A ceremonious  idolatry!  [ Kneels* 

By  all  the  joy*  of  love,  I love  thee  better 
Than  I or  any  man  can  tell  another! 

And  will  express 4J  the  mercy  which  thou 
crav’st ; ✓ 

I will  forbear  to  marry  thee.  Consider, 
Thou’rt  Nature’s  heir  in  feature,  and  thy 
parents’ 

In  fair  inheritances:  rise  with  these  thoughts. 
And  look  on  me ; but  with  a woman's  eye  : 

A decay’d  fellow,  void  of  means  and  spirit. 
Churl.  Of  spirit? 

Mont.  Yes;  could  I else  tamely  live44. 


41  And  will  express.  1 Seward  reads,  And  to  express. 

44  Of  spirit? 

Yes,  could  1 tamely  /ire.]  The  syllable  wanting  here  to  the  measure  is  equally  *dvan« 
tageous  to  the  sense.  1 there  tore  read, 

Yes,  could  1 else  tamely  live,  &c. 

The  sentiments  of  the  next  speech  deserve  to  hare  been  plac’d  to  a more  conspicuous  cImh 
ratter  than  a lady’s  woman.  fkwQrd, 

Forgcfc 
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Forget  my  father's  blood,  wait,  and  make  legs, 
Stain  my  best  breeches  with  the  servile  drops 
That  fan  from  others'  draughts? 

Otari.  This  vizard  wherewith  thou  wouldst 
hide  thy  spirit 

Is  ^ erspective,  to  shew  it  plainlier : 

Tms  undervalue  of  thy  life,  is  but  [speaks 
Because  I should  not  buy  thee.  What  more 
Greatness  of  man  thnn  valiant  patience, 
That  shrinks  not  under  his  fate's  strongest 
strokes? 

These  Roman  deaths,  as  falling  on  a sword, 
Opening  of  veins,  with  poison  quenching 
thirst, 

Which  we  erroneously  do  stile  the  deeds 
Of  the  heroic  and  magnanimous  man, 

Was  dead-ey’d  Cowardice,  and  white-cheek'd 
Fear ; 

Who  doubting  tyranny,  and  fainting  under 
Fortune’s  false  lottery,  desperately  run 
To  death,  for  dread  of  death ; that  soul's 
most  stout, 

That,  bearing  all  mischance,  dares  last  it  out. 
W dl  you  perform  your  word,  and  marry  me, 
When  I shall  call  you  to't? 

Enter  Longueville , rcith  a Hiding-Rod. 

Mont.  I’faith,  I will. 

Chari.  Who's  this  alights  here? 

Long.  With  leave,  fair  creature, 

Arc  you  the  lady-mistress  of  the  house? 
Chari.  Her  servant,  sir. 

Long.  I pray  then  favour  me. 

To  inform  your  lady,  and  duke  Orleans’ wife, 
A business  of  import  awaits  'em  here, 

Ami  craves  for  speedy  answer. 

Chari.  Are  yon  in  post,  sir? 

Long.  No;  I'm  in  sattin,  lady; 

I would  you  would  be  in  post. 

CharL  I will  return,  sweet.  [JBjiV. 

Long.  Honest  friend,  do  you  belong  to 
the  house? — I pray 
Be  cover'd. 

Mont.  Yes,  sir,  I do. 

Long.  Ha!  dream’st  thou,  Longueville? 
fcure  it  is  not  he ! — Sir,  1 should  know  you. 
Mont.  So  should  I you,  but  that  t am 
asbam'd : [ville, 

But,  tho’  thou  know'st  me,  prithee,  Longue- 
Mock  not  iny  poverty!  rray  remember 
yourself : 

Shews  it  not  strangely  for  thy  cloaths  to  stand 
Without  a hat  to  mine?  Mock  me  no  more. 

Long.  The  pox  embroider  me  all  over,  sir, 
If  ever  I began  to  mock  you  yet. 

The  plague  upon  me,  why  should  I wear  velvet 
And  silver  lace?  'Sdearh,  I will  tear  it  off. 
Mont.  Why,  madman  ? 

Long.  Put  on  my  hat?  Yes,  [head, 

When  I'm  bang'd  I will ! I could  break  my 
For  holding  eyes  chat  knew  not  you  at  first! 


[Act  4.  Scene  I, 

But,  time  and  fortune,  run  your  courses  with 
him  ; [most  hate41 1 

He’ll  laugh  and  scorn  you,  when  you  shew 

Enter  Lam\ra%  Duchess,  Laverdine , La-Poop , 
Mallicorn , Verumour , and  Charlotte . 

Lam.  You’re  a fair  monsieur. 

Long.  Do  you  mock  me,  lady  ? 

I jam.  Your  business,  sir,  1 mean. 

Duch.  Regard  yourself. 

Good  monsieur  Longueville!  ' 

Lam.  You  are 

Too  negligent  of  yourself  and  place;  cover 
Your  head,  sweet  monsieur! 

Jjong.  Mistake  me  not,  fair  ladies; 

Tis  not  to  you,  nor  you,  that  I stand  bare. 
Lav . Nay,  sweet  dear  monsieur,  let  it  not 
be  to  us  then! 

La-P.  A pox  of  compliment! 

Mai.  And  pox  of  manners!  [do't. 

Pray  hide  your  head ; your  gallants  use  to 
Long.  And  you  your  foreheads!  Whj, 
you  needful  accessary  rascals, 

That  cannot  live  without  your  mutual 
knaveries, 

More  than  a bawd,  a pandar,  or  a whore, 
From  one  another,  how  dare  you  suspect 
That  I stand  bare  to  you?  What  make  yoa 
here  ? 

Shift  your  house,  lady,  of  ’em ; fur  I know  'em; 
They  come  to  steal  your  napkins,  and  your 
spoous : 

Look  to  your  silver  bodkin,  gentlewoman, 
*Tis  a dead  utensil ; and,  page,  beware  your 
pockets ! 

My  reverence  is  unto  this  man,  my  master ; 
Whom  you,  with  proiestutious  and  oatlis. 

As  high  as  Heav’n,  as  deep  as  hell,  w hich 
would 

Deceive  the  wisest  man  of  honest  nature, 
Have  cozen'd  and  abus’d  : but,  I may  meet 
And  beat  you  one  with  th’ other!  [you, 
Mont.  Peace!  no  more! 

Long.  Not  a word,  sir. 

Lav.  I’m  something  thick  of  hearing ; 
What  said  he? 

La-P.  I hear  him,  but  regain!  him  not. 
Mai.  Nor  I ; I’m  never  angry  fasting. 
Long.  My  love 

Keeps  back  my  duty.  Noblest  lady,  if 
Husband  or  brother  merit  love  from  you. 
Prevent  their  dangers!  this  hour  brings  to  trial 
Their  hereto-sleeping  hates:  by  this  time, 
each 

Within  a yard  is  of  the  other's  heart; 

And  met  to  prove  their  causes  and  their  spirits 
With  their  impartial  swords’  poiuts:  haste 
and  save, 

Or  never  meet  them  more,  but  at  the  grave ! 
Duch.  Oh,  my  distracted  heart ! that  my 
wreck'd  honour 


45  He'll  laugh  and  storm  you.]  How  easily  scor  n was  altered  to  storm  by  a mistake  of 
the  printer ; but  1k>w  much  a properer  word  scorn  is  in  the  place,  every  reader  will  see, 
tho'  storm  has  hitherto  run  thro’  all  the  former  editions,  iknard. 

Should 
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Should  for  a brother’s,  or  a husband’s  life. 
Thro’  thy  undoing,  die! 

Lam.  Amiens  engag'd  ? 

If  be  miscarry,  all  my  hopes  and  joys, 

I now  confess  it  loudly,  are  undone : 

Carocb,  and  haste!  one  minute  may  betray 
A life  more  worth  than  all  time  can  repay. 

[ Exeunt  Ladies  and  Mont. 
Mai.  Humph!  monsieur  Laverdine  pur- 
sues this  boy 

Extremely.  Cfcptain,  what  will  you  do  ? 

La-P.  Any  thing  [captain, 

But  follow  to  this  land-service : I’m  a sea- 
You  know,  and  to  offer  to  part  ’em,  without 
We  could  do’t  like  watermen  with  long  staves, 
A quarter  of  a mile  off,  might  he  dangerous. 
Alai.  Why  then,  let  us  retire  and  pray 
for  ’em ! 

I am  resolv’d  to  stop  here ; your  intent46  ? 
Abu*’d  more  than  we  have  been  we  can’t  be, 
Without  they  fall  to  flat  beating  on’s. 

[Exeunt  Mai.  and  La-P. 
Lav.  And  that  were 
Unkindly  done,  i’faith. 

Ver.  Curse  ine,  but  you’re 
The  troublesomest  ass  that  e’er  I met  with ! 
Retire!  you  smell  like  a woman’s  chamber, 
That’s  newly  up,  before  sbe’ve  pinch'd  her 
In  with  her  cloaths.  [vapours 

Lav.  I will  haunt  thee  like 
Thv  grandame’s  ghost ; thou  shalt  ne’er  rest 
for  me ! [secret  from  you  : 

Ver.  Well,  I perceive  ’tis  vain  to  conceal  a 
Believe  it,  sir,  indeed  I am  a woman. 

Lav . Why,  la!  I knew  it;  this  prophetical 
tongue 

Of  mine  never  fail’d  me : my  mother 
Was  half  a witch;  ne’er  any  thing  that  she 
Forespake  but  came  to  pass.  A woman ! how 
happy 

Ami!  Now  we  may  lawfully  come  together, 
Without  fear  of  banging!  Sweet  wench,  be 
gracious! 

In  honourable  sort  I wooe,  no  otherwise. 
Ver.  Faith,  the  truth  is,  I’ve  lov’d  youlong — 
Lav.  See,  see ! 

Ver.  But  durst  not  open  it. 

Lav.  By  Heaven,  I think  so47!  [test, 
Ver.  But,  briefly,  w hen  you  bring  it  to  the 
If  there  be  not  one  gentleman  in  this  house 
W ill  challen ge  m ore  i n t’rest  in  me  t hanyou  can, 
I am  at  your  disposure.  [Exit, 

Imv.  Oh,  Fortunatus, 

I envy  thee  not  for  cap,  or  pouch ! this  day 
I’ll  prove  my  fortune, 

In  which  your  lady  doth  elect  her  husband, 
Who  will  be  Amiens;  ’twill  save  my  wedding- 
dinner. 

Pauvrc  La-Poop  and  Mallicorn!  If  all  fail, 

I will  turn  citizen : a beauteous  wife 
Is  the  horn-book  to  the  richest  tradesman’s 
life.  [Kr  cunt. 


Enter  Dubois,  Orleans,  Longueville,  Amiens, 
two  Lac  quiet , a Page  with  two  Pistols. 

Dubois.  Here’s  a good  even  piece  of 
Will  you  fix  here?  [ground,  my  lords: 

Orl.  Yes;  any  where. — Lacquey, 

Take  off  my  spurs!— Upon  a bridge,  a rail 
But  my  sword’s  breadth,  upon  a battlement. 
I’ll  fight  this  quarrel ! 

Dubois.  O'  tin*  ropes,  my  lord  ? 

Or/.  Upon  a line. 

Dubois.  So  all  our  country  duels 
Are  carried,  like  a firework  on  a thread. 

Orl.  Go,  now ; stny  with  the  horses ! And, 
do  you  hear? 

Upon  your  lives,  till  some  of  us  come  to  you. 
Dare  not  to  look  this  way ! 

Dubois.  Except  you  see 
Strangers  or  others,  that  by  chance  or  purpose 
Are  like  to  interrupt  us. 

Orl.  Then  give  warning.  [is  so  small. 
Long.  Who  takes  a swo.  d ? The  advantage 
As  he  that  doubts  hath  the  free  leave  to  cliuse. 
Orl.  Come,  give  me  any,  and  search  me : 
’tis  not  [make 

The  ground,  weapon,  or  seconds,  that  can 
Odds  in  those  fatal  trials,  but  the  cause. 

Ami.  Most  true ; and,  but  it  is  no  time  to 
wish 

When  men  are  come  te  do,  I would  desire 
The  cause  ’twixt  us  were  other  than  it  is; 
But  where  the  right  is,  there  prevail  our 
swords! 

And  if  my  sister  have  out-liv’d  her  honour, 

I do  not  pray  1 may  out-livc  her  shaine. 

OrL  Your  sister,  Amiens,  is  a whore,  at 
once ! [before. 

Ami.  You  oft  have  spoke  that  sense  to  me 
But  never  in  this  language,  Orleans ; [you 
And  when  you  spoke  it  fair,  and  first,  I told 
That  it  was  possible  you  might  be  abus’d : 
But  now  since  you  forget  your  manners,  you 
shall  find, 

If  I transgress  my  custom,  you  do  lie! 

And  are  a villain!  which  I had  rather  yet 
My  sword  had  prov’d,  than  I been  forc'd  to 
speak.—  [haughtily 

Nay,  give  us  leave !— And  since  you  staud  so 
And  highly  on  your  cause,  let  you  and  I, 
Without  engaging  these  two  gentlemen, 
Singly  determine  it ! 

Long.  My  lord,  you’ll  pardon  us! 

Dubois.  1 trust  your  lordships 
Mayn’t  do  us  that  affront. 

Ami.  As  how  ? 

Dubois.  We  kiss  [hero 

Your  lordship’s  hand,  and  come  to  serve  you 
With  swords. 

Long.  My  lord,  we  understand  our- 
selves. 

Dubois.  We’ve  had  the  honour  to  be  call’d 


46  7 am  resolv'd  to  stop  your  intent .]  Amended  by  Seward. 

47  I think  ip. ] Seward  reads,  I thought  so. 
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[Act  Scene  1. 


The  business,  and  wo  must  not  quit  it 
On  terms. 

Ami.  Not  terms  of  reason  ? 

Lung.  N o ; 

No  reason  for  the  quitting  of  our  calling. 
Dubois.  True ; 

If  1 he  call'd  to’t,  I must  ask  no  reason. 

hmg.  N or  hear  none  neither,  which  is  less  : 
It  is  a favour,  if  my  throat  be  cut, 

Your  lordship  docs  me;  which  I never  can, 
[A  noise  uii/iin,  crying , Down  with  your 
swords ! 

Nor  must  have  hope  how  to  requite. — What 

noise  ? 

"What  cry  is  that?  My  lord,  upon  your  guard  ! 
Some  treachery  is  afoot. 

Enter  Duchess,  Lamira , and  Montague. 

Duch.  Oh,  here,  they  are  I 
My  lord — Dear  lodv,  help  me  ! help  me  all ! 
I have  so  woeful  interest  in  both, 

I know  not  whicltto  fear  for  most;  and  yet 
I must  prefer  my  lord.  Dear  brother, 

You  are  too  understanding,  and  Loo  noble. 
To  Le offended  when  I know  my  duty, 

Tin/  scarce  my  tears  will  let  me  see  to  do  it. 
Orl.  Out,  loathed  strumpet ! 

Duch.  Oh,  my  dearest  lord, 

If  words  could  on  me  cast  the  name  of  whore, 
I then  were  worthy  to  he  loathed  : but, 
Know  your  unkiudness  cannot  make  me 
wicked  ; [me. 

And  therefore  should  less  use  that  power  upon 
Orl.  Was  tills  your  art,  to  have  these  ac- 
tors come,  [man  ! 

To  make  this  interlude?  Withdraw,  cold 
And,  if  thy  spirit  be  not  frozen  up, 

Give  me  one  stroke  yet  at  thee  for  my  ven- 
geance ! 

Ami.  Thou  shalt  have  strokes,  and  strokes, 
thou  glorious  man47, 

"Till  thou  breulh'st  thinner  air  tlian  that  thou 
talk’st. 

him.  My  Lord  ! count  Amiens ! 

Duch.  Princely  husbaud  ! 

Orl.  Whore ! [that  I had 

hum.  You  wrong  her,  impudent  lord  ! Oh, 
The  bulk  of  those  dull  men  ! look  how  they 
stand. 

And  no  mau  will  revenge  an  innocent  lady  ! 
Ami.  You  hinder  it,  madam. 

Lam . I would  hinder  you  ; 

Is  there  none  else  to  kill  him  ? 

Duch.  Kill  him,  umdam  ? [pent, 

Have  you  learn VI  that  bad  language?  Oh,  re- 
And  be  the  motive  rather  bqth  kill  me48. 

Orl.  Then  die,  my  infamy  ! 

Mont.  Hold,  bloody  man! 

Orl.  Art  thou  there,  basilisk  ? 


Mont.  To  strike  thee  dead,  [hand. 

But  that  thy  fate  deserves  some  weighter 
Dubois.  Sweet  my  lord  ! 

Orl.  Oh,  here’s  a plot ! [tress 

You  bring  your  champions  with  you  ! theudub 
With  the  adulterer!  Out,  howling — 

Dubois.  Good  my  lord  ! [lady, 

Orl.  Are  you  her  grace’s  couutenancer, 
The  receiver  to  the  poor  v icious  couple  ? 
Dubois.  Sweet  ray  lord  ! [false  fellow, 
Orl.  Sweet  rascaf,  didst  thou  not  tell  me, 
This  Montague  here  was  murder’d  l 
Dubois.  I did  so; 

But  he  was  falser,  and  a worthless  lord, 

Like  thy  foul  self,  that  would  have  had  it  sc. 
Long.  Orleans, ’tis  true ; and  shall  be  prov’d 
upon  thee.  [wicked  nature, 

Mont.  Thy  malice,  duke,  and  tins  thy 
Are  all  as  visible  us  thou;  but  I, 

Bom  to  contemn  thy  injuries,  do  know, 

That  tho*  thy  greatness  may  corrupt  a jury, 
And  make  a judge  afraid,  and  carry  out 
A world  of  evils  with  thy  title,  yet 
Thou  art  not  quiet  at  home;  thou  bcar’st 
about  thee  [thee  too. 

That  that  doth  charge  thee,  and  condemn 
The  thing  that  grieves  me  more,  and  doth  in- 
deed [ness 

Displease  me,  is,  to  think  that  so  much  Base- 
Stands  here  to  have  encounter’d  so  much 
honour.  [spake. 

Pardon  me,  my  lord,  what  late  my  passioa 
When  you  provok’d  my  innocence  ! 

Orl.  Yes,  do  ! 

Oh,  flattery  becomes  him  better  tlian 
The  suit  he  wears;  give  him  a new  one, 
Ami.  Orleans,  [Amiens! 

*Tis  here  no  time  nor  place  to  jest  or  rail 
Poorly  with  you  ; but  I will  find  a time  to 
Whisper  you  forth  to  this,  or  some  fit  place. 
As  shall  not  hold  a second  interruption. 
Mont.  I hope  your  lordship’s  houour  and 
your  life 

Are  destin'd  unto  higher  hazards;  this 
Is  of  a meaner  arm. 

Dubois.  Yes,  faith,  or  none.  [sword : 
Long.  He  is  not  fit  to  fall  by  an  honest 
A prince,  and  lie? 

Dubois.  And  slander?  and  hire  men 
To  publish  the  false  rumours  he  hath  made  ? 
• jAmg.  And  stick  ’em  on  his  friends  and 
innocents  ? [their  fames  ? 

Dubois.  And  practise ’gainst  their  lives  after 
Long.  In  men  that  are  the  mailer  of  ail 
lewdness,  [strous ! 

Bawds,  thieves,  and  cheaters,  it  were  mon- 
Dubois.  But  in  a man  of  blood  how  more 
Ami.  Can  this  be?  [conspicuous! 

Duch.  Tlrey  do  slander  him. 


47  G/orinus  ,*]  i.  e.  Vain,  proud , in  the  sense  of  the  French  glorieux. 

48  slitd  he  the  motive , rather  both  kill  we,-]  i.  e.  And  rather  persuade  them  both  to  kill  me. 
The  expression,  for  want  of  that  being  inserted,  is  so  obscure,  that  the  former  editors  did 
not  understand  it,  and  therefore  added  a comma,  which  utterly  deprived  it  of  all  meaning. 

Sevard. 

Orl . 
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Act  4.  Scene  1.] 

Orl.  Ilang  them,  a pair  of  railing  hangbies! 
Long.  How!  Stand,  Orleans ! stay!  Give 
me  my  pistols,  boy ! 

Hinder  me  not!  by  Heavens,  I will  kill  him  ! 
Duch.  Oh,  stay  his  fury ! 

Ami.  Longueville,  my  triend  ! [kind, 
Lons.  N ot  tor  inysel t‘,  my  lord,  but  for  man* 
And  all  that  have  an  interest  to  virtue, 

Or  title  unto  innocence. 

Ami.  Why,  hear  me! 

Long.  For  Jftstice’  sake — 

Ami.  That  cannot  be. 

Long.  To.  punish 

. His  wife’s,  your  honour’s,  and  my  lord’s 
wrongs  here, 

Whom  I must  ever  call  so;  for  your  loves, 

1 swear,  I’ll  sacrifice— 

Ami.  Lougueville, 

I did  not  think  you  a murderer  before. 

Long.  I care  not  what  you  thought  me ! 
Amt.  Bv  Heaven,  if  thou  attempt 
His  life,  thy  own  is  forfeit ! 

Afont.  Foolish  frantick  man, 

The  murder  will  be  of  us,  not  him. 

Duch.  Oh,  Hcav'n ! would  not  take 

Afont.  We  could  have  kill  d him,  but  we 
The  justice  out  of  Fate’s — Singe  but 
A lmir  of  him,  thou  diest ! 

Ixmg.  No  matter.  [SAoofs. 

Ami.  Villain ! 

Dubois.  My  lord,  your  sister’s  slain . 

Ami.  Biancha! 

Mont.  Oh,  hapless  and  most  wretched 
chance  ! 

Lam.  Stand’st  thou 

Looking  upon  the  mischief  thou  hast  made? 
Thou  godless  man,  feeding  thy  bloodshot-eves 
With  the  red  spectacle,  and  art  not  turn’d 
To  stone  with  horror?  Hence,  and  take  the 
Of  thy  Mack  infamy,  to  carry  thee  [wings 
Beyond  the  shoot  of  looks,  or  sound  of  curses, 
Which  will  pursue  thee49  till  thou  hast  out-  j 
All  hut  thy  guilt.  [lied 

Orl.  Oh,  wish  it  oft'  again  ; for  I am  crack'd 
Under  the  burden,  and  my  heart  will  break. 
How  heavy  guilt  is,  when  men  come  to  feet ! 
If  you  could  know  the  mountain  I sustain 


With  horrors°,  you  would  each  take  off  your 
part. 

And  more,  to  ease  me.  I can’t  staud!  forgive 
W here  l have  wrong'd,  I pray ! 

Ami.  Look  to  him,  Montague.  [well. 
Long.  My  lords  and  gentleineu,  the  lady’s 
But  for  fear;  unless  that  have  shot  her; 

I have  the  worst  of  it,  that  needs  would  ven- 
ture 

Upon  ti  trick  had  like  to  ha’  cost  iny  guts. 
Look  to  her ! she’ll  be  well : it  was  hut  po  wder 
l charg’d  with,  thinking  that  a guilty  man 
Would  have  been  frighted  soouer;  but  I’m  glad 
He’s  come  at  last. 

Lam.  How  is  Biancha?  Well? 

Ami.  Lives  she  ? See ! Sister ! Doth  she 

breathe51  ? [breathy 

Duch.  Ob,  gentlemen,  think  you  1 can 

That  ain  restored  to  the  hateful  sense 
Of  feeling  in  me  my  dear  husband’s  death? 
Of,  no,  1 live  not : life  was  that  I left, 

And  what  you  have  call’d  me  to  is  death 
indeed : 

I cannot  weep  so  fast  as  he  doth  bleed  ! 
Dubois.  Pardon  me,  madam ; he  is  welL 
Duch.  11a ! my  husband  ? [shame 

Orl.  I cannot  speak  whether  my  joy  or 
Be  greater;  hut  £ thank  the  Heav’ns  for  both. 
Oh,  look  not  black  upon  me,  nil  my  friends! 
To  whom  I will  be  reconcil’d,  or  grow 
Unto  this  earth,  till  1 have  wept  a trench 
That  shall  be  great  enough  to  be  my  grave; 
And  I will  think  them  too  most  manly 
If  they  do  move  your  pities.  It  is  true, 

Man  should  do  nothing  that  lie  should  repeat; 
But  if  he  have,  and  say  that  he  is  sorry. 

It  is  a worse  fault  if  he  be  not  truly. 

Dim.  My  lord,  sucu  sorrow  cannot  be  sus- 
pected : [bauds. 

Here,  take  your  honour’d  wife,  and  joiu  your 
•She  hath  married  you  again! 

And,  gentlemen,  I do  invite  you  all 
This  night  to  take  my  house ; where,  on  the 
morrow, 

To  heighten  more  the  reconciling  feast. 

I’ll  make  myself  a husband  and  a guest. 

[Exeunt, 


49  Which  will  pursue  thee  still : 

Thou  hast  out  fled , »$-rJ  Amended  by  Seward. 

50  ■ » The  mountain  l sustain 

With  horror , you  would  each,  4 c]  Seward  reads, 

-The  mountain  I sustain 

Of  horror,  &c. 

51  Lam.  How  is  Biancha?  well? 

Ami.  Lives  she  ? See  sister,  doth  she  breathe?]  Seward  reads 
Lam.  IIow  is  Biancha?  well 
Lives  she  ? See — 

Ami.  Sister — she  doth  breathe. 


vox.  nr. 


4C  f 
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[Act  5.  Scene  I. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Montague  and  Charlotte. 

Chari.  TA^ELL,  now,  I’m  sure  you're  mine. 

* * Mont.  I’m  sure  I'm  glad 
I've  one  to  own  then:  you  will  hud  me  honest, 
As  these  days  go,  enough;  poor  without 
question, 

Which  beggars  hold  a virtue;  give  me  meat, 
And  I shall  do  my  work,  else  knock  my  shoes 
And  turn  me  out  again.  [off, 

Chari.  You  arc  n merry  fellow. 

Mont.  1 have  no  great  cause. 

Chari.  Yes,  thy  love  to  ine. 

Mont.  That’s  a9  we  make  our  game. 

Churl.  Why,  you  repent  then  ? [be; 
Mont.  Faith,  no;  worse  than  I am  I cannot 
Much  better  I expect  not:  I shall  love  you, 
And,  when  you  bid  me  go  to  bed,  obey. 

Lie  still  or  move,  as  you  shall  minister  ; 

Keep  a four-nobles  nag,  and  a Jack- Merlin51, 
Learn  to  love  ale,  and  play  at  two-hand  Irish ; 
And  there’s  then  all  I aim  at. 

Churl.  Nay,  sweet  fellow, 

I’ll  make  it  something  better. 

Mont.  If  you  do, 

You'll  make  me  worse  : 

Now  I am  poor,  and  willing  to  do  well, 

Hold  me  in  that  course!  of  all  the  king’s 
creatures,  [me! 

I hate  his  coin : keep  me  from  tlmt,  and  save 
For  if  you  chance,  out  of  your  housewifery, 
To  save  a hundred  pound  or  two51,  bestow  it 
In  pluiub-broth  ere  I know  it;  else  I take  it. 
Seek  outa  hundred  men  that  waut  this  money, 
Share  it  among  'era,  they'll  cry  noble  Mon- 
And  so  I stand  again  at  livery  ! [tugue  ! 
Churl.  You’ve  pretty  fancies,  sir;  but,  mar- 
ried once, 

This  charity  will  fall  home  to  yourself. 

Mont.  I would  it  would ! I am  afraid  my 
looseness  [work  on 

Is  yet  scarce  stopt,  tho'  it  have  nought  to 
But  the  mere  air  of  what  I have  had. 

Churl.  Pretty ! [marry  ine  ; 

Mont.  I wonder,  sweetheart,  why  you'll 
I can  see  nothing  in  myself  deserves  it, 
Unless  the  handsome  wearing  of  a band, 

For  that's  my  stock  now,  or  a pair  of  garters, 
Necessity  will  not  let  me  lose. 

Chari.  I see,  sir,  [band, 

A great  deal  more;  a handsome  man,  a hus- 
To  make  a right  good  woman  truly  happy. 


Mont.  I/ml,  where  are  my  eyes  ? Either 
you  are  foolish, 

As  wenches  once  a year  are,  or  far  worse. 
Extremely  virtuous:  can  you  love  a poor  man 
That  relies  on  cold  meat,  and  cast  stockings. 
One  only  suit  to  his  back,  which  uow  is 
mewing,  [Tristram? 

But  what  will  lie  the  next  coat  will  pose 
It  1 should  levy  from  my  friends  a fortune, 

I could  not  raise  ten  groats  to  pay  the  priest 

now.  [money 

Chari.  I'll  do  that  duty:  'tis  not  means  nor 
Makes  me  pursue  your  love;  were  your  mind 
I would  ne’er  love  you.  [bankrupt. 

Enter  1/imira. 

Mont.  Peace,  wench  ! here’s  my  lady. 
Lam.  Nay,  never  shrink  i’th'  wetting,  for 
my  presence  ! 

D'ye  hnd  her  willing,  Montague  ? 

Mont.  Willing,  madam  ? [f  know 

Lam.  How  dainty  you  make  of  it ! Do  not 
You  two  love  one  uuotiier  ? 

Mont.  Certain,  madam,  # 

I think  ye’ve  revelations  of  these  matters  : 
Yourladyslup  cannot  tell  me  when  I kiss’d  her. 
Jjjtn.  But  she  can,  sir. 

Alonl.  But  she  will  not,  madam  ; 

For  when  they  talk  once,  'tis  like  fairy-money, 
They  get  no  more  close  kisses. 

Lam.  Thou  art  wanton. 

Mont.  Heav’n  knows  I need  not;  yet  I 
would  be  lusty; 

But, by  mysoul,my  provenderscarce  pricks  me. 

ham.  It  shall  be  mended,  Montague:  I’m 
You're  grown  so  merry.  [glad 

Mont.  So  am  1 too,  madam. 

Lum.  You  two  will  make  a pretty  handsome 
consort. 

Mont.  Yes,  madam,  if  my  fiddle  fail  me  not. 
Lum.  Your  fuldle!  why  your  fiddle?  I 
warrant,  thou  uiean'st  madly.  [love  ! 

Mont.  Can  you  blame  me  f Alas,  I ain  iu 
Chari.  'Tis  very  well,  sir! 

Lam.  How  long  have  you  been  thus  ? 
Mont.  How?  thus  in  love? 

Lam.  You're  very  quick,  sir!  No; 

I mean  thus  pleasant. 

Mont.  E’er  since  I was  poor.  [then  ? 
Lam.  A little  wealth  would  change  you, 
Mont.  Yes,  lady, 

Into  another  suit,  but  uever  more 
Into  another  man ; I’ll  bar  that  mainly. 


51  Keep  a four-noble*  nugy  and  a Jack 

Merling ;]  i.  e.  Turn  lalk’ncr,  a Merlin , being  a species  of  hawk.  The  measure  was  ail 
confus’d  in  tl»e  former  editions.  Seward. 

The  first  folio  reads,  black  Merling. 

To  leave  a hundred  pound.]  So  former  editions. 

The 
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The  wealth  I get  henceforward  shall  be 
charm'd 

For  ever  hurting  me ; I’ll  spend  it  fasting. 
As  I live,  noble  lady,  there  is  nothing, 

I've  found,  directly  cures  the  melancholy. 
But  want  and  wedlock:  when  I had  store  of 
money,  [wise, 

I siiuper’il  sometime,  and  spoke  wondrous 
But  never  laugh’d  out*right;  now  I am  empty, 
My  heart  sounds  like  a bell,  and  strikes  at 
both  sides. 

Lam.  You’re  finely  temper’d,  Montague. 
Mont . Pardon,  lady, 

If  any  way  my  free  mirth  have  offended  ! 
’Twas  meant  to  please  you;  if  it  prove  too 
saucy, 

Give  it  a frown,  and  I am  ever  silenc’d. 

I Mm.  I like  it  passing  well;  pray  follow  it ! 
This  is  my  duyot  choice,  and  shall  be  your’s 
too ; 

Twere  pity  to  delay  you.  Call  to  the  stew  ard. 
And  tell  him  ’tis  my  pleasure  he  shou Id  give  you 
Five  hundred  crowns;  make  yourself  hand- 
some, Montague ; . [dit : 

Let  none  wear  better  cloaths;  ’tisforrny  cre- 
But  pray  be  merry  still ! 

Mont.  If  I be  not. 

And  make  a fool  of  twice  as  many  hundreds, 
Clap  me  in  canvas,  lady ! [Exeunt. 

Enter  La- Poop,  J/tttrdini.  and  Mallicorn. 
Lux.  I’m  strangely  glad  I’ve  found  the 
mystery 

Of  this  disguis’d  boy  out ; I ever  trusted 
It  was  a woman,  and  how  happily 
J’ve  found  it  so ! and  for  myself,  I’m  sure, 
One  tliat  would  offer  me  a thousand  pound 

DOW 

( And  that’s  a pretty  sum  to  make  one  stagger) 
In  ready  gold  for  this  concealment,  could  not 
Buy  my  hope  of  her.  She’s  a dainty  wench, 
And  such  a one  I Hud  I want  extremely, 

To  bring  me  into  credit:  beauty  does  it. 
Mai.  Say  we  should  all  meacli  here53, and 
stay  the  least  now,  [kuaves  ; 

What  can  the  worst  be  ? We  have  play’d  the 
That's  without  question. 

La-P.  True ; and,  as  I take  it,  [and 
This  is  the  first  truth  we  told  these  ten  years, 
For  any  tiling  I know,  may  lie  the  last: 

But,  grant  we’re  knaves,  both  bast  and  bcast- 
Mal.  Say  so  then.  [ly  knaves — 

Imv.  Well. 

La-P.  And  likewise 
Let  it  be  consider’d,  we  have  wronged, 

And  most  maliciously,  this  gentlewoman 
W e cast  to  stay  with,  what  must  we  expect 
now  ? [pect  good  eating. 

Mai.  Ay,  there’s  the  point;  we  would ex- 
La-P.  1 know  we  would,  but  we  may  find 
good  heating.  [soul, 

Lav.  You  say  true,  gentlemen ; and  by  my 


563 

Tho’  I love  meat  as  well  as  any  man, 

I care  not  what  he  be,  if  a beat  a Coil’s 
name54,  [palate. 

Such  crab-sauce  to  my  meat  will  turn  iny 
Mat.  There’s  all  the  hazard ; for  the  frozen 
Montague  ^ [him, 

IIus  now  got  spring  again  and  warmth  in 
And,  without  doubt,  dares  beat  us  terribly. 
For,  not  to  mince  the  matter,  we  are  cowards, 
And  have,  and  shall  he  beaten,  when  men 
To  call  us  into  cudgeling.  [please 

U-P.  I feel 

We’re  very  prone  that  way. 

Jmv.  '1  he  sons  of  Adam.  [question; 

Im-P.  Now,  here  then  rests  the  state  o’th’ 
Whether  we  yield  our  bodies  for  a dinner 
To  a sound  dog-whip  (for,  I promise  ye, 

If  men  be  given  to  correction. 

We  can  expect  no  less),  or  quietly 
Take  a hard  egg  or  two,  and  ten  mile  hence 
Bait  in  a ditch?  this  we  may  do  securely; 
For,  to  stay  hereabout  will  be  all  one. 

If  once  our  moral  mischiefs  come  in  memory. 
Mai.  But,  pray  ye  hear  me  : is  not  this 
the  day 

The  virgin  lady  doth  elect  her  husband  ? 

Imv.  The  dinner  is  to  that  end. 

Mai.  Very  well  then;  Twhipping, 

Say  we  all  stay,  and  say  we  all  scape  this 
And  be  well  entertain’d,  and  nuc  of  us 
Carry  the  lady ! 

J.a-P.  Tis  a seemly  saying, 

I must  confess;  but  if  we  stay,  how  fitly 
We  may  apply  it  to  ourselves  (i’th’  end) 

Will  ask  a Christian  fear:  I cannot  see, 

If  I say  true,  vvliat  special  ornaments 
Of  art  or  nature  (lay  aside  our  lying, 
Whoring  and  drinking,  which  arc  no  great 
virtues) 

We  are  endued  withal,  to  win  this  lady. 

Mai.  Yet  women  go  not  by  the  best  parts 
That  1 have  found  directly.  [ever; 

Lav.  Why  should  we  fear  then? 

They  chuse  nieu  as  they  feed : sometimes 
they  settle  [gallant, 

Upon  a white-broth’d  face,  a sweet  smooth 
And  him  they  make  an  end  of  in  a night; 
Sometimes  a goose;  sometimes  a grosser  meat, 
A rump  of  beef,  will  serve ’em  at  some  season, 
And  fill  their  bellies  too,  tho*  without  doubt 
They’re  great  devourers ; stock-fish  is  a dish, 
If  it  be  well  dress’d,  for  the  toughness’  sake 
Will  make  the  proudest  of ’em  long  and  leap 
for’t ; [starve. 

They’ll  run  mad  for  a pudding,  ere  they’ll 
La-P.  For  my  own  part,  1 care  not,  come 
what  can  come; 

If  I be  wliipt,  why  so  be  it ! if  cudgell’d, 

I hope  I shall  out-live  it:  I am  sure  [so, 
’Tis  not  the  hundredth  time  I have  been  serv’d 
And  yet,  I thunk  Heav’n,  Fin  here. 

MaL  Here’s  resolution ! 
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51  Mcuch .]  See  note  55  on  the  Scornful  Lady.  The  word  is  variously  spelt. 

34  If  a eat  a God's  name.]  The  sense  requires  us  to  read,  If  a beat  a God’s  name. 
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Lc-P.  A little  patience,  and  a rotten 
apple,  [s*r  ? 

Cores  twenty  worse  diseases:  what  say  yon, 
Luv.  Marry,  1 say,  sir,  it  I had  been  ac- 
quainted [been, 

With  lamming55  in  my  youth,  as  you  have 
With  whipping,  and  such  benefits  of  nature, 

I  should  do  better;  as  I am.  I’ll  venture : 
And  if  it  be  my  luck  to  have  the  lady, 
rilosc  my  fortune  modestly ; it  beaten, 

You  shall  not  bear  a word  ; one  I am  sure  of, 
And  if  the  worse  fall,  she  shall  be  my  physick. 
Let's  go  then,  and  a merry  w ind  be  with  us ! 
Mat.  Captain,  your  shoes  are  old;  pray 
put  c’tn  off, 

And  let  one  fling  ’em  after  us.  lie  bold,  sirs ; 
And  bowsoe'er  our  fortune  tails,  let  s bear 
An  equal  burden  ! if  there  be  an  odd  lash, 
Well  part  it  afterwards. 

J.a-P.  I’m  arm’d  at  all  points.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Jour  Servants,  tiilh  u Banquet. 

1 Sere.  Then  my  lady  will  have  a bedfel- 
low to-night  ? [arm-full 

2 Serv.  bo  she  says : Heav’n,  what  a dainty 
Shall  he  enjoy,  that  has  the  launching  of  her! 
W hat  a tight  she  will  make  ! 

3 Serv.  Av,  marry,  boys,  [grappling  ! 
There  will  he  sport  indeed ! there  will  be 
She  has  a murderer  lies  in  her  prow, 

lam  afraid  will  fright  his  maiu-innst,  Robin. 

4 Serv.  Who  dost  thou  think  shall  have 
her,  of  thy  conscience? 

Thou  art  a wise  man. 

3 Serv.  If  she  go  the  old  way, 

The  way  oflot,  the  longest  cut  sweeps  all 
Without  question. 

t Serv.  She  has  lost  a friend  of  me  else. 
What  think  ye  of  the  courtier? 

5 Serv.  Hang  him,  hedge-hog ! [phuos57, 
H’lias  nothing  in  him  but  u piece  ot  Eu- 
And  twenty  dozen  of  twelvepenny  ribband, 

nil 

About  him;  he  is  but  one  pedlar’s  shop 
Of  gloves  and  garters,  pick-teeth  and  po- 
mander. 

3 Serv.  The  courtier!  marry,  God  bless 
her,  Steven,  she  is  not 
Mad  yet;  she  knows  that  trindle-tail  too  well; 
He’s  crest-fallen,  and  pin-buttock’d,  with 
leaping  laundresses. 


[Act  5.  Scene  1. 

4 Serv.  The  merchant?  sure  she  will  not 
To  have  him.  [be  so  base 

1 Serv.  I hope  so  ; Robin,  lie’ll  sell  us  all 
To  th'Moors  to  makeinunmiy.  Nor  the  cap- 
tain ? 

4 Serv.  Who?  potgun?  that’s  a sweet 
Will  he  stay,  think  ye?  [youth, indeed! 

3 Serv.  ^es,  w ithout  question, 

And  have  halt  din’d  too  ere  the  grace  be  done. 
He’s  good  for  nothing  in  the  world  but  eating, 
Lying  and  sleeping;  what  other  men  devour 
In  drink  betakes  in  pottage  : they  say  h’has 
been 

At  sea  ; a herring-fishing,  for  without  doubt 
He  dares  not  hail  an  eel-boat,  i’th’  way  of \var. 

2 Serv.  I think  so  ; they  would  beat  him 
off  with  butter. 

3 Serv.  When  he  brings  in  a prize,  unless 
it  l»e 

Cockles,  or  Calais  sand  to  scour  with, 

I’ll  renounce  ray  five  mark  a-year, 

And  all  the  hidden  art  I have  m carving, 

To  teach  young  birds  to  whistle  Wnlsing- 
ham5b : 

Leave  him  to  the  lime-boats!  Now,  what 
Of  the  brave  Amiens?  [think  you 

1 Serv.  That’s  a thought  indeed.  [feed 

2 Serv.  Ay,  marry,  there's  a person  tit  to 
Upon  a dish  so  dainty;  and  he’ll  do't, 

I warrant  him,  i’th'  nick,  boys;  h’has  a hotly 
World  without  end. 

4 Serv.  And  such  a one  my  lady 

Will  make  no  little  of.  But  is  not  Montague 
Married  to-day  ? 

3 Serv.  Yes,  faith,  honest  Montague 
Must  have  his  bout  loo. 

2 Serv.  He’s  as  good  a lad 

As  ever  turn’d  a trencher : must  we  leave 
him  ? 

3 Serv.  He’s  too  good  for  us,  Steven.  I’ll 
give  him  health 

To  his  good  luck  to-night  i’th*  old  beaker, 
And  it  shall  be  sack  too. 

4 .S'cri;.  I must  have  a garter; 

And,  boys,  1 have  bespoke  a posset ; some- 
body 

Shall  give. me  thanks  for’t ! ’t  has  a few  toys 
in’t 

Will  raise  commotions  in  a bed,  lad. 

1 Serv.  Away ! my  lady. 

[Exeunt. 
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55  Lamming  ;]  i.  e.  Beating.  * 

57  A piece  of  Euphues.]  Euphues,  or  the  Anatoms, / of  Wit,  w as  the  title  of  a romance  wrote 
l»v  Lilly,  author  of  several  plays  in  queen  Elizabeths  reign.  His  stile  was  stiff,  pedantic, 
and  affected,  but  was  in  such  vogue  that  Mr.  Blount,  who  published  six  of  his  plays,  says, 
that  Lilly’s  Euphues  and  his  England  taught  the  court  a new  language,  and  the  lady  who 
could  not  parU  Euphuism  was  as  little  regarded  as  she  that  now  therfe  speaks  not  > reach. 
Here  is  a banter  upon  the  court  for  this  practice  ; but  it  would  much  have  improved  it  if 
J Mverdtne  had  frequently  made  use  of  this  affected  stile,  and  Euphuism  had  made  part  of 
his  character  through  the  whole  play.  The  account  of  Lilly  is  taken  from  Mr.  Dodsley’* 
Preface  to  his  Collection  of  Old  Plays*  and  Mr.  Sympson  quotes  it  also  from  Langbain. 

Seaard. 

51  To  v ha  tic  Walsingham.]  Wahingham,  in  Norfolk,  a place  formerly  famous  for  tl»e  pil- 
grimages to  the  rood,  or  cross,  of  Our  Lady  there.  Ji. 

j Enter 
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Enter  Orleans  and  Duchess,  arm  in  arm, 
Amiens,  Latniru , Cfuirlulte  like  a bride , 
Montague  brave , Lavcrdine,  Longncvillc, 
Dubois,  Mullicom , and  La- Poop. 

Lam.  Seat  yourselves,  noble  lords  and 
gentlemen ; * 

You  know  your  places.  Many  royal  welcomes 
1 give  vour  grace!  Mow  lovely  shews  this 
change ! 

My  house  is  honour’d  in  this  reconcilement. 

Orl.  Thus,  madam,  must  you  do ; 

My  lady  now  shall  see  you  made  a woman, 
And  give  you  some  short  lessons  for  your 
voyage. 

Take  her  instructions,  lady;  she  knows  much. 
Lam.  This  becomes  you,  sir. 

Duch.  Mv  lord  must  have  his  will. 

Oil.  Tu  all  1 can  do  now,  sweetheart. 
Fair  lady, 

This  to  your  happy  choice ! —Brother  Amiens, 
You  are  the  mau  I mean  it  to. 

Ami.  I’ll  pledge  you. 

Oi  l.  And  with  my  heart. 

Ami.  With  all  ray  love  I take  it. 

Lum.  Noble  lords, 

I’m  proud  ye’ve  done  this  day  so  much  content, 
And  me  such  estimation,  that  this  hour 
(In  this  poor  house)  shall  be  a league  forever; 
l or  so  I know  ye  mean  it. 

Ami.  I do,  lady. 

Orl.  And  I,  ray  lord. 

Omnes.  You’ve  done  a work  of  honour. 
Ami.  Give  me  the  cup!  Where  this  health 
stops,  let  that  man 
Be  either  very  sick  or  very  simple  ; 

Or  I am  very  angry.  Sir,  to  you! 

Madam,  methinks  this  gentleman  might  sit  too; 
lie  would  become  the  best  on’s. 

Orl . Pray  sit  down,  sir : 

I know  die  lady  of  the  feast  expects  not 
This  day  so  much  old  custom. 

Lam.  Sit  down,  Montague! 

Nay,  never  blush  for  th*  matter. 

Mont.  Noble  madam, 

I have  two  reasons  ’gainst  it, and  I dare  not: 
Duty  to  you  first,  as  you  are  my  lady, 

And  I your  poorest  servant;  next,  the  custom 
Of  tiiis  day’s  ceremony. 


Lam.  As  you  are  ray  servant, 

I may  command  you  then  ? 

Mont.  To  my  life,  lady. 

Lam.  Sit  down,  and  here!  I’ll  have  it  so. 
Ami.  Sit  down,  man  ; 

Never  refuse  so  fair  a lady’s  offer. 

Mont.  It  is  your  pleasure,  madam,  not 
my  pride, 

And  I obey.  I’ll  pledge  you  now,  my  lord. 
Monsieur  Louguevillc! 

Long.  I thank  you,  sir. 

Mont.  'This  to  my  lady,  ' 

And  her  fair  choice  to-day,  and  happiness! 
Long.  Tis  a fair  health ; i’ll  pledge  you, 
tho’  I sink  for’t.  [I’ll  add 

Lam.  Montague, you  are  too  modest:  come, 
A little  more  wine  t’vou;  ’twill  make  you 
This  to  the  good  I wish  you ! [merry. 

Mont.  Honour’d  lady, 

I shall  forget  myself  with  this  great  bounty. 
Lam.  You  shall  not,  sir.  Give  him  some 
Ami.  By  Heuv’n,  [wine. 

You  are  a worthy  woman ; and  that  man 
Is  blest  can  come  near  such  a lady. 

Lum.  Such  u blessing 
Wet  weather  wishes59. 

Mont.  At  all!  I’ll  not  go 
A lip  less,  iny  lord. 

Orl.  Tis  well  cast,  sir. 

Mai.  If  Montague 

Get  more  wine,  we  are  like  to  hear  of  it, 
Jmv.  I do  not  like  lirnt  sitting  there. 

Mul.  Nor  I ; 

Methinks  he  looks  like  a judge. 

La-1*.  Now  have  1 

A kind  of  grudging  of  a beating  on  me; 

I fear  my  hot  tit. 

Mai . Drink  apace;  there’s  nothing 
Allays  a cudgel  like  it. 

Lam.  Montague,  now 

I’ll  put  my  choice  to  you : who  do  you  hold, 
In  all  this  honour’d  company,  a husband 
Fit  to  enjoy  thy  lady?  speak  directly. 

Mont.  Shall  I speak,  madam  ? 

Lam.  Montague,  you  shall. 

Mont.  Then,  as  I have  a soul,  I’ll  speak  ray 
conscience. 

Give  me  more  wine!  in  vino  veritas: 

Here’s  to  myself60,  and — 


59  Such  a blessing  vet  weather  washes.]  I believe  an  extreme  genteel  answer  of  Lamiras 
has  been  turned  into  absolute  nonsense  in  all  the  editions,  by  the  odd  connection  of  the 
printer’s  or  transcriber’s  ideas  between  vet  wculher  and  washing.  Instead  of  receiving 
Amiens  s compliment  in  the  sense  he  meant  it,  of  the  man  being  blest  who  should  come  near , 
s.  e.  marry  and  enjoy  lMmira;  she  answers,  a traveller  caught  in  a shower  of  rain  might 
indeed  wish  such  a blessing, ».  t.  of  coming  near  me,  as  I have  a warm  house  to  receive  him. 
Tis  the  great  excellency  of  poetry  to  express  this  so  concisely  by  personating  wet  weather , 
and  making  that  instead  of  the  traveller  be  the  wisher  of  this  blessing.  But  this  being  pro- 
bably above  the  transcriber’s  reach,  he  altered  it  into  the  uonsensicnl  reading  of  the  late 
text.  Much  the  greatest  part  of  this  scene,  as  well  as  die  greatest  part  of  the  play  in  gene- 
ral, was  either  printed  as  prose,  or  when  tlie  measure  was  attempted,  and  the  lines  ruuged 
ns  verse,  most  of  them  were  wrong.  Seward. 

6’J  Here's  to  myself,  and  Montague  have  a care.]  This  whole  line  has  been  hitherto  given 
to  Montague , not  sure  with  much  propriety.  It  is  much  more  so  to  make  Lamira  check 
him,  and  this  is  a reason  for  his  immediately  quitting  his  self-recommendation.  Seward. 

Lam. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  1« 

And  fill’d  the  high  grass  with  familiars, 

Fall’n  otT  to  footmen?  Prithee  tell  me  truly, 
(For  now  I know  thou  dar’st  not  lie)  cooldst 
thou  not 

Wish  thy  self  beaten  well  with  all  thy  heart  now. 
And  out  of  pain?  say  that*  I broke  a rib, 

Or  cut -thy  nose  off,  were't  not  merciful 
For  this  ambition  ? 

La-P.  Do  your  pleasure,  sir ; 

Beggars  must  not  be  cbtfcers. 

Orl.  lie  longs  for  beating. 

Afont.  But  that  I have  nobler  thoughts 
possess  my  soul,  [fish. 

Than  such  brown  biscuit,  such  a piece  of  dog-' 
Such  a most  rnangv  mackrel-eater  as  thou  art. 
That  dares  do  nothing  that  belongs  to  th‘sea 
But  spew  and  catch  rats,  and  fear  men  ot  war, 
Thu*  thou  hast  nothing  in  the  world  to  lose 
Aboard  thee,  but  one  piece  of  beef,  one 
m usq  net  [ barrel— 

Without  a cock  for  peace-sake,  and  a pi tc Il- 
l’ll tell  thee,  if  my  time  were  not  more 
precious 

Than  thus  to  lose  it,  I would  rattle  thee, 

It  may  be  beat  thee,  and  thy  pure  fellow, 
The  merchant  there  ol  catskins,  till  mv  words. 
Or  blows,  or  both,  made  ye  two  branded 
wretches  [too 

To  (ill  the  world  hereafter!  You  would  lain 
Venture  your  bills  of  lading  for  this  lady: 
What  would  you  give  now  for  her?  Some  five 
frail  [sir  ? 

Of  rotten  figs,  pood  Godson,  would  you  not. 
Or  a parrot  that  speaks  High-l)utch  ? Can 
all  thou  ever  saw  st 

Of  thine  own  fmughts  from  sea,  or  cozenage 
(At  which  thou  art  as  expert  as  the  devil;, 
Nay,  sell  thy  soul  for  wealth  too,  as  thou 
wilt  do, 

Forfeit  thy  friends,  and  raise  a mint  of  money, 
Make  thee  dream  all  these  double  could  pro- 
cure 

A kiss  from  this  good  lady?  Cans(  thou  hope 
She  would  lie  with  such  a nook  of  lieH  as 
thou  art,  [dog-holts! 

And  hatch  young  merchant-furies?  Oh,  ve 
That  fear  no  hell  but  Dunkirk,  I shall  see 
you 

Serve  in  a lousy  lime-boat,  ere  I die. 

For  mouldy  cheese,  and  butter  Billingsgate 
Would  not  endure,  orbring  in  rotten  pippins 
To  cure  blue  eyes,  and  swear  they  came 
from  China. 

jMtn.  Vex  ’em  no  more  * alas,  they  shake ! 
Afont.  Down  quickly  • 

Upon  your  marrow-bones, and  thank  this  lady; 

I would  not  leave  you  thus  else!  there  are 
blankets,  [still! 

And  such  delights  for  such  knaves : but  fear 
’Twill  be  revenge  enough  to  keep  yon  waking. 
Ye  have  no  mind  of  marriage,  ha’  ye  ? 

La-P  Surely  no  great  mind  now. 

61  Thy  credit  with  his  wife  cannot , <£c.]  First  folio  exhibits,  Thy  credit  which  is  worse 
eannotf  fyc. 

Mont. 
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Lam.  Montague*  have  a care! 

Speak  to  the  cause. 

Mont.  Yes,  madam. 

First,  I’ll  begin  to  thee! 

Lav.  Have  at  ns! 

La-P.  Now  for  a psalm  of  mercy! 

Aiont.  You,  good  monsieur, 

You  that  belie  the  noble  name  of  cotirtierf 
And  think  your  claim  good  here,  hold  up 
your  hand ! 

Your  worship  is  indicted  Ivere  for  a 
Vainglorious  fool — 

Lav.  Good!  oh,  sir! 

Mont.  For  one  whose  wit 
Lies  in  a ten-pound  waistcoat,  yet  not  warm. 
You’ve  rravell’d  like  a tidier  to  make  faces, 
And  brought  home  nothing  but  a case  of 
toothpicks. 

You  would  be  married,  and  no  less  than  ladies, 
And  of  the  best  sort,  can  serve  you!  Thou 
silk-worm, 

What  bast  thou  in  thee  to  deserve  this  woman? 
Name  but  the  poorest  piece  of  man,  good 
manners,  [hast  none ; 

There’s  nothing  sound  about  thee ; faith,  tli’ 
It  lies  pawn’d  at  thy  silk-man’s,  for  so  much 
lace 

Thy  credit  with  his  wife  cannot  redeem  it'51; 
Thy  cloaths  are  all  the  soul  thou  hast,  for  so 
Thou  sav’st  them  handsome  for  the  next 
great  tilting,  [christen’d 

Let  who  will  take  the  other;  thou  wert ne’er 
(Upon  my  conscience)  hut  in  barber’s  water; 
Thou  art  ne’er  out  o’  th*  bason,  thou  art  rotten. 
And,  if  thou  dar’st  tell  truth,  thou  wilt  con- 
— Thy  skin  ffessit; 

Looks  of  a chesnut  colour,  greazvd  with 
amber ; 

All  women  that  on  earth  do  dwell  thou  lov’st, 
Yet  none  that  understand  love  thee  again, 
But  those  that  love  tlie  spital.  Get  thee 
home, 

Poor  painted  butterfly!  thy  summer’s  past. 
Go,  sweat,  and  eat  dry  mutton ; thou  may’st 
live 

To  do  so  well  yet,  a bruis’d  chambermaid 
May  fall  upon  thee,  and  advance  thy  follies. 
You  have  your  senten.ee! — Now  it  follows, 
I treat  of  you.  [captain, 

La-P.  Pray  Heav’n  I may  deserve  it ! 

Orl.  Beshrew  my  heart,  he  speaks  plain. 
Ami.  That’s  plain  dealing. 

Aiont.  You  are  a rascal,  captain! 

1m- P.  A fine  calling. 

Afont.  A water-coward ! 

Ami.  He  w ould  make  a pretty  stuff. 

Afont.  May  l speak  freely,  madam  ? 

Lam.  Here’s  none  tics  you. 

Afont.  Why  shouldst  thou  dare  come 
hither  with  a thought 
To  find  a wife  here  fit  for  thee  ? are  all 
Thy  single-money  whores,  that  fed  on  carrots. 
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Act  5.  Scene  1.] 

Mont.  Nor  you? 

Mai.  Nor  I,  I take  it.  . 

Mont.  Two  eager  suitors! 

Lav.  Troth,  'tis  wondrous  hot; 

HeaVu  bless  us  from  him ! 

Lam.  You’ve  told  me,  Montague, 

Who  are  not  fit  to  have  me;  let  me  know 
The  man  you  would  point  out  for  me. 

Mont.  There  he  sits; 

Mv  lord  of  Amiens,  madam,  is  my  choice  : 
He’s  nohle  every  way,  iuid  worthy  u wife 
With  all  the  dowries  of — 

Ami.  Do  you  speak,  sir, 

Out  of  your  friendship  to  me  ? 

Mont.  Yes,  my  lord. 

And  out  of  truth;  for  I could  never  flatter. 
Ami.  I would  not  say  how  much  I owe 
you  for  it,  [you* 

For  that  were  but  a promise ; but  I’ll  thank 
As  now  I find  you,  in  despite  of  fortune, 

A fair  and  noble  gentleman. 

Lam.  My  lords, 

I must  confess  the  choice  this  man  hath  made 
Is  every  way  a great  one,  if  not  too  great, 
And  no  way  to  be  slighted:  yet,  because 
We  love  to  have  our  own  eyes  sometimes, 
Give  me  a little  liberty  to  see  [now 

IIow  I could  fit  myself,  if  I were  put  to’t. 
Ami.  Madam,  we  must. 

Lum.  Are  ye  all  agreed? 

Omnt's.  We  be.  [here! 

Lam.  Then,  as  I am  a maid,  I shall  chuse 
Montague,  I must  have  thee.  [more 

Mont.  Why, madam,  I liave  Icarn’d  to  suiter 
Thau  you  can  (out  of  pity)  inock  me  with, 
This  way  especially. 

Lam.  Thou  think’st  I jest  now  ; 

But,  by  the  love  I bear  thee,  I will  have  thee! 
Mont.  If  you  could  be  so  weak  to  love  a 
fall’ll  man, 

He  must  deserve  more  than  I ever  can, 

Or  ever  shall ! Dear  lady,  look  hut  this  way 
Upon  that  lord,  and  you  will  tell  me  then 
Your  eyes  are  no  true  chusers  of  good  men. 
Ami . Do  you  love  him  truly  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  my  lord: 

I will  obey  him  truly,  for  I'll  marry  him ; 
And  justly  think  be  that  has  so  well  serv’d 
me 

With  his  obedience,  being  born  to  greatness, 
Must  use  me  nobly  of  necessity, 

When  I shall  serve  him. 

Ami.  Twere  a deep  sin  to  cross  you.  Noble 
Montague, 

I wish  ve  all  content,  and  am  as  happy 
In  my  friend’s  good  as  it  were  merely  mine ! 


Mont.  Your  lordship  docs  ill  to  give  up 
your  right! 

I am  not  capable  of  this  great  goodness 
There  sits  my  wife,  that  holds  my  troth. 

Churl.  I’ll  end  all : [my  title. 

I wooe'd  you  for  my  lady,  and  now  give  up 
Alas,  poor  wench,  my  aims  are  lower  far. 
Mont.  How’s  this,  sweetheart? 

I Aim.  Sweetheart,  'tis  so;  the  drift  was 
mine,  to  hide 

My  purpose  till  it  struck  home. 

Omnes.  (Jive  you  joy!  [I’ll  have  thee! 
Lam.  Prithee  leave  w ondring ! by  this  kiss, 
Mont.  Then,  by  this  kiss,  and  this,  1’U 
ever  serve  you ! [hope 

Long.  This  gentleman  and  I,  sir,  must  needs 
Once  more  to  follow  you. 

Mont.  As  friends  and  fellows; 

Never  as  servants  more. 

Jumg.  Dub.  You  make  us  happy! 

Orl.  Friend  Montague,  you’ve  taught  me 
so  much  honour, 

I’ve  found  a fault  i’  myself ; but  thus  I’ll  purge 
My  conscience  of  it ; the  late  land  I took 
By  fake  play  from  you,  with  as  much  con- 
trition6* 

As  with  entireness  of  affection 

To  this  most  happy  day,  again  I render: 

Be  master  of  your  own  ; forget  my  malice, 
And  make  me  worthy  of  your  love,  lord 
Montague!  [your  name. 

Mont.  You  have  won  inc  and  honour  to 
Mul.  Since  [follow. 

Your  lordship  has  begun  good  deeds,  we’ll 
Good  sir,  forgive  ns!  We  are  now  those  men 
Fear  you  for  goodness’  sake : those  sums  of 
money 

Unjustly  we  detain  from  you,  on  your  pardon 
Shall  be  restor’d  again,  and  we  your  servants. 
La-P.  You’re  very  forward,  sir!  it  seems 
you've  money : [you. 

I pray  you  lay  out;  I’ll  pay  you,  or  pray  for 
As  the  sea  works. 

Lav.  Their  penance,  sir,  I’ll  undertake,  so 
please  you 

To  grant  me  one  concealment6J. 

Long.  A right  courtier. 

Still  a-begging. 

Mont.  What  is  k,  sir? 

Imv.  A gentlewoman. 

Mont.  In  my  gift? 

Imv.  Yes,  sir,  in  yours. 

Mont.  Why,  bring  her  forth,  and  take 
her.  [Exit  Las. 

Lam.  What  wench  would  he  have  ? 

Mont.  Any  wench,  I think. 


6*  With  at  much  contrition , and  entireness  of 

Affection  to  this  most  happy  day  again , I render  A This  being  all  printed  as  prose,  ran 
readily  into  its  true  measure,  except  in  the  part — and  entireness  of  affection;  ann  here  the 
reader  will  observe,  tliat  there  is  certainly  one  mistake,  for  without  changing  and  to  us,  the 
comparative  as  in  the  first  part  wants  its  responsive  as  in  the  second,  to  make  out  the  com- 
parison. The  repetition  of  u:ilh  too  (which  is  all  that  is  wanting  to  complete  the  measure) 
is  an  additional  beauty  to  the  language,  wliether  in  verse  or  prose.  < Seward. 

•J  Concealment.]  See  note  14  on  the  Humorous  Lieutenant, 

En/er 
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Enter  Laverdine,  and  Vtr amour  like  a 
Woman. 

7 av.  This  is  the  gentlewoman. 

Mont.  ’Tis  my  page,  sir. 

Ver.  No,  sir;  1 uni  a poor  disguised  lady, 
That  like  a page  have  follow’d  you  full  long 
For  love,  God  wot. 

Omnes.  A lady  ! 

Lav.  Yes,  yes;  ’tis  a lady.  [get her, 

Mont.  It  may  be  so;  and  yet  we’ve  lain  to- 
But,  by  my  troth,  I never  found  her  lady. 
Duch.  Why  wore  you  boys’ deaths  ? 

Ver.  I will  tell  you,  tnadatn ; [lnelhoueht 
I took  example  by  two  or  three  plays,  that 
Concern’d  me. 

Mont.  Why  made  you  not  me  acquainted 
With  it  ? 

Ver.  Indeed,  sir,  I knew  it  not  myself, 
Until  this  gentleman  open’d  my  dull  eyes, 
And  by  persuasion  made  me  see  it. 

Ami.  Could 

His  power  in  words  make  such  a change  ? 
Ver.  Yes; 

As  truly  woman  as  yourself,  my  lord,  [man? 
Jmv.  Why,  but  hark  you?  are  not  you  a wo- 
Vcr.  If  hands  and  face  make  it  not  evident, 
You  shall  see  more. 

Mai.  Breeches,  breeches,  Laverdine  ! 
La-P.  Tis  not  enough ; women  may  wear 
Search  further,  courtier.  [those  cases; 


[Act  5.  Scene  1. 

Omnes.  Hu,  ha,  ha  ! [wouldst  thou  come 
Im-P.  Oh,  thou  fresh-water  gudgeon, 
To  point  of  marriage  with  an  ignoramus  ? 
Thou  shouldst  have  had  her  urine  to  the  doc- 
tor’s ; [plain 

The  foolishest  physician  could  have  made 
The  liquid  Epiccene61;  a blind  man  by  the 
hand  . '[stone.— 

Could  have  discover'd  tlw*  ring  from  the 
Hoy,  come  to  sea  with  me  ; I’ll  teach  thee 
to  climb, 

And  come  down  by  the  rope,  nay,  to  eat  ruts. 
Ver.  I shall  devour  my  master  before  die 
prison  then64 ; 

Sir,  I’ve  began  my  trade. 

MaL  Trade!  to  the  city,  child ; 

A flap  cap  will  become  thee. 

Mont.  Gentlemen, 

I beseech  you  molest  yourselves  no  further 
For  his  preferment;  ’tis  determined. 

JbiV.  I’m  much  ashamed  ; and  if  iny  cheek 
Giveth  not  satisfaction,  break  my  head. 
Mont.  Your  shame  is  euough,  sir. 

Ami.  Montague65, 

Much  joy  attend  thy  marriage-bed  ! By  thy 
Example  of  true  goodness,  Envv  is  exil’d; 
And  to  nil  honest  men  that  truth  intend, 

I wish  good  luck ! fair  Fate  be  still  thy  friend ! 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


63  The  liquid  Epiccene.]  There  is  great  humour  in  this,  which  will  escape  those  who  are 
not  acquainted  with  the  technical  words  in  grammar:  the  Epicttne  gender  is  the  doubtful, 
or  where  the  sex  is  not  distinguished.  The  adjective  and  substantive  are  therefore  jocosely 
inverted,  and  the  liquid  Epiaene , is  the  same  as  the  dubious  liquid.  Seward. 

We  do  not  remember  meeting  with  a stranger  observation,  than  is  contained  in  the  above 
note. 

64  1 shall  devour  my  master  before  the  prison  then.]  This  is  a passage  that  has  puzzled 
Mr.  Sympson  and  myself.  He  proposes  to  read  poison  for  prison , but  he  owns  himself  not 
satisfied  with  the  change;  nor,  indeed,  do  I see,  what  advance  towards  sense  we  can  make 
by  it.  I am  very  far  from  being  satisfied  with  what  I am  going  to  propose.  It  is  very  clear, 
that  Veramour  designs  to  call  La-Poop  a rut , and  his  natural  answer  should  be,  u — I shall 
u then  devour  my  master  the  first  of  all  his  crew.”  I read,  therefore, 

- before  his  prisoners  then. 

The  rats  of  the  ship  may  he  called  such.  Seward. 

63  Montague , much  joy  attend  thy  marriage  bed ; 

By  thy  example  of  true  goodness , Envy  is  exil'd , 

And  to  all  honest  men  that  truth  intend , 

I wish  good  tuck,  fair  Fate  be  still  thy  friend.]  The  reader  will  here  see  another  in- 
stance, how  much  corrupted  the  measure  was  in  those  parts  of  the  play  which  were  rang’d  as 
verse;  which  generally  arose  from  the  printer*:  making  the  beginning  of  most  speeches  the 
beginning  of  a verse,  when  they  arc  often  a conclusion  of  some  foregoing  verse,  as  in  this  in- 
stance. Hence  tliey  were  forced  to  curtail  the  next  lines,  to  bring  two  lines  and  a half  into 
two;  and  I hope,  that  the  original  is  only  restored  in  stretcliing  them  again  into  due  dimen- 
sions. In  the  last  line,  I believe,  for  thy  friend,  we  should  read  their  friend,  else  wc 
should  make  a fuller  point  than  a comma  before  it.  The  former  seems  most  natural. 

i Seward . 

Seward  reads, 

Montague,  much  joy 

Attend  thy  marriage  bed ; by  th ’ example 
Of  thy  true  gooduess,  Envy  is  exil’d, 

.And,  See. 

Scarcely  auy  of  Mr.  Sewaixl’s  divisions,  which  be  so  often  mentions,  are  adopted  in  the 
present  edition. 
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DEDICATION. 


To  the  Worthy  Sir  Francis  Bucont  His  Majesty's  Solicitor-General ; and  the  Grave  and 
Learned  Bench  of  the  ancient ly-allied  Houses  if  Gruys  Inn  and  the  Inner-Temple , f A* 
lnncr-Tcmplc  and  Gray's  Inn. 


YOU  that  spared  no  time  nor  travel,  in  the  setting  forth,  ordering,  and  furnishing  of 
this  Masque,  (being  the  first  fruits  of  honour,  in  this  kind,  which  these  two  Societies  have 
offered  to  his  majesty),  will  not  think  much  now  to  look  hack  upon  the  effects  of  your  own 
care  and  work : for  that  whereof  the  success  was  then  doubtful,  is  now  happily  performed 
and  graciously  accepted ; and  that  which  you  were  then  to  think  of  in  straits  of  time,  you 
may  now  peruse  at  leisure : and  you,  Sir  Francis  Bacon,  especially,  as*you  did  then  by  your 
countenance  and  loving  affection  advance  it,  so  let  your  good  word  grace  it  and  defend  itt 
lfriiich  is  able  tc  add  value  to  the  greatest  and  least  matters. 


VOL.  HI. 


4H  ,,  INTRO* 


Digitized  by  Google 


INTRODUCTION. 


TT1IS  Mnsque  was  appointed  to  have  been  presented  the  Shrore-Tuesday  before1,  at 
whic  h time  the  masquers  with  their  attendant*,  and  divers  other  gallant  young  gentlemen  of 
both  houses,  as  their  convoy,  set  forth  from  Winchestep-house  (which  was  the  rendezvous) 
towards  the  court,  about  seven  of  the  clock  at  night. 

This  voyage  by  water  was  performed  in  great  triumph ; the  gentlemen  masquers  being 
placed  hv  themselves  in  the  king’s  royal  barge,  with  the  rich  furniture  of  state,  and  adorned 
with  a great  number  of  lights  placed  in  such  order  as  might  make  best  show. 

J Ley  were  attended  with  a number  of  barges  and  gallies,  with  all  variety  of  loud  musick, 
and  several  peals  of  ordnance,  and  led  by  two  admirals. 

Of  this  show  his  majesty  was  graciously  pleased  to  take  a view,  with  the  prince,  the  count 
Palatine,  and  the  lady  Elizabeth  their  highnesses,  at  the  windows  of  his  privy  gallery,  upon 
the  water,  till  their  landing,  which  was  at  the  privy  stairs;  where  they  were  most  honourably 
received  by  the  lord  chamber  lain,  and  so  conducted  to  the  vestry. 

The  hall  was  by  that  time  filled  with  company  of  very  good  fashion,  but  yet  so  as  a very 
great  number  of  principal  ladies,  mid  other  noble  persons,  were  not  yet  come  in,  whereby  it 
writs  foreseen  that  the  room  would  be  so  scanted  as  might  have  been  inconvenient ; and 
thereupon  his  majesty  was  most  graciously  pleased,  with  the  consent  of  the  gentlemen 
masquers,  to  put  off  the  night  until  Saturday  following,  with  this  special  favour  and  privi- 
lege. that  there  should  be  no  let,  ns  to  the  outward  ceremony  of  magnificence  until  that  time. 

At  the  day  that  it  was  presented,  there  was  a choice  room  reserved  for  the  gentlemen  of 
both  tlieir  houses,  who,  coming  in  troop  about  seven  of  the  clock,  received  that  special  ho- 
nour and  noble  favour,  as  to  be  brought  to  their  places  by  the  right  honourable  the  earl  of 
Northampton,  lord-privy-seal. 

* Thii  Masque  uas  appointed,  ^ c.]  The  marriage  of  the  count  Palatine  of  the  Rhine  with 
the  lady  Elizabeth,  daughter  to  James  I.,  was  celebrated  on  Valentine’s  Day,  in  the  year 
1613.  The  Masque  then  exhibited  by  the  gentlemen  of  Gray’s  Inn  and  the  Inner-Temple 
was  perf  nned  with  much  splendor  and  magnificence,  and  at  a great  expence  to  both  those 
societies.  In  Dugdale's  Ongines  Juridiciales,  1671,  p.  286* we  find  the  following  accounts 
of  the  charges  attending  this  representation,  extracted  from  the  records  of  eac  h society.— 
4 Gray  & Inn.  In  the  10th  of  King  James,  the  gentlemen  of  this  house  were  (together  with 
4 those  ot  the  other  inns  of  court)  actors  in  that  great  Masque  at  Whitehall,  at  the  marriage 
4 of  the  king’s  eldest  daughter  unto  Frederick  Count  Palatine  of  the  Rhine;  the  charge  m 

* appaiel  for  the  actors  in  which  Mnsque,  was  supported  by  the  society;  the  readers  being 
4 each  man  assessed  at  4/.;  the  ancients,  and  such  us  at  that  time  were  to  be  called  an- 
4 cieuts,  at  2/.  I Os.  apiece;  the  barristers  at  2/.  a man;  and  the  students  at  20s.;  out  of 
4 fohicli  so  much  was  to  be  taken  as  the  Inner-Temple  did  then  allow. 

4 W hich  Leing  performed,  there  was  an  order  made,  18  Mali  then  next  following,  that  the 
4 gentlemen  who  were  actors  in  that  Masque  should  bring  in  all  their  mnsqueing  apparel,  so 
4 provided  nt  the  charge  of  the  house.’ 

Ibid.  p.  346.  * Lincoln  t Inn.  The  third  upon  a Masque  in  11  Jac.  presented  by  this 
4 society  before  the  king,  at  the  marriage  of  the  lady  Elizabeth  bis  daughter,  to  the  prince 

* Elector  Palatine  of  the  Rhine,  which  cost  no  less  limn  mlxxxvi/.  8s.  11  d*  Jt. 
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THE  DEVISE  OR  ARGUMENT. 


JUPITER  and  Juno,  willing  to  do  honour  to  the  marriage  of  the  two  famous  rivcrj, 
Thamesis  ami  Rhine,  employ  their  messengers  severally,  Mercury  and  Iris,  for  that  purpose. 
They  meet  and  contend : then  Mercury,  for  his  part,  brings  forth  an  anti-masque  all  of  spirits 
or  divine  natures;  hut  yet  not  of  one  kind  or  livery  (because  that  hud  bceu  so  much  in  use 
heretofore)  but,  as  it  were,  in  consort,  like  to  broken  music  : and  preserving  the  propriety 
of  the  devise;  for  that  rivers  in  nature  are  maintained  either  by  springs  from  beneath,  or 
showers  from  above,  he  ruiseth  four  of  the  Naiades  out  of  the  fountains,  and  bringeth  down 
five  of  the  llyudes  out  of  the  clouds,  to  dance.  Hereupon,  Iris  scoffs  at  Mercury,  for  that 
he  had  devised  u dance  but  of  one  sex,  which  could  have  no  life:  but  Mercury,  who  was 
provided  for  that  exception,  and  in  token  that  the  match  should  be  blessed  both  with  love 
and  riches,  calleth  forth  out  of  the  groves  four  Cupids,  and  brings  down  from  Jupiter's  altar 
four  statues  of  gold  and  silver  to  dance  with  the  nymphs  stud  stars:  in  which  dance,  the 
Cupids  being  blind,  and  the  statues  having  but  half  life  put  into  them,  and  retaining  still 
somewhat  of  their  old  nature,  giveth  fit  occasion  to  new  and  strange  varieties  both  in  the 
music  and  paces.  This  was  the  first  anti-masque. 

Then  Iris,  fur  her  part,  in  scorn  of  this  higlnflying  devise,  and  in  token  that  the  match 
•hull  likewise  be  blessed  with  the  love  of  the  common  people,  calls  to  Flora,  her  confederate 
(for  that  the  months  of  flowers  are  likewise  the  months  of  sweet  showers  and  rainbows)  to 
bring  in  a May  dance,  or  rural  dance,  consisting  likewise  not  of  any  suited  persons,  but  of  a 
confusion  or  commixture  of  all  such  persons  as  are  natural  and  proper  for  country  sports. 
This  is  the  second  anti-masque. 

Then  Mercury  and  Iris,  after  this  vieing  one  upon  the  other,  seem  to  leave  their  conten- 
tion; and  Mercury,  by  the  consent  of  Iris,  brings  down  the  Olympian  knights,  intimating, 
that  Jupiter  having,  after  a long  discontinuance,  revived  the  Olympian  games,  and  sum- 
moned thereunto  from  all  parts  the  liveliest  and  activest  persons  that  were,  had  enjoined 
them,  before  they  fell  to  their  games,  to  do  honour  to  these  nuptials.  The  Olympian  games 
portend  to  the  match  celebrity,  victory,  and  felicity.  This  was  the  main  masque. 

The  fabric  w as  a mountain  with  two  descents,  and  severed  with  two  traverses. 

At  the  entrance  of  the  king,  the  first  traverse  was  drawn,  and  the  lower  descent  of  the 
mountain  discovered,  which  was  the  pendant  of  a hill  to  life,  with  divers  boscages  and 
grovets  upon  the  steep  or  hanging  grounds  thereof;  and  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  four  delicate 
fountains  runuiiig  with  water,  and  bordered  with  sedges  and  water  flowers. 

. Iris  first  appeared ; and  presently  after  Mercury,  striving  to  overtake  her. 

Iris  appareled  in  a robe  of  discoloured  taffeta,  figured  iu  variable  colours,  like  the  rain- 
bow, a cloudy  wreath  on  her  head,  and  tresses. 

Mercury  in  doublet  and  hose  of  white  taffeta,  a white  hat,  wings  on  his  shouldcn  and 
feet,  his  cnduceus  in  his  hand,  speaking  to  Iris  as  followed): 


Mercury.  CTAY,  stay! 

^ Stay,  light-foot  Iris!  for  thou 
striv’st  in  vain  ; 

My  wings  are  nimbler  than  thy  feet. 

Jri.%.  Away, 

Dissembling  Mercury!  ray  messages 
Ask  honest  haste;  not  like  those  wanton  ones 
Your  thuodriug  father  sends. 

* Curst;]  i.  e.  Cross, peevish.  The  word 
• * 


Merc.  Stay,  foolish  maid ! 

Or  I will  take  my  rise  upon  a hill. 

When  I perceive  thee  seated  in  a cloud, 

In  all  the  painted  glory  that  thou  hast, 

And  never  cease  to  clap  my  willing  wings, 
Till  1 catch  hold  of  thy  discolour’d  bow, 
And  shiver  it,  beyond  the  angry  power 
Of  your  curst1  mistress  to  make  up  again. 

occurs  in  Phdaster,  and  several  othe  places. 

4 D 3 Jr  is. 
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Iris.  Hermes,  forbear!  Juno  will  elude 
and  strike. 

Is  great  Jove  jealous  that  I ain  employ’d 
On  her  love-errands  ? She  did  never  yet 
Clasp  weak  mortality  in  her  white  arms, 

As  he  hath  often  done:  ] only  come 
To  celebrate  the  long-wish’d  nuptials 
Here  in  Olympia,  which  are  now  perform'd 
Betwixt  two  goodly  rivers,  which  have  mix’d 
Their  gentle-rising  waves,  and  are  to  grow 
into  a thousand  streams,  great  as  themselves. 
I need  not  name  them,  for  the  sound  is  loud 
Inlleav'nand  earth;  and  I am  sent  from  her, 
The  queen  of  marriage,  that  was  present  here, 
And  smil’d  to  see  them  join,  and  hath  not  chid 
Since  it  was  done.  Good  Hermes,  let  me  go! 
Merc.  Nay,  you  must  stay;  Jove’s  mes- 
sage is  the  same,  [thunder, 

Whose  eyes  arc  lightning,  and  whose  voice*  is 
Whose  breath  is  any  wincl  he  will;  whokuows 
IIow  to  he  first  on  earth,  as  well  as  Hcav’n. 
Iris.  But  w hat  hath  he  to  do  with  nuptial 
rites  ? 

Let  him  keep  state  upon  his  starry  throne, 
And  fright  poor  mortals  with  his  thunderbolts, 
Leaving  to  us  the  mutual  darts  of  eyes  ! 

Merc.  Alas,  when  ever  offer’d  lie  t’ abridge 
Your  lady’s  power,  but  only  now,  in  these, 
Whose  match  concerns  his  general  govern- 
ment ? 

Hath  not  each  god  a part  in  these  high  joys? 
And  shall  not  he,  the  king  of gods,  presume 
W it  bout  proud  J uno’s  licence?  Let  her  know, 
That  when  enamour’d  Jove  first  gave  her 
power 

To  link  soft  hearts  in  undissolving  bards, 

He  then  foresaw,  and  to  himself  re  serv’d. 
The  honour  of  this  marriage.  Thou  slmlt 
stand 

Still  as  a rock,  while  I,  to  bless  this  feast, 
Will  summon  up,  with  iny  all-charming  rod, 
The  nymphs  of  fountains,  from  whose  watry 
locks 

(Hung  with  the  dew*  of  blessing  and  increase) 
The  greedy  rivers  take  their  nourishment. 

Ye  nymphs,  who  bathing  in  your  loved  springs, 
Beheld  these  rivers  in  their  infancy,  - 
And  joy’d  so  see  them,  when  their  circled 
heads 

Refresh’d  the  air,  and  spread  the  ground  w ith 
flowers ; [feet 

Rise  from  your  wells,  and  with  your  nimble 
Perform  that  office  to  this  happy  pair. 

Which  in  these  plains  you  to  Alpheus  did, 
When  passing  iieuce,  thro’  many  seas  un- 
mix'd, 

He  gain’d  the  favour  of  his  Arethnse ! 

Immediately  upon  whichspeech,  four  Naiades 
arise  gently  out  of  their  several  fountains, 
and  present  themselves  upon  ihc  stage,  at- 
tired in  long  habits  of  sca-grccn  taffeta, 


with  bubbles  of  crystal  intermixt  with 
powdering  of  silver  resembling  drops  of 
water,  blewLsh  tresses  on  their  heads,  gar- 
lands of  water-lilies.  They  fall  into  a mea- 
sure, dance  a liule,  then  make  a stand. 

Iris.  Is  Hermes  grown  a lover?  By  what 
power, 

Unknown  to  us, calls  he  the  Naiades? 

Merc.  Presumptuous  Iris,  I could  make 
thee  dance, 

Till  thou  forgot’st  thy  lady’s  messages. 

And  ran’st  back  crying  to  her!  Thou  slialt 
know 

My  power  is  more ; only  my  breath,  and  this, 
Shall  move  fix’d  stars,  and  forte  the  firmament 
To  yield  the  Hyades,  who  govern  showers, 
And  dewy  clouds, in  whose  dispersed  drops 
Thou  fnnn’st  the  shajH?  of  thy  deceitful  bow. 
Ye  maids,  who  yenrly  at  appointed  times 
Advance  with  kindly  tears  the  gentle  floods, 
Descend,  and  pour  your  blessing  on  these 
streams, 

Which,  rolling  down  from  Ileav’n-aspiring 
hills. 

And  now  united  in  the  fruitful  vales, 

Bear  all  before  them,  ravish’d  with  their  jov. 
And  swell  in  glory,  till  they  know  no  bounds! 

Five  Hyades  descend  softly  in  a cloud  from 
tbc  firmament,  to  the  middle  part  of  the 
hill,  appareled  in  sky-coloured  taffeta 
robes,  spangled  like  the  heavens,  goldoa 
tresses,  and  each  a fair  star  on  their  head ; 
from  thence  descend  to  the  stage,  at  w hose 
sight  the  Naiades  seeming  to  rejoice,  meet 
and  join  in  a dance. 

Iris.  Great  wit  and  power  hath  Hermes, 
to  contrive' 

A lifeless  dance,  which  of  one  sex  consists  ! 
it letc.  Alas,  poor  Iris!  Venus  hath  ia 
store 

A secret  ambush  of  her  winged  boys; 

Who  lurking  long  within  these  pleasant 
groves, 

First  struck  these  lovers  with  their  equal  darts; 
Those  C upids  shall  come  furth,  and  join  wjth 
these 

To  honour  that  which  they  themselves  began. 
Enter  four  Cupids  from  each  side  of  the  bos- 
cage, attired  in  flame-coloured  taffeta  close 
-to  their  body,  like  naked  hoys,  with  bows, 
arrows,  and  wings  of  gold;  chaplets  of 
flowers  on  their  lands  hoodwinked  with 
ti  /iny  scarfs,  who  join  with  the  nymphs 
and  the  1J  viyies  in  another  dance.  That 
ended,  Mercury  speaks. 

Merc.  Behold  the  statues  which  wise  Vul- 
can plac’d1 

Under  the  allnr  of  Olympian  Joy, 

And  gave  to  them  an  artificial iitb, 


* Iris.  Behold , 4f-]  The  argument,  as  well  as  whnt  follows,  proves  beyond  contradiction 
tliat  this  speech  belongs  to  Mercury , though  hitherto  erroneously  allotted  to  Iris . 
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Shall  dance  for  joy  of  those  great  nuptiaU4. 
See  how  they  move,  drawn  by  this  heav’nly 

Like  the  wild  trees,  which  follow’d  Orpheus’ 
harp ! 

The  Statues  enter,  supposed  to  be  before  de- 
scended from  Jove’s  altar,  and  to  have 
been  prepared  in  the  covert  with  the  Cu-  ! 
pids,  attending  their  call. 

These  Statues  were  attired  in  cases  of  gold 
and  silver  close  to  their  bodies,  faces, 
hands,  aud  feet,  nothing  seen  but  gold  and 
silver,  as  if  they  had  been  solid  images  of 
metal,  tresses  of  hair  as  they  hud  been  of 
metal  embossed,  girdles  and  small  aprons 
of  oaken  leaves,  as  if  they  likewise  bad 
been  carved  or  moulded  out  of  the  metal : 
at  their  coming,  the  musick  changed  from 
violins  to  hautboys,  cornets,  &c.,  and  the 
air  of  the  musick  was  utterly  turned  into 
a soft  time,  with  drawing  notes,  excel- 
lently expressing  their  natures,  and  the 
measure  likewise  was  fitted  unto  the  same, 
and  the  Statues  plnced  in  such  several 
postures,  sometimes  all  together  in  the 
centre  of  the  dance,  and  sometimes  in  the 
four  utmost  angles,  as  was  very  graceful, 
besides  the  novelty.  And  so  concluded 
the  first  anti-masque. 

Jfrrc,  And  what  will  Juno’s  Iris  do  for  her? 
Iris.  Just  match  this  show,  or  mv  inven- 
tion fails: 

Had  it  been  worthier,  I would  have  invok’d 
The  blazing  comets,  clouds  and  falling  stars. 
And  all  my  kindred  meteors  of  the  air, 

To  have  excell  d it  ; but  I now  must  strive 
To  imitate  confusion : therefore  thou, 
Delightful  Flora,  if  thou  ever  felt  st  [plants 
Encrease  of  sweetness  in  those  blooming 
On  which  tlie  horns  of  my  fair  bow  decline” 
Send  hither  all  the  rural  company 
Which  deck  the  May-games  with  theircoun- 
J tino  will  have  it  so.'  [try  sports ! 

The  second  anti-masque  rush  in,  dance  their 
measure,  and  as  rudely  depart ; consisting 
of,  a Pedant,  May  Lord,  May  Lady;  Ser- 
vingman, Chambermaid;  a Country  Clown, 
or  Shepherd,  Country  Wench;  nu  Host, 
Hostess;  a He-Babonn,  Shc-Baboon;  a 
lle-Fool,  She-Fool,  ushering  them  in. 

All  these  persons,  appareled  to  the  life,  the 
men  issuing  out  of  one  side  of  the  bos- 
cage, and  the  women  from  the  other. 
rJ  he  musick  was  extremely  well  fitted, 
having  sucli  a spirit  of  country  jollity  as 
can  hardly  be  imagined;  but  the  perpe* 

- tual  laughter  and  applause  was  above  the 
musick. 


The  dance  likewise  was  of  the  name  strain- 
and  the  dancers,  or  rather  actors,  ex- 
pressed every  one  their  part  so  naturally 
and  aptly,  as  when  a man  5 eye  was  caught 
with  the  out*,  and  then  past  on  to  the 
other,  he  could  not  satisfy  himself  which 
did  best.  It  pleased  his  majesty  to  call 
for  it  again  at  the  end,  as  he  did  likewise 
for  the  first  anti-masque ; but  one  of  the 
Statues  by  that  time  was  undressed. 

Merc.  Iris,  we  strive. 

Like  winds  at  liberty,  who  should  do  worst5 
Ere  weretum.  If  Juno  he  the  queen 
Ot  marriages,  let  her  give  Imppv  way 
To  what  is  done,  iu  honour  of  the  s tate 
She  governs ! 

Iru.  Hermes,  so  it  may  he  done 
Merely  in  honour  of  the  state,  and  these 
That  now  have  prov’d  it;  not  to  satisfy 
The  lust  of  Jupiter,  in  having  thanks 
More  than. his  Julio;  if  thy  snaky  rod 
Have  power  to  search  the  Heav'nj,  or  sound 
the  sea. 

Or  call  together  all  the  ends  of  earth, 

To  bring  ill  any  thing  that  may  do  grace 
To  us,  and  these;  do  it,  we  shall  be  pleas’d. 
Merc.  Then  know,  that  from  the  mouth 
ol  Jove  himself,  fhoine 

Whose  words  have  wings,  and  need  not  to  be’ 
I took  a message,  and  1 bare  it  thro’ 

A thousand  yielding  clouds,  and  never  stay’d 
1 ill  Ins  high  will  was  done:  the  Olympian 
games,  1 

Which  long  hare  slept, attbesj  wish’d  nuptials 

He  pleas  d to  have  reu<  it’d,  and  all  his  knights 
.\rc  gather’d  hither,  who  within  their  tent* 
Rest  on  tins  Ini';  upon  whose  rising  head 
Eehold  Jove  s altar,  and  his  blessed  priests 
Moving  about  it!  Come,  you  holy  men 
And  withyour  voices  draw  these  youths  along 
1 hat  nil  Jove  s music  call  them  to  theirgames 
Their  active  sports  may  give  a blest  contei * 
io  those,  lor  whom  they  are  again  begun. 

The  main  Masque.— The  second  traverse  is 
drawn,  and  the  higher  ascent  to  the  moun- 
tain is  discovered ; w herein,  upon  a level 
niter  a great  rise  of  the  hill,  were  placed’ 
two  pan  I lions : open  in  tlic  front  of  them, 
the  pavilhons  were  to  sight  as  of  cloth  of 
gold,  and  they  were  trimmed  on  the  inside 
v-ith  rich  armour  mid  military  furniture 
hanged  up  as  upon  the  walls;  and  behind’ 
tl:c  tents  there  were  represented,  in  pro- 
spect.ve  the  tops  of  divers  other  tents,  as 
if  it  had  been  a camp.  In  these  pnvillions 
were  placed  fifteen  .Olympian  knights 
upon  seats  a little  embowed  near  the  form 
of  a crescent,  and  the  knights  appeared 


4 Shall  dance  far  jay  of  these  great  nuptiaU : 

ncc^sarf"  '**  " W The  tr“,,Posilion  of  these  lines  seems  indispensably 

«J.n?;^1LtldT^thI  odr.’6  “Cm’  ‘g  re'!Uira  U‘  10  read  «■*;  unless  it 
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first,  as  consecrated  persons,  all  in  veils, 
like  to  copes,  of  silver  tilFany,  gathered, 
and  falling  a large  compass  about  them, 
and  over  their  heads  high  initres,  with 
lone  pendants  behind  falling  from  them; 
the  mitres  were  so  high,  that  they  received 
their  hats  and  feathers,  that  nothing  was 
seen  hut  veil.  In  the  midst  between  both 
the  tents,  upon  the  very  top  of  the  hill, 
being  a higher  level  than  that  of  the  tents, 
was  placed  Jupiter’s  altar  gilt,  with  three 

f;reat  tapers  upon  golden  candlesticks 
turning  upon  it ; and  the  four  statues,  two 
of  gold,  and  two  of  silver,  as  supporters, 
and  Jupiter’s  priests  in  white  robes  about 
it.  Upon  the  sight  . of  the  king,  the 
veils  of  the  knights  did  fall  easily  from 
them,  and  they  appeared  in  their  own 
habit. 

The  Knights*  attire. — Arming  doublets  of 
carnution  sattin,  embroidered  witli  blazing 
stars  of  silver  plate,  with  powdering*  of 
smaller  stars  betwixt;  gorgets  of  silver 
mail ; long  hose  of  the  same,  with  the 
doublets  laid  with  silver  luce  spangled, 
and  enriched  with  embroidery  between 
tiie  lace ; carnation  silk  stockings  em- 
broidered all  over;  garters  and  roses 
suitable ; pumps  of  carnation  sattin  em- 
broidered, as  the  doublets;  hats  of  the 
same  stutT,  and  embroidery  cut  like  a 
be  I met  before,  the  hinder  part  cut  into 
scallops,  answering  the  skirts  of  their 
doublets ; the  bunds  of  the  hats  were 
wreaths  of  silver  in  form  of  garlands  of 
wild  olives,  white  feathers,  with  one  fall  of 
carnation ; belts  of  the  same  stuff  and 
embroidered  with  the  doublet silver 
swords;  little  Italian  bauds  and  culTs 
embroidered  with  silver;  fair  long  tresses 
of  hair. 

The  I Viests*  habits. — Long  robes  of  white 
taffeta;  long  white  heads  of  hair ; the  login 
riest  a cap  of  white  silk  shag  close  to’  his 
ead,  with  two  labels  at  the  cars,  the 
midst  rising  in  form  of  a pyrainis,  in  the 
top  thereof  a branch  of  silver ; every 
priest  pluying  upon  a lute;  twelve  in 
number. 

The  Priests  descend  and  sing  this  song  fol- 
lowing; after  whom  the  Knights  likewise 
descend,  first  laving  aside  their  veils,  belts, 
and  swords. 


Shake  off  your  heavy  trance. 

And  lenp  into  a dance, 

Such  as  no  mortals  use  to  tread. 

Fit  only  for  Apollo 
To  play  to,  for  the  moon  to  lead. 

And  all  the  stars  to  follow! 

The  Knights  by  this  time  are  all  descended 
and  fallen  into  their  place,  and  then  dance 
their  first  measure. 

On,  blessed  youths ! for  Jove  doth  pause, 
Laying  aside  his  graver  laws 
For  tliis  device : 

And  at  the  wedding  such  a pair. 

Each  dance  is  taken  for  a pray’r. 

Each  song  a sacrifice. 

The  Knights  dance  their  second  measure. 

[.So/o.]  More  pleasing  were  these  sweet  de- 
lights, 

If  ladies  mov'd  as  well  as  knights; 
Run  every  one  of  you,  and  catch 
A nymph,  in  honour  of  this  match ; 
And  w hisper  boldly  in  her  ear, 

Jove  will  but  laugh,  if  you  forswear! 
[Chorus.]  And  this  day's  sins,  he  doth  resolve. 
That  we  his  priests  should  nil  absolve. 
The  Knights  take  their  ladies  to  dance  with 
them  galliards,  dnrets,  corantos,  &c.  and 
lend  them  to  their  places ; then  loud  rnusick 
sounds,  supposed  to  call  them  to  their 
Olympian  games. 

Ye  should  stay  longer  if  we  durst : 

Away!  Alas,  that  he  that  first 
Gave  tune  wild  wings  to  fly  away, 

Hath  now  no  power  to  make  him  stay! 
Rut  tho*  these  games  must  needs  be  play’d, 
I would  this  pair,  when  they  are  laid. 

And  not  a creature  nigh  ’em, 

Could  catch  his  scythe  ns  be  doth  pass. 
And  cut  his  wings,  and  break  his  glass. 
And  keep  him  ever  by  'em. 

The  Knights  dance  their  parting  measure, 
and  ascend,  put  on  their  swords  and  belts; 
during  which  lime,  the  Priests  sing  the 
fifth  and  last  song. 

Peace  and  silence  be  tl»e  guide 
To  the  man,  and  to  the  bride! 

If  there  he  a joy  yet  new 
In  marriage,  let  it  fall  on  you, 

That  all  the  world  may  wonder! 

If  we  should  stay,  we  should  do  Worse, 
And  turn  our  blessing  to  a curse. 

By  keeping  you  asunder. 


This  Masque  is  here  printed  from  the  quarto  edition.  All  the  other  copies  of  it  are 
extremely  erroneous  and  imperfect:  none  of  the  descriptive  parts  are  inserted  in  them;  and 
to  point  out  the  blunders  aud  other  omissious,  would  require  almost  as  inaay  notes  as  the 
Masque  contains  lines. 
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OR  MORAL  REPRESENTATIONS. 


IN  ONE. 


This  Drama  was  first  printed  in  the  folio  edition.  No  circumstances  appear  to  ascribe  it  in 
particular  to  either  Author;  it  was  probably  a joint  production. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Iwatuet,  King  of  Portugal  and  Castile. 
Isabella,  Ait  Queen. 

Loans. 

Frigoso,  a Courtier. 

Hinaldo,  Ms  Acquaintance. 


} 


Spectators  of  the  I* lay  at  the  Celebration  of  the 
Nuptials, 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  HONOUR, 


Martius,  a Roman  General . 
Valerius,  Am  Brother. 
Sophocles,  Duke  of  Athens. 
Nicodemus,  a cowardly  Corporal 
Cornelius,  a Wittol  Sutler, 
Captain. 


Diana. 

Doric en,  SophocleCt  Wife,  the  example  of 
chastity. 

Florence,  Wife  to  Cornelius, 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  LOVE. 


Cupid. 

Kjnaldo,  Duke  of  Milan, 


RandiTlpho  \ Brolhers>  •k”’*  °f  MUan' 

Fer di Van n \ t^eDuke, supposetNost . 


Angelina,  Wife  to  Bcnvoglia. 

Violas'!  e,  her  Daughter,  GerrareTsMislrest 
Dorothea,  Violantci  Attendant. 
Cornelia,  the  obscured  Duchess. 


TUE  TRIUMPH  OF  .DEATH. 


Duke  or  Axjoir. 

Lavall,  his  lustful  Heir. 

Gentille,  u Courtier,  Father  to  Perolot, 
Ferolot,  contracted  to  (jabrtcilu. 

2’uto  Gentlemen. 

A Spirit. 

Shalloon e,  Servant  to  Lavall. 


Cabrlella,  the  despised  Wife  of  Lavall. 
Hellena,  his  second  Wife. 

Casta,  Daughter  to  Gentille. 

Mahia,  a Servant  atttnuing  on  Gabritlla. 


TUE  TRIUMPH  OF  TIME. 


J V PITER. 

Mercury. 

Plutus. 

Time. 

Atropos. 

Desire. 


Vain-Deligut. 

Bounty. 

Poverty. 

Honesty. 

Simplicity. 

Fa  uv. 


Enter 
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Enter  Frigoso.  [ Noise  nit  kin.] 

Fri.  AWAY  with  those  bald-pat  ed  rascals 
there! 

Their  wits  arc  bound  up  in  vellum  ; they  are 
Not  current  here.  Down  with  those  city 
gentlemen  ! &c.  [their  wives 

Out  with  those  cuckolds,  I say,  and  in  with 
At  the  back  door ! Worship  and  place,  I am 
weary  of  ve ; 

Ye  lie  on  my  shoulders  like  a load  of  gold 
On  an  ass’s  back.  A man  in  authority 
Is  but  ns  a caudle  m the  wind, sooner  wasted 
Or  blown  out,  than  under  a bushel. — llow 
now  ! 

What’s  the  matter?  who  are  you,  sir? 

Enter  Rinaldo. 

Kin.  Who  mn  I,  sir? 

Why,  do  you  not  know  me? 

Fri.  No,  by  my  faith,  do  1 not. 

Rin.  I am  sure  we  din’d  together  to-day. 
Fri.  That’s  all  one : [paid 

As  I din’d  with  you  in  the  city,  and  as  you 
For  my  dinner  there,  I do  know  you,  and  am 
Beholding  to  you:  but  as  my  mind  is  since 
Transmigrated  into  m y office,  and  as  you  coinc 
To  court  to  have  me  pay  you  again,  and  be 
Beholding  to  me,  I know  you  not, 

I know  >ou  not ! 

Rin.  Nay,  but  look  you,  sir! 

Fri.  Pardon  me!  [years, 

If  you  had  been  mv  bedfellow  these  seven 
And  lent  me  money  to  buy  my  place,  I must 
Not  transgress  principles : this  very  talking 
Witlryou  is  an  ill  example. 

Rm.  Pish ! 

You  are  too  punctual  a courtier,  sir ! 

Why,  I’m  a courtier  too;  yet  never  understood 
Hie  place  or  name  to  be  so  infectious 
To  humanity  and  manners,  as  to  cast 
A man  into  a burning  pride  and  arrogance, 
For  which  there  is  no  cure.  I atn  a courtier, 
And  yet  I will  know  my  friends,  I tell  you. 
Fri.  And  I tell  you, 

You  will  thrive  accordingly,  I warrant  you. 
Rin.  But,  hark  you,  signor  Frigoso ; you 
shall  first  understand, 

I have  no  friends  with  ine  to  trouble  you. 
Fri.  Humh  ! that’s  a good  motive. 

Rin . Nor  to  borrow  money  of  you. 

Fri.  That’s  an  excellent  motive. 

10 it.  No,  my  sweet  don, 

Nor  to  ask  wbat  you  owe  me. 

Fri.  Why,  that 

Is  the  very  motive  of  motives  why  I ought 


And  will  know  thee : and  if  I had  not  wound 
thee  [thee 

Up  to  this  promise,  I would  not  have  known 
Thesefifteen  years, no  more  than  thearmntest 
Or  most  founder’d  Castilian  that 
Follow’d  our  new  queen’s  carriages  a- foot. 
Rin.  Nor  for  any  tiling,  dear  don,  but  that 
you  would  [uighL. 

Place  me  conveniently  to  see  the  play  to- 
Fri.  Tlmt  shall  I,  signor  Uinaldo. 

But  would  you  had  come  soooer:  you  see 
ilow  full  the  scaffolds  are ! there  is  scant  room 
For  a lover’s  thought  here. — Gentlewomen, 
Sit  close,  for  sharue  ! lias  none  of  ye 
A little  corner  for  this  gentleman  ? 

I’il  place  you,  fear  not.  And  how  did  ourbrave 
king 

Of  Portugal,  Emanuel,  bear  himself  to-day  ? 
You  saw  the  solemnity  of  the  marriage. 

Rin.  Why, like  a fit  husband  forsogracious 
And  excellent  a princess,  as  bis  worthy 
Mate  Isabella,  the  k'ng  of  Castile’s  daughter, 
Doth,  in  her  very  external  lineaments. 
Mixture  of  colours,  and  joining  dove-like  be- 
haviour, 

Assure  herself  to  he.  And  I protest. 

My  dear  dou,  seriously,  1 can  sing 
Prophetically  nothing  but  blessed  hymns. 
And  happy  occasions  to  this  sacred  union 
Of  Portugal  and  Castile,  which  have  so  wisely 
And  mutually  conjoined  two  such  virtuous 
And  beautiful  princes  as  these  are;  and  in 
ail  opinion,  . 

Like  to  multiply  to  their  very  last  minute. 
Fri.  The  king  is  entering:  signor,  hover 
hereabout; 

And  as  soon  as  the  train  is  set,  clap  intome; 
Wc’il  stand  near  the  state.  If  you  have 
Any  creditors  here,  they  shall  renew  [touch 
Bonds  a twelvemonth  on  such  a sight : but  to 
The  pomel  of  the  king’s  chair,  iu  the  sight 
Of  a citizen,  is  better  security 
For  a thousand  tjouble-durats,  than  three 
Of  the  best  merchants  in  Lisbon.  Besides, 
signor,  [play  here, 

Wc  will  censure,  not  only  the  king  in  the 
That  reigns  his  two  hours,  but  thekiugbimveif. 
That  is  to  rule  his  life-time.  Take  my  coun- 
sel !—  [bly, 

I have  one  word  to  say  to  this  noble  assem- 
And  I am  for  you. 

Rin.  Your  method  shall  govern  me. 

Fri.  Prologues  are  huishers  bare  before  the 
wise' ; , 

Why  may  not  then  a huisher  prologuise? 


1 Prologues  arc  bad  huishers  before  the  wLe.l  If  prologues  are  bad  huishers,  how  does 
the  consequence  follow,  that  therefore  an  huisher  or  usher  should  prologuise  ? I believe  bad 
a corruption,  and  that  we  should  read  but,  which  renders  the  whole  easy  and  iutclligible. 

Scaard. 

The  present  text  is  from  the  first  edition.  Bare  seems  used  in  tl.e  acn*c  of  but,  or  mere. 
It  is  also  sense,  in  the  ucception  ot  uncovered , in  this  place. 

Here's 
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Hero’s  a fair  sight ; and  were  ye  oftner  seen 
Thus  gather’d  here,  ’twould  please  our  king 
and  queen. 

Upon  my  conscience,  ye  are  welcome  all 
To  Lisbon,  and  the  court  of  Portugal ; 
Where  your  fair  eyes  shall  feed  on  no  worse 
sights 

Than  preparations  made  for  kings’  delights. 
W’e  wish  to  men  content,  the  manliest  trea- 
sure; 

And  to  the  women,  their  own  wish’d-for 
pleasure!  [Flourish. 

Enter  Emanuel  and  Isabella , Lords,  and 
Attendants. 

Entan.  Fair  fountain  of  my  life,  from 
whose  pure  streams 

The  propagation  of  two  kingdoms  flows, 
Never  contention  rise  in  either’s  breast, 

But  contestation  whose  love  shall  be  best! 
hub.  Majestick  ocean,  that  with  plenty 
feeds 

Me,  thy  poor  tributary  rivulet; 

Sun  ot  ray  beauty,  that  with  radiant  beams 
Dost  gild  and  dance  upon  these  humble 
streams ; 

Curs'd  be  ray  birth-hour,  and  my  ending  day, 
When  back  your  love-floods  I forget  to  pay! 
Or  if  this  breast  of  mine,  your  crystal  brook, 
Ever  take  other  fonn  in,  other  look 
But  yours,  or  e’er  produce  unto  your  grace 
A strange  reflection,  or  another’s  face, 

But  be  your  love-book  clasp’d,  open’d  to 
none 

But  you,  nor  hold  a story,  but  your  own; 

A water  fix’d,  that  ebbs  nor  floods  pursue, 
Frozen  to  all,  only  dissolv'd  to  you  f 

Eman.  Oh,  who  shall  tell  the  sweetness  of 
our  love 

To  future  times,  and  not  be  thought  to  lie  ? 

I look  thro*  this  hour  like  a perspective, 

And  far  off  see  millions  of  prosperous  seeds, 
That  our  reciprocal  affection  breeds. 

Thus, ray  white  rib, close  in  my  breast  with  me, 
Which  nought  sliall  tear  hence,  but  mortality ! 
Lords.  Be  kingdoms  blest  in  you,  you  blest 
in  them!  [Flourish. 

Fri.  Whist!  signor!  My  strong  imagination 
Shews  me  love,  met  hi  nk  s,  bathing  in  milk 
And  wine  in  her  cheeks.  Oh,  how  sheclips  him, 
Like  a plant  of  ivy ! 

Rin.  Ay ; could  uot  you  be  content 
To  be  an  owl  in  such  an  ivy-bush, 

Or  one  of  the  oaks  of  the  city,  to  be  so  dipt? 
Fri.  Equivocal  don,  tho’  I like  the  clipping 
well, 

I could  not  be  content  either  to  be  your  owl, 
Or  your  ox  of  the  city. — The  play  begins. 

[Flourish. 


Enter  a Poet  with  a Garland. 

Poet  Prologue.  Low  at  your  sacred  feet 
our  poor  muse  lays 

Her,  and  her  thunder-fearless  verdant  bays. 
Four  several  Triumphs  to  your  princely  eyes, 
Of  Honour,  Love,  Death,  and  Time,  do  rise 
From  our  approaching  subject;  which  we  move 
Tow’rds  you  with  fear,  since  that  a sweeter 
A brighter  honour,  purer  chastity,  [love. 
Match  in  your  breasts  this  day  triumphantly. 
Than  our  weak  scenes  can  shew : then  how 
dare  we 

Present,  like  apes  and  zanies,  tilings  that  be 
Exemplified  ir*  you,  but  that  we  know 
We  ne’er  crav’d  grace  which  you  did  not 
bestow  ? 

Enter  in  triumph  with  Drums,  Trumpets , 
Colours , Martius,  Valerius,  Sophocles 
bound,  NicvdemuSf  Cor ncliust  Captains  and 
Soldiers. 

Mar.  What  means  proud  Sophocles? 

Soph.  To  go  even  with  Martius, 

And  not  to  follow  him  like  his  officer; 

I never  waited  yet  on  any  man. 

Mar.  Why,  poor  Athenian  duke,  thou 
art  ray  slave ; 

My  blows  have  conquer’d  thee. 

Soph.  Thy  slave,  proud  Martius  ? 

Cato  thy  countryman  (whose  constancy, 

Of  all  the  Romans,  I did  honour  most) 
Ripp’d  himself  twice  to  avoid  slavery, 

Making  himself  his  own  anatomy. 

But  look  thee,  Martius;  not  a vein  runs  here 
From  head  to  foot,  but  Sophocles  would 
unseam,  and 

Like  a spring-garden  3 shoot  his  scornful  blood 
Into  their  eyes,  durst  come  to  tread  on  him. 
As  for  thy  blows,  they  did  not  conquer  me : 
Seven  battles  have  I met  thee  face  to  face, 
And  given  thee  blow  for  blow,  and  wound 
for  wound,  [tire : 

And,  ’till  thou  taught’st  me4,  knew  not  to  re- 
Thy  sword  wfas  then  asToid,  thy  arm  as  strong; 
Thy  blows  then,  Martius,  cannot  conquer  me. 
Val.  What  is  it  then  ? 

Soph.  Fortune. 

Val . Why,  yet  in  that 

TI»ou  art  the  worse  man,  and  must  follow  him. 
Soph.  Young  sir,  you  err : if  fortune  could 
be  call'd 

Or  his,  or  yours,  or  mine,  in  good  or  evil, 

For  any  certain  space,  thou  hadst  spoke  truth ; 
But  she  but  jests  with  man,  and  in  mischance 
Abhors  all  constancy,  flouting  him  still 
With  some  small  touch  of  good,  or  seeming 
good, 

Midst  of  bis  mischief;  which  vicissitude 


3 And  like  a spring  garden.]  Spring- garden  appears  to  be  corrupt.  Perhaps  the  line 
should  run, 

And  like  a spring  gun  shoot,  &c. 

4 Thou  taught’st  me.]  The  context  seems  to  require*  fate  taught  m€t  or  words  to  tliat 
effect. 

VOL.  III.  4E  Makes 
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Makes  him  strait  doff  his  armour,  and  his 
fence 

lie  had  prepar’d  before,  to  brcnk  her  strokes. 
So  from  the  very  zenith W her  wheel, 

When  she  lias  dandled  some  choice  favourite, 
Giv’n  him  his  boons  in  women,  honour, 
wealth, 

And  all  the  various  delicacies  of  earth, 

Tl  at  the  fool  scorns  the  gods  in  his  excess, 
She  whirls,  and  leaves  him  at  til*  Antipodes. 
Jlfrr.  Art  sure  we  have  taken  him?  is  this 
Sophocles  ? 

His  letter’d  arms  say  no;  his  free  soul,  ay. 
This  Athens  nurseth  arts,  as  well  as  arms. 
Soph.  Nor  glory,  Martins,  in  this  day  of 
thine ! 

HIs  behind  yesterday, hut  before  to-morrow; 
Who  knows  what  fortune  then  will  do  with 
thee  f 

She  never  yet  could  make  the  better  man, 
The  better  chance  she  has;  the  man  that’s 
best 

She  still  contends  with,  and  doth  favour  least. 
Mar.  Methinks,  a graver  thunder  than 
the  skies 

Breaks  from  his  lips:  I nm  amaz’d  to  hear; 
And  Athens*  words,  more  than  her  swords 
do  fear.  [Aside. 

Slave  Sjphocles — 

Soph.  Martins5,  conldst  thou  acquire 
And  did  thy  Roman  cods  so  love  thy  prayers 
And  solemn  sacrifice,  to  grant  thy  suit 
To  gather  all  the  valour  of  the  Caesars 
Thy  predecessors,  and  what  is  to  come, 

And  by  their  influence  fling  it  on  thee  now, 
Thou  couldst  not  make  my  mind  go  less,  not 
pare 

With  all  their  swords  one  virtue  from  my  soul : 
How  am  I vassal’d  then  r make  such  thy  slaves, 
As  dare  not  keep' their  goodness  past  their 
graves. 

Know,  general,  we  two  are  chances  on 
The  die  of  Fate ; now  thrown,  thv  six  is  up, 
And  my  poor  one  beneath  thee  ; next,  the 
throw 

May  set  me  opmost,  and  cast  thee  below. 
Mar.  Yet  will  1 try  thee  more:  calamity 

[Aside. 

Is  man%  true  touchstone. — Listen,  insolent 
prince. 

That  dar’st  contemn  the  master  of  thy  life, 


^PRESENTATIONS,  TN  ONE. 

-Which  I will  force  here  Yore  thv  city-walls 
With  barbarous  cruelty,  and  call  thv  wife 
To  see  it,  and  then  after  semi  her — 

Soph.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  [ground. 

Mar.  And  then  demolish  Athens  to  the 
■ Depopulate  her,  fright  away  her  fame, 

And  leave  succession  neither  stone  nor  name. 
Soph.  11a,  lin,  ha! 

Mar.  Dost  thou  deride  me? 

Val.  Kneel!  ask  Mnrtius 
For  mercy,  Sophocles,  and  live  happy  still! 
Soph.  Kneel,  and  ask  mercy?  Roman,  art 
a got!  ? 

I never  knecl'd,  or  begg'd,  of  any  else. 

Thou  art  a fool!  and  I will  lose  no  more 
Instructions  on  thee,  now  I find  thy  ears 

[SoYwjw  7 hu  sick. 

Enter  Dorigen , Ladies  bearing  a Suord . 

Are  foolish,  like  thy  tongue. — My  Dorigeu 
Oh,  must  she  sec  me  hound? 

1 Copt.  There’s  the  first  sigh 
He  breath’d  since  he  was  horn,  I think. 

*2  Cnpt.  Forbear, 

All  hut  the  lady  his  wife ! 

Soph.  How  my  heart  chides 
The  manacles  of  my  hands,  that  let  them  not 
Embrace  my  Dorigeii ! 

Val.  Turn  but  thv  face, 

And  ask  thy  life  of  Marrrus  thus,  and  thou, 
With  tiiy  fair  wife,  slmlt  live  ; Athens  shall 
stand , 

And  all  her  privileges  augmented  he. 

Soph.  ’1  were  better  Athens  perish’d,  and 
my  wife 

(Which,  Remans,  I do  know  a worthy  one). 
Than  Sophocles  should  shrink  ot  •Sophocles, 
Commit  profane  idolatry,  by  giving  [man! 
The  reverence  due  to  gods  to  thee,  blown 
Mar.  Rough,  stubborn  cvnick ! 

Soph.  Thou  art  rougher  far, 

And  of  a coarser  wale,  fuller  of  pride, 

Less  temperate  to  hear  prosperity.  [thee 
Thou  sees*  my  mere  neglect  hath  rais’d  in 
A storm  more  Imtelrous  than  the  ocean’s; 
My  \irtue,  patience,  makes  thee  vicious. 
Mar.  Why,  fnir-ey*d  lady,  do  you  kneel? 
Dor.  Great  general,  ’ * [xnnid 

Victorious,  godlike  Mnrtius,  your  poor  haud- 
Kneels,  for  her  husband  will  not,  cannot; 
speaks 


s Soph.  Mar  tint,  stare  Sophocles . couldst  thou  acquire.]  A transposition  here  has  rendered 
this  absolute  darkness.  Mnrtius  being  struck  with  admiration  at  Sophocles' s intrepidity,  is 
resolved  to  put  it  to  n farther  trial  by  scoffs  and  insults  ; lie  therefore  begins  with  calling 
him  slave,  as  the  answer  evidently  shews.  There  is  therefore  scarce  a doubt  of  the  true 
reading  being  as  the  text  is  now  reformed,  making  the  first  part  of  the  speech  spoke  aside, 
and  then, 

Slave  Sophocles. 

Soph.  Martius,  couldst  thou  acquire , &c. 

But  there  is,  1 believe,  a great  corruption  still  remaining  in  the  word  acquire , to  acquire  to 
gather,  is  had  English ; besides  as  the  sentence  stands,  the  acquisition  precedes  the  praters. 
Tis  therefore  most  probable  that  the  true  word  is  aspire,  which  seems  clear  of  all  ob- 
jections. Scnard. 

Acquire  is,  iu  our  opinion,  preferable. 

. Thus 
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Thus  humbly,  that  he  may  not.  Listen,  Roman! 
Thou  whose  advanced  front  doth  speak  thee 
Roman  . 

To  every  nation,  and  whose  deeds  assure  it  f 
Behold  a princess,  whose  declining  head, 
Like  to  a drooping  lily  after  storms. 

Bows  to  thy  feet,  and  playing  here  tie  slave, 
To  keep  her  husband’s  greatness  unabated ; 
All  which  doth  make  thy  conquest  greater ! 
for. 

If  he*  be  base  in  aught  whom  thou  hast  taken. 
Then  Martius  Imtli  but  taken  a base  prize; 
But  if  this  jewel  hold  lustre  and  value, 
Martius  is  richer  than  in  that  he  hath  won. 
Oh,  make  him  such  a captive  us  thyself 
Unto  another  wouldst, great  captain,  he! 
mil  then,  he  is  no  prisoner  fitlbr  thee. 

Mar.  Valerius,  here  is  harmony  would  have 
brought  [Jove 

Old  crabbed  S tum  to  sweet  sleep,  when 
Did  first  incense  him  with  rebellion  ! 

Athens  doth  make  women  philosophers; 

And  sure  their  children  chat  the  talk  of  gods. 
VaL  Rise,  beauteous  Dorigen  ! 

Dor.  Not  until  I know 
The  general’s  resolution. 

VaL  One  soft  word 

From  Sophocles  would  calm  him  into  tears, 
Like  gentle  showers  after  tempestuous  w inds. 
Dor.  To  buy  tho^vorld,  be  will  not  give  a 
word,  [meat, 

A look,  a tenr,  a knee,  ’gainst  bis  own  judg- 
And  the  divine  composure  of  bis  mind: 

All  which  1 therefore  do;  and  here  present 
This  victor’s  wreath,  this  richAtheninu sword, 
Trophies  of  conquest,  which,  great  Martius, 
wear, 

And  be  appeas’d  ! I.et  Sophocles  still  live  ! 
Mar.  He  would  not  live. 


Dor.  He  would  not  beg  to  live  ; 

When  he  shall  so  forget,  then  I begin 
To  command,  Martius : and  when  lie  kneels, 
Dorigen  stands;  when  he  lets  fall  a tear, 

I dry  mine  eyes,  and  scorn  him. 

Mar.  Scorn  him  now  then, 

Here  in  the  face  of  Athens  and  thy  friends! 
Selt-wili’d,  st  itf  Sophocles,  prepare  to  die, 
And  by  that  sword  thy  lady  honour'd  iue. 
With  which  herself  shall  follow.  Romaus, 
friends,  [with  me 

Who  dares  hut  strike  this  stroke,  shall  part 
Half  Athens,  and  my  half  of  victory. 

Cap/.  By  Heaven,  not  we  ! 

A ic.  Cura.  We  tw6  will  do  it,  sir. 

Soph.  Away,  vc  lish-fac’d  rascals  ! 

VaL  Martius,  [fame*; 

To  eclipse  this  great  eclipse  labours  thy 
Valerius  thy  brother  shall  for  once 
Turn  executioner : give  me  thy  sword. 

Now,  Sophocles  I’ll  strike  as  suddenly 
As  thou  dar’st  die. 

Soph.  Thou  canst  not  ! and,.  Valeri  us, 

Tis  less  dishonour  to  thee  thus  to  kill  me, 
Than  hid  nie  kneel  to  Martius : ’tis  to  murder 
The  fame  of  living  men7,  w hich  great  ouesdo 
Their  studies  strangle;  poison  makes  away. 
The  wretched  hangman  only  ends  the  play. 
Val.  Art  thou  prepar'd  ? . 

Soph.  Yes. 

lHl.  Bid  thv  wifeiarewell ! 

Soph.  No;  i will  lake  no  leave  ! — My  Do- 
rigen, 

Yonder  above,  'bout  Ariadne’s  crown. 

My  spirit  shall  hover  for  thee;  prithee  haste! 
Dor.  Stay,  Sophocles ! with  this  tie  up  uiy 
sight : 

Let  not  soft  Nature  so  transformed  be 
(And  lose  her  gentier-sex’d  humanity) 


6 To  eclipse  this  great  eclipse  labours  thy  fame.]  This  is  so  obscure,  that  many  readers  may 

think  it  requires  au  explication.  The  sense  stems  to  bt — Stphoclcs , whilst  he  lives,  will  be 
a great  eclipse  to  thy  lame,  and  thy  fume  is  now  labouring  to  eclipse  him  in  thy  turn,  there- 
fore thy  brother  shall  be  hi»  executioner.  Seward. 

7  "i/s  to  warder 

The  fame  of  living  mien,  which  great  ones  do  ; 

Their  studies  strangle , potsun  makes  an  ay. 

The  wretched  hangman  only  ends  the  play.]  Though  false  pointings  have  rendered  this 
quite  dark,  yet  if  the  printers  lutve  not  made  some  mistake  that  1 cannot  discover,  tlie  poet 
himself  was  very  obscure,  and  however  proper  the  sentiment,  ‘tis  certainly  ill  expressed.  By 
making  the  first  part  of  the  sentence  end  at  stiuirgley  the  following  sense  may  be  deduced 
from  it.  To  make  their  fellow-creatures  kneel  to  them,  as  great  men  frequently  do,  is  worse 
than  murdering  them  ; it  renders  (Item  servile  and  slavish,  debases  them  below  the  dignity 
of  their  nature,  murders  therefore  their  fame  and  fetters,  and  strangles  their  studies , L c.  the 
free  exertions  of  their  rational  faculties.  Whereas  poison  makes  away  or  de;  troys  a man 
without  injuring  his  fame,  or  diminishing  the  dignity  of  his  soul;  and  the  wretched  despi- 
cable hangman  only  puts  an  end  to  the  part  we  act  upon  jj  he  stage  ot  this  world.  This  sen- 
timent is  continued  and  improved  m Sophocles’s  next  speech  upon  death.  Seward, 

Probably  we  should  point, 

which  great  ones  do 

Their  studies  strangle. 

The  sense  is,  ‘ You  will  dishonour  me  less  by  killing  me,  than  bidding  me  kneel  to  Mar- 

* tiu*.  Great  men  exert  themselves  to  murder  the  fame  of  the  living ; w hich  is  greater 

* cruelty  than  poison  or  hanging,  w hich  but  concludes  our  misery/  The  expression,  how- 
ever, in  any  sense,  is  certainly  obscure. 

4E!  To 
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To  make  me  see  my  lord  bleed! — So!  'tis  I 
well : 

Never  one  object  underneath  the  sun 
Will  I behold  before  my  Sophocles. 

Farewell ! Now  teach  the  Romans  how  to  die. 
Mar.  Dost  know  what  ’tis  to  die  ? 

Soph.  Thou  dost  not,  Martius, 

And  therefore  not  what  ’tis  to  live.  To  die 
Is  to  begin  to  live : it  is  to  end 
An  old  stale  weary  work,  and  to  commence 
A newer  and  a better : ’tis  to  leave 
Deceitful  knaves,  for  the  society  [part 
Of  gods  apd  goodness : thou  thyself  must 
At  last  from  all  thy  garlands,  ^pleasures, 
triumphs, 

And  prove  thy  fortitude,  what  then  ’twill  do. 
V at  But  art  not  griev'd  nor  vex'd  to  leave 
life  thus  ? [sent 

Soph . Why  should  I grieve  or  vex  for  being 
To  them  I ever  lov’d  best?  Now  I kneel; 
But  with  my  back  towards  thee.  Tis  the  last 
This  trunk  can  do  the  gods.  [duty 

Mar.  Strike,  strike,  Valerius, 

Or  Martius’  heart  will  leap  out  at  his  mouth! 
This  is  a man;  n woman  ! Kiss  thy  lord. 
And  live  with  all  the  freedom  you  were  wont. 
Oh,  Love ! thou  doubly  hast  afflicted  me. 
With  virtue  and  with  lieauty.  Treacherous 
heart, 

My  hand  shall  cast  thee  quick  into  my  urn, 
Ere  thou  transgress  this  knot  of  piety. 

Fit/.  What  ails  my  brother? 

Soph.  Martius,  on,  Martius ! 

Thou  now  hast  found  a way  to  conquer  me. 
Dor.  Oh,  star  of  Rome  f what  gratitude- 
can  speak 

Fit  words  to  follow  such  a deed  as  this  ? 
Mor.  Doth  Juno  talk,  or  Dorigen? 

Val.  You  are  observ’d. 

Mar.  This  admirable  duke,  Valerius, 

With  his  disdain  of  fortune,  and  of  death, 
Oaptiv’d  himself,  hath  captivated  me: 
Andtho'  my  arm  liath  ta^eu  his  body  here, 
His  soul  hath  subjugated  Martius’  soul : 

By  Romulus,  he  is  all  soul,  I, think ! 

He  hath  no  flesh,  and  spirit  can’t  he  gyv’d  : 
Then  we  have  vanquish'd  nothing;  he  is  free, 
And  Martius  walks  now  in  captivity. 

Soph.  How  fares  the  noble  Roman? 

Mar.  Why? 

Dor.  Your  blood  [eyes 

Is  sunk  down  to  your  heart,  and  your  bright 
Have  lost  their  splendor. 

Mar.  Baser  fires  go  out 
When  the  sun  shines  on  ’em. — I am  not  well ; 
An  apoplectick  fit  I use  to  have*, 

After  my  heats  iD  war  carelessly  cool’d. 


Soph*  Martius  shall  rest  in  Athens  with  his 
friends,  [Roman! 

’Till  this  distemper  leave  him.  Oh,  great 
See  Sophocles  do  that  for  thee  he  could  not 
Do  for  himself,  weep.  Martius,  by  the  gods, 
It  grieves  me  that  so  nrnve  a soul  should  suffer 
Under  the  body’s  weak  infirmity. 

Sweet  lady,  take  him  to  thy  loving  charge, 
And  let  thy  care  be  tender. 

Dor.  Kingly  sir, 

I am  your  nurse  and  servant. 

Mar.  Oh,  dear  lady,  [Hexv’n ! 

My  mistress,  nay,  my  deity ! Guide  me, 
Ten  wreaths  triumphant  Martius  will  give, 
To  change  a Martius  for  a Sophocles: 

Can  it  not  be  done, Valerius,  with  this  boot9  ? 
Inseparable  affection,  ever  thus 
Colleague  with  Athens  Rome! 

Dor.  Beat  warlike  tunes, 

Whilst  Dorigen  thus  honours  Martius’  brow 
With  one  victorious  wreath  more  ! 

Soph.  :\nd  Sophocles 

Thus  girds  his  sword  of  conquest  to  his  thigh, 
Which  ne’e?  be  drawn,  hut  cut  out  victory ! 
Lords.  For  ever  be  it  thus  ! [J&rrast. 
Corn.  Corporal  Nicodcmus, 

A word  with  you. 

Nic.  My  worthy  sutler 
Cornelius,  it  befits  not  Nicodemos 
The  Roman  officer  to  parley  with 
A fellow  of  thy  rank  ; th’  affairs  of  the  empire 
Are  to  be  occupied. 

Com.  Let  the  affairs  of 
The  empire  lie  aw  bile  unoccupied ! 

Sweet  Nicodem us,  1 do  require  the  money  at 
Thy  hands,  which  thou  dost  owe  me;  aud  if 
fair  means 

Cannot  attain,  force  of  arms  shall  accomplish. 
Ntc.  Put  up,  and  live. 

Corn.  I have  put  up  too  much  already, 
Thou  corporal  of  concupiscence ; for  I 
Suspect  thou  hast  dishonour'd  my  flock-bed, 
Ana  with  thy  foolish  eloquence,  and  that 
Bewitching  face  of  thine,  drawn  my  wife, 
The  young  harlotry  baggage,  to  prostitute 
1 lersclf  unto  thee.  Draw,  therefore ; for  thou 
Shalt  find  thyself  a mortal  corporal ! [will 
Nic.  Stay  thy  dead-doing  hand,  and  bear:  I 
Rather  descend  from  iny  honour,  and  argue 
These  contumelies  with  thee,  than  clutch  thee 
(Poor  fly)  in  these  eaglet  claws  of  mine  ; or 
draw 

My  sword  of  fate  on  a peasant,  a besognio10, 
A cocoloch,  as  thou  art.  Thou  shalt 
First  understand  this  foolish  eloquence, 
And  intolerable  beauty  of  mine 
(Both  which,  I protest,  are  merely  natural) 


* An  apoplectick  fit.]  Whether  there  is  any  lesser  degree  of  the  apoplexy  that  does  not  de- 
prive a man  of  his  senses,  I am  not  physician  enough  to  know;  but  to  make  a man  accus- 
tomed to  apoplectick  fits  seems  improper,  since  the  third  stroke  is  generally  held  fatal.  I 
rather  believe  the  poets  wrote  epilaptick,  a distemper  that  Shakespeare  from  history  gives  w 
two  very  great  soldiers,  Julius  Cesar  and  Henry  IV.  Seward . 

9 With  this  boot;]  i.  c.  With  this  advantage  in  exchange. 

10  Besognio.1  See  note  12  on  the  Martial  Maid. 

Are 
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Are  the  gifts  of  the  gods,  with  which  I have 
Neither  sent  bawdy  sonnet,  nor  amorous 
glance, 

Or  (as  the  vulgar  call  it)  a sheep's  eye 
To  thy  !>etrothed  Florence. 

Com.  Thou  best ! [born 

Nic.  Oh,  gods  of  Rome,  was  Nicodemus 
To  bear  these  braveries  from  a poor  provant? 
Yet  when  dogs  bark,  or  when  the  asses  bray, 
The  lion  laughs ; not  roars,  but  goes  his  way. 
Corn.  A pox  o’your  poetical  vein  ! tins 
versi  fy  ing  [CodVbead, 

My  wife  has  hornified  me.  Sweet  corporal 
No  more  standing  on  your  punctilio’s  and 
punketto’s  [truth  is. 

Of  honour,  they  are  not  worth  a louse ; the 
Thou  art  the  general  s bigamy,  that  is, 

His  fool,  and  his  knave  ; thou  art  miscreant 
Aud  recreant ; notan  horse-boy  in  the  legions, 
But  has  beaten  thee;  thy  beginning  was 
knap-sack. 

And  thy  ending  will  be  halter-sack11. 

Nic.  JMethinks 

I am  now  Sophocles  the  wise,  and  tbou 
Art  Martius  the  mad. 

Corn.  No  more  of  your  tricks. 

Good  corporal  Le  ather-chops ! I say  thou  hast 
Dishonour'd  ine;and  since  honour  now-a-days 
Is  only  repair’d  by  money,  pay  ine, 

And  1 am  satisfied;  even  reckoning  keeps 
Long  friends. 

Nic.  Let  us  continue  friends  then, 

For  I have  been  even  with  thee  a long  time ; 
And  tho*  I have  not  paid  thee,  I’ve  paid  thy 
wife.  [flower’d  her,  Tarquin  ! 

Com.  Flow  forth,  my  tears ! thou  hast  de- 
The  garden  of  my  delight,  hedged  about, 

In  which  there  was  but  one  bowling-alley 
For  mine  own  private  procreation,  [hedge, 
Thou  hast,  like  a thief  i’th*  night,  leaped  the 
Enter’d  my  alley,  and  without  my  privity 
Play’d  thine  own  rubbers,  [snore  ? 

Nic.  How  long  siiall  patience  thus  securely 
Is  it  my  fault,  if  these  attractive  eyes 
This  budding  chin,  or  rusy-colour’d  cheek, 
This  comely  body,  and  this  waxen  leg, 

Have  drawn  her  into  a fool’s  paradise  ? 


By  Cupid’s  god-head  I do  swear  (no  other'1) 
She’s  chaster  far  than  Lucrece,  her  grand- 
mother ; 

Pure  as  glass-window,  ere  the  rider  dash  it13, 
Whiter  than  lady's  smock,  when  she  did  wash 
it : [commnndress) 

For  well  thou  wot’st  (tho’  now  my  Iteart’s 
I once  was  free,  and  she  but  the  camp's 
laundress.  [part 

Com.  Ay;  she  then  came  sweet  to  roe ; no 
About  her  but  smelt  of  soap-suds;  likeadryad 
Out  of  a wasli-bowl14.  Pray,  or  pay  ! 

Nic.  Hold!  [ny worths  small? 

Corn.  Was  thy  cheese  mouldy,  or  thy  pen- 
Was  not  thy  ale  the  mightiest  of  the  earth  in 
malt,  [bed  soft,  and 

And  thy  stupe  fill’d  like  a tide?  was  not  thy 
Thy  bacon  latter  than  a dropsy?  Come,  sir! 
Nic.  Mars  then  inspire  me  w ith  the  fencing 
skill 

Of  our  tragedian  actors  ! Honour  pricks ; 
And,  sutler,  now  I conic  with  thwacks  and 
thwicks.  [lavalto  full; 

Grant  us  one  crush,  one  pass,  aud  now  a high 
Then  up  again,  now  down  again,  yet  do  no 
harm  at  all ! 

Enter  Florence. 

Flor.  Oli,  that  ever  I was  born!  why,  gent! 
Corn.  Mcssnline  of  Koine ; 

Away,  disloyal  concubine  ! I will 
Be  deafer  to  thee  tnan  thou  art  toothers.* 

I will  have  [rant  whore 

My  hundred  drachma’s  he  owes  me,  thou  sn 
Flor.  I know  he  is  an  hundred  drams  o’th’ 
score* 5 ; [nelius! 

But  what  o*  that  l no  bloodshed,  sweet  Cor- 
Oh,  ray  heart!  o’my  conscience,  ’tis  fiill’n 
thorow  [Didymus, 

The  bottom  of  my  belly!  Oh,  ray  sweet 
If  either  of  ye  miskill  one  another, 

W hat  will  become  of  poor  Florence?  Pacify 
Yourselves,  I pray! 

Corn.  Go  to  ! my  heart’s  not  stone; 

I am  not  marble : dry  your  eyes,  Florence ! — 
The  scurvy  ape’s  face  knows  my  blind  side 
well  enough.— 


11  And  thy  ending  will  be  halter-sack.]  The  junction  of  sack  and  halter  here,  is  only  to 
preserve  a jingle  of  words  without  meaning.  We  may,  perhaps,  restore  a quibble  with 
some  little  sense  in  it,  if  we  read  hulter-sick.  Seu  ard. 

>I1  By  CupitTs I do  swear  (no  other).]  With  this  hiatus  the  line  has  been  hitherto 

printed ; boa  or  arrow  were  probably  the  original,  but  what  is  (no  other),  and  why  in  a pa- 
renthesis? The  parenthesis,  I believe,  belongs  t o I do  swear ; and  the  insertion  of  the  pre- 
position by  makes  out  a comic  hobbling  verse. 

By  Cupid’s  bow  (I  swear  by  no  other).  Seward. 

A hiatus  is  not  likely  to  have  been  put  for  boa  or  arrow , but  very  likely  for  the  word  we 
have  inserted,  which  equally  suits  sense,  measure,  and  parenthesis. 

13  Ere  the  rider  dash  if.]  Unless  dash  is  here  used  iu  the  sense  of  splash  with  dirt,  this 

passage  seems  unintelligible.  R. 

14  Like  u dryad  out  of  a wash-bowl.]  This  was  probably  a designed  mistake  of  dryad  for 

natad,  and  therefore  Mr.  Sympaon,  who  quarrels  with  the  printer  for  making  the  uuthor  talk 
so  improperly,  seems  to  be  angry  without  reason.  It  is  not  the  author  but  Comehws  talks 
nonsense.  Seward. 

15  Drachma’s  d tk ’ score.]  So  former  copies, 

Leave 
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Leave  your  puling  : will  this  content  you  ? 

let  him  taste  [take  otf  again. 

Thy  nether  lip;  w-kich,in  sign  of  amity,  1 thus 
Go  thy  ways,  and  protide  the  cow’s  udder16. 
JVic.  Lily  of  concord  I — And  now,  honest 
sutler,  [ture, 

Since  I’ve  had  proof  as  well  of  thy  good  ua- 
As  of  thy  wife's  before,  1 will  acquaint  tliee 
With  a project  shall  fully  satisfy  thee 
For  thy  debt.  Thou  siiuit  understand, 

I'm  shortly  to  be  knighted. 

Corn.  The  devil  thou  art  ! 

Ate.  Renounce  me  else ! _ for  the  suste- 
nance of  which  worship  [nance; 

(W  hich  worship  many  times  wants  sustc- 

I have  here*  the  general’s  grant  to  have  the 
Two  hundred  men.  [leading  of 

Corn.  You  jest,  you  jest ! 

Aic.  Refuse  me  else  to  the  pit.  [self? 

Corn.  Mercy  on  us!  ha'you  not  forgot  your- 
By  your  swearing  you  shoulJ  be  knighted 
already. 

Aic.  Damn  me,  sir,  here’s  his  hand  ! 

Read  it. 

Corn.  Alas,  I cannpt.  * 

Aic . I know  that. — 

T has  pleas’d  the  general  to  look  upon  [in 
My  service.  Now,  sir,  shall  you  join  with  me 
Petitioning  for  fifty  men  more,  in  regard 
Of  my  arrearages  to  you;  which,  if  granted, 
I will  bestow  th’  whole  profit  of  those  fifty 
Men  on  thee,  and  thine  heirs  for  ever, 

'Till  Atropos  do  cut  this  simple  thread. 
Corn.  So  more,  dear  corporal!  Sir  Nico- 
detnus  [cy,?! 

That  shall  be  ! I cry  your  worship's  tner- 
I am  your  servant,  body  and  goods, 
Moveables  and  immoveables ; use  my  house, 
Use  uiy  wife,  use  me,  abuse  me,  do  wlmt  you 
list.  fan  old  pass, 

Aic.  A figment  is  a candied  lie : this  is 
Mark,  what  follows18  ! [Exeunt. 

Enter  Martins  and  Two  Captains. 
Mar.  Pray  leave  me  ! you  are  Romans, 
honest  men ; 

Keep  me  not  company ; I am  turn’d  knave, 


Have  lost  ray  fame  ami  nature.  [Exe.  Copt*] 
— Athens,  Athens/ 

This  Dorigeti  is  thy  Paladium  ! 
lie  that  will  sack  tliee,  uiUst  betray  her  first. 
Whose  words  wound  deeper  than  her  hus- 
band's sword; 

Her  eyes  make  captive  still  the  conqueror, 
And  here  they  keep  her  only  to  that  end. 
Oh,  subtle  devil,  wlmt  a golden  bail 
Did  tempt,  when  thou  didst  cast  her  in  ray 
way ! [to  field 

Why,  foolish  Sophocles,  brought  st  thou  not 
Thy  lady,  that  thou  inight'st  have  overcome  ? 
Marti  us  had  kueel’d,  and  yielded  all  his 
wreaths 

That  hang  like  jewels  on  the  seven-fold  hill. 
And  bid  Koine  send  him  out  to  light  with 
men,  [Fate 

(For  that  she  knew  he  durst)  and  not  'gainst 
Or  deities  ; what  mortal  conquers  ilteiu? 
Insatiate  Julius,  when  his  victories 
Had  run  o'er  half  the  world,  Imd  he  met  her, 
There  lie  had  stopp’d  the  legend  of  his  deeds, 
Laid  hv  his  arms,  been  overcome  himself, 
And  let  her  vanquish  th’ other  half;  and  Fame 
Made  beauteous  Dorigen  the  greater  name. 
Shall  L thus  tall?  I will  not!  no;  my  tears. 
Cast  on  my  heart,  shall  quench  these  lawless 
fires : 

He  conquers  best,  conquers  his  lewd  desires. 

Enter  Dorigen , with  Ladies. 

Dor.  Great  sir,  my  lord  commands  me 
visit  you ; 

And  thinks  your  retir'd  melancholy  proceeds 
From  some  distaste  of  worthless  entertain- 
ment. [d’ye  do,  sir? 

Wili’t  please  you  take  your  chamber?  How 
A far.  Lost,  lost  again ! the  wild  rageofiuy 
blood 

Doth  ocean-like  o'erflow  the  shallow  shore. 
Of  my  weak  virtue  : my  desire’s  a vane. 
That  the  least  breath  from  her  turns  every  way. 
Dor.  What  says  ray  lord  ? 

Alar.  Dismiss 

Your  women,  pfay,  and  I’ll  reveal  niy  grief. 
Dor.  Leave  me ! [Exeunt  Ladies. 


16  Go  thy  ways,  and  provide  the  cow’s  adder.]  As  all  the  rest  of  the  speech  is  a burlesque 
Sublimity  of  stile,  and  the  whole  was  easily  restored  to  its  droll  measure,  there  is  reason  to 
suspect  this  sudden  fall  of  stile  and  loss  of  metre  to  arise  from  some  omissions,  which,  I hope, 
will  be  restored.  There  is  no  particular  propriety  in  her  providing  a cow’s  udder  rather  than 
any  other  disli ; but  «s  milk  is  the  emblem  of  pence,  and  she  is  immediately  after  called 
Lily  of  concord,  there  is  great  humour  in  celebrating  their  treaty  of  friendship  by  a libuiioa 
of  milk  to  the  goddess  of  Peace.  I read  therefore, 

. which  in  sign  of  amity 

I thus  take  otf  again,  go  thy  ways,  and 

Provide  the  friendly  juice  of  the  cow’s  udder.  Seward. 

This  is  an  unwarrantable  alteration  ; and  the  measure  may  be  preserved  without  it.  Juice 
of  the  udder  is  too  bad. 

17  1 cry  your  wishes  mercy.]  If  this  be  genuine,  the  meaning  is,  I beg  pardon  of  your  ex- 
pectations, in  which  you  are  already  a knight.  But  it*will  lie  more  intelligible  to  read  aor- 
ship’s  mercy.  He  calls  him  afterwards  before  Martius, 

His  worship  Sir  Nicodemus.  Seward. 

11  There  seems  in  this  scene  to  be  some  indifferent  imitation  of  Shakespeare’s  Pistol,  &c. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Lon"  talcs  of  love  (whilst  love  itself 
Might  be  enjoy’d)  ore  languishing  delays. 
Tlierc  is  a secret  strange  iies  in  my  breast, 

I will  partake  with  you,  which  much  con- 
cerns 

Your  lord,  yourself,  and  me.  Oh! 

Dor.  Strange  secrets,  sir, 

Should  not  be  mode  so  cheap  to  strangers;  yet 
If  your  strange  secret  do  no  lower  lie 
Than  in  your  breast,  discover  it. 

Mar.  i will 

Oh!  can  you  not  see  it,  lady,  in  my  sighs? 
Dor.  Sighs  none  can  paint,  and  therefore 
who  can  see?  [Alcides, 

Mar.  Scorn  ine  not,  Dorigen,  with  mocks! 
That  master’d  monsters,  was  by  beauty 
tam’d; 

Oraphale  smil’d  his  club  out  of  his  hand. 

And  made  him  spin  her  smocks.  Oh,  sweet, 

I love  you  ; 

And  1 love  Sophocles  : I must  enjoy  you ; 
And  yet  I would  not  injure  him. 

Dor.  Let  go ! [Marti us? 

You  hurt  me,  sir!  Farewell!— Stay ! is  this 
I will  not  tell  my  lord:  he’ll  swear  I lie; 
Doubt  my  fidelity,  before  thy  honour. 

How  hast  thou  vex’d  the  gods,  that  they 
would  let  thee 

Thus  violate  friendship,  hospitality, 

And  all  the  bonds  of  sacred  piety18? 

Sure  thou  but  tryst  me,  out  of  love  to  him, 
And  wuuldst  reject  me  if  I did  consent. 

Oh,  Marti  us,  Martius ! wouldst  thou  in  une 
minute 

Blast  all  thy  laurels,  which  so  many  years 
Thou  hast  been  purchasing  with  blood  and 
sweat  ? 

Hath  Dorigen  never  been  written,  read, 
Without  the  epithet  of  chaste,  chaste  Do- 
rigen, 

And  wonldst  thou  fall  upon  her  chastity, 
Like  a black  drop  of  ink,  to  blot  it  out? 
When  men  shall  read  the  records  of  thy 
valour, 

Thy  hi therto-b rave  virtue,  and  approach 
(Highly  content  yet)  to  this  foul  assault 
Included  in  this  leaf,  this  ominous  leaf, 

They  shall  throw  down  the  book,  and  read 
no  more, 

The/  the  best  deeds  ensue,  and  all  conclude 
That  nivell’d  the  whole  story'*,  whose  sound 
heart  [leprous  part. 

(Which  should  have  been)  prov’n  the  most 
Mar.  Oh,  thou  conful’st  divinely,  and  thy 
words  „ 

Do  fall  like  rods  upon  me!  but  they  have 
Such  silken  lines  and  silver  hooks,  that  I 
Am  faster  snar’d : my  love  lias  ta’en  such  hold, 


That  (like  two  wrestlers)  tbo’  thou  stronger 
be, 

And  hast  cast  me,  I hope  to  pull  thee  after: 

I must,  or  perish. 

Dor.  Perish,  Martius,  then! 

For  I here  vow  unto  the  gods,  these  rocks, 

1 he.se  rocks  we  sec  so  fix’d,  shall  he  remov’d, 
Made  clminpain  field,  ere  I so  impious  prove, 

To  stain  my  lord’s  bed  with  adultrous  love. 

Enter  Valerius. 

Val.  The  gods  protect  fair  Dorigen! 

Dor.  Amen! 

From  all  you  wolvish  Romans!  [Exit.  1 
Val.  liu!  what's  this?  [doubts 

Still,  brother,  in  your  moods9 — Oh,  then  my 
Are  truths.  Have  at  it!  I must  try  a way 
To  he  resolv’d. 

Mur.  How  strangely  dost  thou  look?  m 
What  ail'st  thou  ? 

Vat.  What  ail’st  thou  ? 

Mar.  Why,  I am  mad.  . [thy  sword, 

Val.  Why,  I am  madder! — Martius,  draw 
And  lop  a villain  from  the  earth  ; for  if 
Thou  wilt  not,  on  some  tree  about  this  place 
I’ll  hang  myself!  Valerius  shall  not  live 
To  wound  his  brother’s  honour,  stain  his 
country, 

And  branded  with  ingratitude  to  all  times10. 
Mar.  For  what  can  all  this  be? 

Val.  I am  in  love. 

Mur.  Why,  so  tuu  I.  With  whom?  ha? 

Val.  Dorigen.  [her?  speak! 

Mur.  With  Dorigen?  How  dost  thou  love 
Val.  Even  to  the  height  of  lust ; and  I 
Or  else  I die.  [must  have  her, 

Mur.  Thou  shalt,  thou  daring  traitor. 

On  all  the  confines  I have  rid  my  horse, 

Was  there  no  oilier  woman  for  thy  choice 
But  Dorigen?  Why,  villain,  she  is  mine: 

She  makes  me  pine  thus,  sullen,  mad,  and 
’Tis  l must  have  her,  or  I die.  [fool; 

Val.  Oh,  all  ye  gods. 

With  mercy  look  on  this  declining  rock 
Of  valour  and  of  virtue!  breed  not  up, 

From  iufancy,  in  honour,  to  full  man, 

A s'*  you  have  done  him,  to  destroy!  Here, 
strike!  [patch! 

For  I have  only  search’d  thy  wound;  dis* 
Far,  far  be  such  love  from  Valerius! 

So  far,  he  scorns  to  live  to  be  call’d  brother 
By  him  that  dares  own  such  folly  and  such  vice. 
Mar.  ’Tis  truth  tliou  speak’st ; but  I do 
hate  it : peace ! 

If  Heav’n  will  snatch  ray  sword  out  of  my  hand. 
And  put  a rattle  in  it,  what  can  I do  r 
He  that  is  destin’d  to  be  odious 
In  his  old  age,  must  undergo  his  fate. 


18  And  all  the  bounds  of  sacred  piety?]  Tho’  this  be  good  sense,  yet  as  bonds  is  the  more 
natural  and  better  word,  l believe  it  the  original.  Seward. 

,y  That  ravell'd,  4'C-]  We  don’t  clearly  understand  these  two  last  lines;  there  seems  to 
be  some  omission.  ' 

10  And  branded .]  Former  editions.  I read,  brand  it.  Seward. 

Branded  is  best:  Valerius  shall  not  lire  branded,  &c. 

Enter 
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Enter  Cornelius  and  Nicodemus. 

Corn.  If  you  don’t  back  me,  I shall  never 
Nic.  I warrant  you.  [do’t. 

Com.  Humh,  humh! — Sir!  my  lord!  my 
Mur.  Ha!  what’s  the  matter?  [lord! 

Com.  Hutch ! — Concerning  the  odd  fifty, 
My  lord,  an’t  please  your  generality, 

His  worship  sir  Nicodemus — 

Mar.  What’s  here?  a pass?  you  would  for 
Rome?  You  lubbers! 

Doth  one  day's  lttzinessmake  you  covethome? 
Away,  ye  boarish  rogues ! ye  dogs,  away ! 

Enter  Florence. 

Corn.  Oh,  oh,  oh ! 

Flor.  How  now,  man11  ? are  you  satisfied  ? 
Com.  Ay,  ay,  ay  ; 

A pox  o'your  corporal ! I am  paid  soundly ; 
1 was  ne’er  better  paid  in  all  my  life. 

Flor.  Marry,  tlie  gods’  blessing  on  his 
honour's  heart!  [such 

You’ve  done  a charitable  deed,  sir;  many  more 
May  you  live  to  do,  sir ! The  gods  keep  you, 
sir, 

The  gods  protect  you  1 

[Exit  with  Corn,  and  Nic. 
Mar.  These  peasants  mock  me  sure! — 
Valerius, 

Forgive  my  dotage,  see  my  ashes  urn’d, 

And  tell  fair  Dorigcn,  (she  that  but  now 
Left  me  with  this  harsh  vow,  sooner  these 
rocks  [that  I 

Should  be  remov'd,  than  she  would  yield) 
Was  yet  so  loving,  on  her  gift  to  die! 

Val.  Oh,  Jupiter,  forbid  it,  sir,  and  grant 
This  my  device  may  certify  tiiy  mind ! 

You  are  my  brotlicr,  nor  must  perish  thus; 
Be  comforted!  Think  you  fair  Dorigen 
Would  yield  your  wishes,  if  these  envious 
socks 

By  skill  could  be  remov’d,  or  by  fallacy 
She  made  believe  so  ? 

Mar.  Why,  she  could  not  chuse  ; 

Th'  Athenians  are  religious  in  their  vows, 
Above  all  nations. 

Val.  Soft!  down  yonder  hill  [her; 

The  lady  comes  this  way.  Once  more  to  try 
If  she  persist  in  obstinacy,  by  my  skill. 

Learn 'd  from  the  old  Chaldean  was  my  tutor. 
Who  train'd  me  in  the  mathematicks,  I will 
So  dazzle  and  delude  her  sight,  that  she 
Shall  think  this  great  impossibility 


Effected  by  some  supernatural  means. 

Be  confident ; this  engine  shall  at  least, 
Till  the  gods  better  order,  still  this  breast. 

[Exit 

Mar.  Oh,  my  best  brother,  go ; aud  for 
reward 

C huse  any  part  o'  th*  world,  I’ll  give  it  thee. 
Oh,  little  Love12,  men  say  thou  art  a god; 
Thou  might’st  have  got  a fitter  fool  than  I. 

Enter  Dorigcn. 

Dor.  Art  thou  there,  basilisk?  Remove 
thine  eyes ; 

For  I am  sick  to  death  with  thy  infection. 
Mar.  Yet,  yet  have  mercy  on  ine!  sate 
him,  lady,  [mercy 

Whose  single  arm  defends  all  Rome,  whose 
Hath  sav’d  thy  husband's  and  thy  life! 

Dor.  To  spoil 

,Our  fame  and  honours?  No;  my  vow  is  fix’d, 
And  stands  us  constant  as  these  stones  do,  still. 
Mar.  Then  pity  roe,  ye  gods ! you  only 
may 

Move  her,  by  tearing  these  firm  stones  away. 

[Sofam  mutick. 
[A  mist  ariseth,  the  rocks  remote. 

Enter  Valerius  like  Mercury , singing. 

VaL  Martius,  rejoice ! Jove  sends  me  from 
above, 

His  messenger,  to  cure  thy  desp’rate  love, 
To  shew  rash  vows  cannot  bind  destiny. 
Lady,  behold,  the  rocks  transplanted  be! 
Hard-hearted  Dorigen,  yield;  lest,  for  con- 
tempt. 

They  fix  thee  here  a rock,  whence  they’re 
exempt.  [Erd. 

Dor.  What  strange  delusion's  this?  wUt 
sorcery 

Affrights  me  with  these  apparitions? 

My  colder  chastity’s  nigh  turn’d  to  death. 
Hence,  lewd  magician!  dar’si  thou  make 
the  gods 

Bawds  to  thy  lust?  will  they  do  miracles 
To  further  evil  ? or  do  they  love  it  now  ? 
Know,  if  they  dare  do  so,  I dare  hate  them, 
And  will  no  longer  serve  'em.  Jupiter, 
Thy  golden  shower,  nor  thy  snow-white  swan, 
Had  I been  Lcda,  or  bright  Danae, 

Ilad  bought  mine  honour.  Turn  me  into 
stone ! 

For  beinggood,  and  blush  when  thou  hastdone! 

[Exit  Dorigen , 


**  Wife.  Oh!  oh!  ok! 

how  now  maw ] As  it  is  plain  the  wife,  by  her  question,  knows  not  of  her  husbands 

disappointment  or  beating,  the  ohs!  are  improper  to  her,  and  evidently  belong  to  Cor* 
nelius.  Scunrd. 

41  O little  Rome,  men  soy  thou  art  a god.l  Rome  in  this  place  is  in  every  light  absurd. 
For  why  was  the  mistress  of  the  world  to  be  called  little  ? Why  a god,  when  she  was  always 
represented  as  a female  aud  a goddess?  And  lastly,  tho'  he  was  become  a fool,  it  was  not 
Rome  that  made  him  so.  For  these  reasons  it  is  almost  self-evident,  that  love  was  the  true 
reading.  I had  wrote  this  before  1 saw,  that  at  five  lines  below,  all  Rome  is  mentioned  with 
a particular  emphasis,  this  having  been  marked  for  Italicks,  might  draw  the  printer’s  eye  to 
it,  and  a small  degree  of  absence  cause  him  to  insert  it  in  this  place.  Skwurd. 

Enter 
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Enter  Valerius. 

Mar.  Oh,  my  Valerius,  nil  yet  will  not  do : 
\Jnless  I could  so  draw  mine  honesty 
Down  to  the  lees  to  be  a ravisher. 

She  calls  me  witch,  and  villain ! 

Vul.  Patience,  sir! 

The  gods  will  punish  penury.  Let  herbreathe, 
And  ruminate  on  this  strange  sight! — Time 
decays 

The  strongest,  fairest  buildings  we  can  find; 
But  still,  Diana,  fortify  her  mind ! [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Sophocles  und  Dor i gen. 

Soph.  Weep  not,  bright  Dorigeu  ; for  thou 
hast  stood  [and  men, 

Coustuut  au{i  chnste,  it  seems,  'gam*1  gods 
When  rocks  and  mountains  were  remov’d. 
These  wonders 

Do  stupily  my  senses!  Marti  us. 

This  is  inhuman.  Was  thy  sickness  lust? 
Yet  were  this  truth,  why  weeps  sue?  Jealous 
soul,  [rocks, 

What  dost  thou  thus  suggest?  Vows, mngick, 
Fine  tales,  and  tears  ? She  ne’er  complain'd 
before. 

I bade  her  visit  him;  she  often  did,  [oh! 
Had  many  opportunities.  Ilmnh  ! *ts  naught: 
No  way  hut  this.  Come,  weep  no  more ; 
I've  ponder’d 

This  miracle;  the  anger  of  the  gods, 

Thy  vow,  iny  love  to  thee  and  Martins: 
lie  must  not  perish,  nor  thou  he  forsworn. 
Lest  worse  fates  follow  us : go,  keep  thy  oath ! 
To r chaste , and  t chore,  arc  words  of  equal 
length. 

But  let  not  Mnrrius  know  that  I consent.-^ 
Oil,  1 am  pull’d  in  pieces ! 

Dor.  Ay?  say  you  so? 

I’ll  meet  you  in  your  path.  Oh,  wretched  men ! 
With  all  your  valour  and  your  learning, 
bubbles! 

Forgive  me,  Sophocles — Yet  why  kneel  I 
l-’or  pardon,  having  been  but  over-diligent, 
Jjke  an  obedient  servant,  antedating 
Fly  lord’s  command  ? Sir,  I have  often,  and 
already  given 

"This  bosom  up  to  his  embraces;  and 
Am  proud  that  my  dear  lord  is  pleas’d  witli  it; 
Whose  gentle  honourable  mind  l see 
Participates  even  all,  his  wife  And  all, 

Unto  his  friend.  You’re  sad,  sir!  Martius 
loves  me, 

And  1 love  Martius,  with  such  ardency 
As  never  married  couple  could  : 1 must 
Attend  him  now.  My  lord,  when  you  have 
need 

To  use  your  own  wife,  pray,  sir,  send  for 
me ; 

'Till  then,  make  use  of  your  philosophy! 

[ Exit. 

Soph.  Stay,  Dorigen!  Oh,  me,  inquisitive 
fool ! 

Thou  tliat  didst  order  this  congested  heap 
V hen  it  was  chaos,  ’twist  thy  spacious  palms, 

VOL.  HI. 


Forming  it  to  this  vast  rotundity. 

Dissolve  it  now ; shuffle  the  elements, 

That  no  one  proper  by  itself  may  stand! 

Let  the  sea  quench  the  sun, and  in  that  instant 
The  sun  drink  up  the  sea!  Day,  ne’er  coins 
down, 

To  light  me  to  those  deeds  that  must  be 
done!  [£ji/. 

Enter  Martins,  Valerius , Captains  and  Sol- 
diers, with  drums  and  colours , at  one  door ; 
and  Dorigen  with  Ladies,  at  another. 

Dor.  Hail,  general  of  Rome!  From  So- 
pho.Ics, 

That  honours  Martius,  Dorigen  presents 
Herself  to  be  dishonour’d  : do  thy  will ; 

For  Sophorles  commands  me  to  obey. 

Come,  violate  ail  rules  of  holiness, 

And  rend  the  consecrated  knot  of  love! 

Mar.  Never,  Valerius,  was  I blest  ’till 
now! 

Behold  the  end  of  all  my  weary  steps, 

The  prize  of  nil  my  battles.  Leave  us,  all; 
Leave  us  ns  quick  as  thought.  Thus  joy 
begin ! 

In  zealous  love  a minute’s  loss  is  sin. 

Val.  Can  Martins  be  so  vile?  or  Dorigen  ? 
Dor.  Stay,  stay!  aud,  monster,  noep^hou 
further  oil'!  [much  loath’d 

I thought  thy  brave  soul  would  have  innch. 
To  have  gone  on  still  «n  such  terms  as  this. 
.See,  thou  ungrateful,  since  thy  desperate  lust 
Nothing  can  cure  hut  death.  I’ll  die  for  thee. 
While  my  chaste  name  lives  to  posterity. 
Alar.  Live,  live,  thou  angel  of  thy  sex  I 
Forgive, 

'Till  by  those  golden  tresses  thou  he'st  snatch’d 
Alive  to  Heav’n;  for  tny  corruption’s 
So  little,  that  it  cannot  suffer  death. 

Was  ever  such  a woman  ? Oh,  my  mirror! 
liow  perfectly  thou  shew’st  me  all  my  faults* 
Which  now  I hate;  and  wheu  l next  at- 
tempt thee, 

I.et  all  the  fires  in  the  zodiuck 
Drop  on  this  cursed  head  ! 

Oirtncs.  Oh,  blcss’d  event! 

Dor.  Rise  like  the  suu  again  in  all  his  glory* 
After  a dark  eclipse ! 

Mar.  Never,  without  a pardon. 

Enter  Sophocles,  and  tuo  or  thrte  with  him • 
Dor.  Sir,  you  have  forgiven  yourself. 

Soph.  Behold  their  impudence!  are  my 
words  just  ? 

Unthankful  man,  viper  to  arms,  and  Rome 
Thy  natural  mother!  have  i « arm’d  thee  here 
To  corrode  cv’n  my  heart?  Maruus,  prepare 
To  kill  me,  or  be  kill’d. 

Mar.  W by,  Sophocles, 

Then  prithee  kill  me;  I deserve  it  highly; 
For  1 have  both  transgress ’a  'gainst  men  and 
gods; 

But  mn  repentant  now,  am]  in  best  case 
T'  uncase  my  soul  of  tins  oppressing  iloah; 
Which,  tho’  (god s witness;  ne'er  was  actually 
d F jnjunyu* 
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Iniurions  to  thy  wife  and  thee,  yet  'twas 
Her  goodness  that  restrain'd  and  held  nit*  now : 
But  take  my  life,  dear  friend,  for  my  intent, 
Or  else  forgive  it! 

Val.  By  the  gods  of  Athens, 

These  words  are  true,  and  all  direct  again. 
Soph.  Pardon  me,  Dorigen! 
mar.  Forgive  me,  Sophocles, 

And  Dorigen  too,  and  every  one  that’s  good ! 

Dor.  Rise,  noble  Roman.  Belov’d  So- 
Take  to  thy  breast  thy  friend!  [idiocies, 
Mar.  And  to  thy  heart  [enough 

Tby  matchless  wife!  Lleav’n  has  not  stuff 
To  make  another  such;  for  if  it  could, 
Martins  would  marry  too.  For  thy  blest  sake, 
(Oh,  thou  infinity  of  excellence)  [take 

] lenceforth  in  men's  discourse  Rome  shall  not 
The  wall  of  Athens,  ns’tofore.  But  when 
In  their  fair  honours  we  to  speak  do  come, 
Weil  say  'twas  so  iu  Athens  and  in  Rome. 

[Exeunt  in  pomp. 

Diana  descend*. 

Diana.  Honour,  set  opc  ehy  gates,  and 
■with  thee  bring. 

My  servant  and  thy  friend,  fiur  Dorigen ; 

J.et  her  triumph  with  him,  her  lord  nod  friend, 
"VVho,  l bo*  mis-led,  still  honour  was  their  end ! 

[ Flourish . 

Enter  the  sho a-  of  Hohour’s  Triumph ; a 
print  flourish  of  trumpets  and  drums  x.ith- 
in;  then  enter  a noise 13  of  trumpets  sound- 
ing ch  tar  fully;  then  follows  an  armed 
Knicht  tearing  u crimson  banneret  in  hand, 
7i  it  h the  inscription  Valour;  by  hi*  side  u 
lady  bearing  a nut  chit  banneret,  the  in- 
icrij'tioH  Clemency;  next,  Martins  and 
Sop  hoc  l 'e  s with  cur  (nuts;  next , two  Ladies, 
vnt  hearing  a white  banneret,  the  inscrip- 
tion Chastity,  the  other  a black,  the  in- 
scription Constancy ; then  Dorigen  crowned; 
l ist , a chariot  drown  by  tw  o Moors,  in  it  u 
j-uson  crowned,  with  u scepter  on  the  top , 
in  an  antick  escutcheon  is  written  Honour. 
-I  s they  pass  over,  Diurui  ascends. 

Jiin.  How  like  you  it?  [it  agnin! 

/>*.  Rarely;  so  well,  1 would  they  would  do 
How  many  of  our  wives  now-a-days 
Would  deserve  to  triumph  in  such  a chariot? 
Kin.  That's  all  one;  you  see  they  triumph 
in  caroclies.  [neither; 

Tri.  i hat  I hey  do,  by  the  mass;  hut  not  ail 
Many  of  them  are  content  with  carts.  Rut, 
signor, 

1 lone  now  found  out  a great  absurdity,  iihiih. 
Kin.  VV  hat  wus't? 

' in.  ThePndogue,presentingfoi!rTriumplis, 
Made  hut  three  legs  to  the  king  4:  a three- 
9 J was  monstrous.  [legg’d  Prologue ! 


Kin.  Thad  been  more  monstrous 
To  have  liad  a four- 1 egg’d  one.  Peace!  tlif 
king  speaks. 

Eman.  Here  was  a woman,  Isabel? 
lsub.  Ay,  my  lord, 

But  that  she  told  a lie  to  vex  her  husband; 
'rherein  she  fail'd. 

Eman.  She  serv'd  him  well  enough ; 
lie  that  was  so  much  man,  vet  would  be  cast 
To  jealousy  for  her  integrity. 

This  tcacbeth  us,  the  passion  of  love 
Can  light  with  soldiers,  and  with  scbolarstoe. 
lsub.  In  Marti  us,  clemency  and  valour 
shewn, 

In  the  other,  courage  and  humanity; 

And  therefore  in  the  Triumph  they  were 
By  Clemency  and  Valour.  [usher’d 

Eman.  Rightly  observ’d ; 

As  she  by  Chastity  and  Constancy. 

NVhat  hurt’s  now  in  a play,  against  which 
some  rail 

So  vehemently  ? thou  and  I,  my  love. 

Make  excellent  use,  methinks:’  1 learn  to  be 
A lawful  lover  void  of  jealousy, 

And  thou  a constant  wife.  Sweet  poetry’s 
A flower,  where  men,  like  lutes  and  spiders, 
may 

Bear  poison,  or  else  sw  eets  nud  wax  away.* 
Be  venom-drawing  spiders  they  that  will! 

I’ll  be  the  bee,  and  suck  the  honey  still. 

[F’/owriiA 

Cupid  descends. 

Cupid.  Stay,  clouds!  ye  rack  too  fust. 
Bright  Phmbus,  see. 

Honour  has  triumph'd  with  fair  Chastity: 

Give  love  now  leave,  iu  purlPfr  to  shew 
Unchaste  affections  fly  not  from  his  bow*. 
Produce  the  sweet  example  of  your  youth. 
Whilst  I provide  a Triumph  for  your  truth.  , 

[ Flourish. 

Enter  Violunte  ( with-child)  and  Gerrank 

Yio . Why  does  my  Gerrard  grieve? 

Gcr.  ()1»,  my  sweet  mistress, 

It  is  not  life  (which,  by  our  Milan  law. 

My  fact  hath  forfeited)  makes  me  thus  pca- 
sivc  ; 

'1  hat  1 would  kite  to  save  the  little  finger 
()l  this  your  noble  burden  from  least  hurt. 
Because  your  blood  is  in't:  hut  since  your  k>ve 
Made  poor  incompatible  me  the  parent, 
(Being  we  are  not  married)  your  dear  blood 
Falls  under  the  sumo  cruel  penalty  ; 

And  can  Heaven  thiuk  lit  you  die  for  me? 
ior  IJeavVs  sake,  say  I ravish’d  you!  I’ll 
swear  it, 

To  keep  your  life  safe  and  repute  unstain’d15. » 
Via.  Oh,  Gerrard,  thou’rt  my  life  and  ia* 
cultics, 


71  A noise  of  trumpets;]  i.  e.  A concert  of  trumpets.  See  note  2u  on  Wit  at  Several 
Wcup*  ns. 

• 4 Three  legs;]  i.  e.  Three  boas.  See  note  23  on  the  Queen  of  Corinth. 

75  To  kup  your  lift  and  your  repute  n/uium'J.]  The  text  from  first  ibbu* 

(Aad 
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(And  if  I lose  thee,  FU  not  keep  mine  own) 
The  thought  of  whom  sweetens  all  miseries. 
Wouldst  have  me  murder  thee  beyond  thy 
death ! 

Unjustly  scandal  thee  with  ravishment? 

It  was  so  fur  from  rape,  that,l  leav’n  doth  know, 
If  ever  the  first  lovers,  ere  they  fell, 

Kuew  simply  in  the  state  of  innocence. 

Such  was  tins  net,  this,  that  doth  ask  no  blush ! 

Ger.  Oh,  but,  iny  rarest  Violante,  when 
My  lord  Raiululplio,  brother  to  your  father, 
Shall  understand  this,  how  will  In-  exclaim, 
That  my  poor  aunt,  auii  me,  which  lus  free 
alms  [tua 

Hat!)  nurs’d,  since  Milan  by  the  duke  of  Man- 
(Who  now  usurps  it)  was  surpriz'd  ! that  time 
My  father  and  my  mother  were  both  slain, 
With  my  aunt’s  husband,  as  she  says,  their 
states 

Despoil’d  and  seiz’d  ; 'tis  past  my  memory, 
But  thus  she  told  me : only  this  1 know, 
•Since  I could  understand,  your  honour’d  uncle 
Hath  given  me  all  the  liberal  education 
That  his  own  son  might  look  for,  bad  he  one; 
Now  will  he  say,  Dost  thou  requite  me  thus  ? 
Oh  ! the  thought  kills  me. 

Vio.  Gentle,  gentle  Gcrrard,  [father, 
Be  cheer’d,  and  hope  the  best ! My  mother, 
And  uncle,  love  me  most  indulgently, 

Being  the  only  brunch  of  all  their  stocks: 

But  neither  they,  nor  he  thou  wouldst  not 
grieve 

With  this  unwelcome  news,  shall  ever  hear 
Violante’s  tongue  reveal,  much  less  accuse, 
Gerrnrd  to  be  the  father  of  his  own : 

I'll  rather  silent  die,  that  thou  uiny’st  live 
To  see  thy  little  otfspring  grow  and  thrive. 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Dor.  Mistress,  away ! your  lord  and  father 
seeks  you: 

Fll  convey  Gerrnrd  out  of  the  back  door. 

IF  has  found  a husband  for  you,  and  insults 
Jn  his  invention,  little  thinking  you  [too. 
Have  made yourown  choice, and  possess’d  him 
Vio.  A husband  ? it  must  be  Gerrnrd,  or 
my  death. 

Farewell ! be  only  true  unto  thyself,  [be,  | 
A nd  know,  Heav’u’s  goodness  shall  prevented  | 
Ere  worthiest  Gerrard  sutler  harm  for  me. 


Ger.  Farewell,  my  life  and  soul ! Aunt,  to 
your  counsel  [art 

I flee  for  aid.  Oh,  unexpressible  love  ! thou 
An  undigested  I leap  of  mix’d  extremes 
Whose  pangs  are  wakings,  and  whose  plea- 
sures dreams.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  moglio,  Angelina,  and  Ferdinand • 
Benv.  My  Angelina,  never  dist  thou  yet 
So  please  me,  as  in  this  consent ; and  yet 
Th’  hast  pleas’d  me  well,  I swear,  old  weocfaj 
ha,  ha  f 

Ferdinand,  she’s  thine  own  ; thou’st  have  her, 
boy ; 

Ask  ihy  good  lady  else. 

Ferd.  Whom  shall  l liavc,  sir? 

Jienv.  Whom  do  you  think,  i'  faith? 
sing.  Guess ! 

Ferd.  Noble  madam, 

I inav  liopc  (prompted  by  my  shallow  merit) 
Thro1  your  profound  grace,  for  your  chauw 
henna  id. 

Bear.  How’s  that?  bow’s  that  ? 

Ferd.  Her  chambermaid,  my  lord1®. 

Benv.  Her  chamber-put,  my  lord !— You 
modest  nss ! 

Thou  never  shew’dst  thyself  an  ass  ’till  now  : 
'Fore  lleav’n,  I’m  angry  with  thee ! Surah, 
sirrah, 

This  whitment  spirit's  not  yours  legitimate17: 
Advance  your  hope,  an't  please  you  ! guess 
again.  [aim  them  right, 

Ang.  And  let  your  thoughts  flee  higher; 
Sir,  you  may  hit;  you  have  the  fairest  white1*. 
Ferd.  If  I may  be  so  bold  then,  my  good 
lord, 

Your  favour  doth  encourage  me  to  aspire 
To  catch  my  ladv’s  gen  tie  woman  v 
Ben v.  Where  ? 

Where  would  you  catch  her? — 

Do  you  know  my  daughter  Violante,  sir  ? 
Ang.  Well  said  ; no  more  about  the  bush ! 
Ferd.  My  good  lord, 

Fvc  gaz’d  on  Violante,  and  the  stars, 

Whose  heav'nly  influence  1 admir’d,  not 
Nor  ever  was  so  sinful  to  believe  [knew ; 

I might  ntlam’t. 

Benv.  Now  you’re  an  ass  again; 

For,  if  thou  ne’er  attnin’st,  ’tis  only  long 
Of  that  faint  heart  oftltine,  w hich  never  did  it. 


**  Ferd.  Jler  chambermaid , my  lord, 

Benv.  Her,  Ac.]  This  lection,  which  redeems  the  passage  from  being  the  rankest  non- 
sense, is  only  in  first  folio.  Other  copies  read, 

Ferd.  Her  chamber-pot,  my  lord.  You  modest  ass. 

*7  This  whitment  spirit's  not  yours , legitimate .]  I put  a hyphen  to  whitmeat,  it  being  a 
compound  word  like  Whit-Sunday,  *.  e.  W hite-Sunduy,  alluding  to  the  white  garments  the 
^newly-baptised  used  to  wear.  It  would  be  an  affront  to  the  reader’s  understanding  to  ex- 
plain the  meaning  of  whit-meat  spirit ; he  will  observe  that  I scratch  out  a comma  alter 
yvurSj  understanding  legitimate  adverbially,  as  if  he  had  said, — This  weak  effeminate  spirit  is 
pot  legitimately  yours,  you  had  it  not  from  your  father.  Seward. 

We  cannot  sec  the  use  of  the  hyphen.  Whitmeot  means  white  meat,  which  is  the  most 
pimple  innocent  food,  llis  modesty  is  what  Be  moglio  here  means  to  reprehend. 

Sir,  you  may  hit;  you  have  the  fairest  white,  j To  hit  the  i chile,  is  a term  frequently 
Hied  iu  our  authors'  time : it  is  taken  from  archerv.  H. 

* i ' 4 F 2 She 
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She  i*  your  lord’s  heir,  mine, Be nvoglio’s  heir, 
My  brother's  too,  Rnndulpho’s;  her  descent 
Mot  behind  any  of  the  Mdlaiiois. 

And.  Ferdinand,  altiio’  thy  parentage  Tup 
lie  unknown,  thou  know  si  that  I’ve  bred  thee 
from  live  years  old ; and  (do  not  blush  to 
hear  it)  [cess 

Have  found  thy  wisdom,  trust,  and  fair  suc- 
So  lull  in  all  my  allairs,  that  I am  litter 
To  nail  thee  master  than  thou  me  thy  lord  : 
Ti'OU  can’st  not  be  but  sprung  of  rent  lest 
blood ; * [hU11| 

Thy  mind  shines  thro’  thee,  like  the  radiant 
Altiio’  thy  body  be  a beauteous  cloud. 
Come!  seriously  this  is  no  flattery;  [blood 

And  well  thou  know'st  it,  tiio’  thy  modest 
Rise  like  the  morning  in  thy  cheek  to  heur’t: 
Sir,  I can  speak  in  earnest.  Virtuous  service, 
So  meritorious,  Ferdinand,  as  yours, 

0 el  huslilul  still,  and  sdeut  ?)  should  extract 
A fuller  price  than  impudence  exact: 

And  this  is  now  the  wages  it  must  have; 

My  daughter  is  thy  wife,  my  wealth  thy  slave. 
Ferd.  Good  madam,  pinch  ! I sleep!  does 
my  lord  mock, 

And  you  assist?  Custom’s  inverted  quite; 

1 or  old  men  now-a-days  do  flout  the  young. 

Benv.  Fetch  Violuiue !— As  I intend  this 
Religiously,  let  my  soul  find  joy  or  pum  ! 

| Exit  Angelina. 
Fcrd.  JVl  v honour’d  lord  and  master, il  l hold 
That  worth  could  merit  such  felicity, 

You  bred  it  in  me,  and  first  purchas’d  it; 

It  is  your  ow  n,  mid  what  productions 
In  ali  my  faca'nes  my  soul  begets, 

Your  very  mark  is  on  ; you  need  uot  add 
Rewards  to  hiu  , that  is  in  debt  to  you. 

You  sav’d  my  life,  sir,  in  the  massacre ; 

’I  here  you  begot  me  new,  since  foster’d  me  : 
Oh ! can  I serve  too  much,  or  pra\  for  you  r 
Al  ls,  ’tis  slender  payment  to  your  bounty. 
Your  daughter  is  a Furadise,  aud  I 
Unworthy  to  be  set  there:  you  may  chuse 
.’i  he  roy.d’st  seeds  of  Milan. 

bein'.  Prithee,  peace ! 

Thy  goodness  makes  rnc  weep.  Inin  resolv’d ; 
1 am  no  lord  o'  tif  time,  to  tie  my  blood 
To  sordid  uiuck;  I have  enough;  my  name, 
My  state,  and  honours,  I will  store  in  thee, 
Whose  wisdom  will  rule  well,  keep  ami  in- 
crease : 

A knave  or  fool,  that  could  confer  the  like, 
Would  bate  cacli  hour,  diminith  every  day. 
Thou  art  her  prize-lot  then*9, drawn  out  by  fate; 
An  honest  wise  man  is  u prince’s  mate. 
Fcrd.  Sir,  lleuv’n  ami  you  have  over- 
charg’d my  breast 


With  grace  beyond  my  continence;  I shall 
hurst ! 

T he  blessing  vou  hove  given  me, witness  wiiritf. 

T a... ...I. I ..  . /•  * 


I would  not  change  for  Milan ! — But,  in 
Is  she  prepar’d  > fiord, 

bnir * What  needs  preparative, 

V lie  It*  such  n rvii-rlml  is  .......  ,.—  l ’ J 


\Y  here  .such  n cordial  is  prescrili’d  as  thou? 
Thv  person  and  thy  virtue*,  in  one  scale, 
Shall  poise  hers  with  her  beuutv  and  iiri 
wealth  *. 

Jfnot,  I add  my  will  unto  thy  weight; 

Tliy  mother's*  ill:  her  non.  Son.takcmv  kew 
And  let  thy  preparation  for  this  marriage,'  ’ 
( I his  welcome  marriage)  long  determin'd  here. 
He  quick,  aud  gorgeous. — -G (Trued  I 

Enter  Gcrrnrd. 

Ger.  My  good  lord. 

My  lord  your  brother  craves  vour  eonfereoca 
Instantly,  on  allairs  of  high  import. 
henr.  Why,  what  liens? 

Ger.  The  tyrant,  my  good  lord, 

Is  sick  to  death  ot  his  old  apoplexy; 

^ hereon  the  states  ad  vise, that  letters  missive 
Be  straight  dispatch’d  to  all  the  neighbour* 
countries, 

And  schedules  too  divulg’d  on  every  post, 
To  enquire  the  lost  duke  forth:  their  , or* 
lo  re-instatehim.  [pose  U 

Fcur.  1 is  a pious  deed. — 

Feidinaml,  to  my  daughter!  This  delay, 

1 ho  to  so  good  u purpose,  lingers  me  • 

But  I’ll  teenier  it.  lie  secret,  son  ! 

Uo  wuoc  with  l ruth  mid  expedition.  [F-rit. 
l int.  Oh,  my  unsounded  joy  I llow  fares 
my  Gernird,  i , . 

My  noble  twin-friend  ?— Fv,  thv  Lk  a 
Nillcn,  ami  sour;  blanch  it!  I'ndv  thou  know 
f'v  , uu,t;  th  •«'<»»*  never  sorrow  awe, 

I know  thou  lov’st  ine  so.  How  dust  ihoa? 
Ger.  Well; 

I (H.  well!  my  fraught  of  health  nil  sickness  is; 
In  life,  I m dead  ; by  living,  dyi'og  still. 
Fail.  W hat  suhlunarv  mischief  eiui  ore- 
dominate  * 1 

A wise  mini  thus?  or  doth  thv  friendship  plat 
(In  I his  aiitipathous  extreme)  with  linin',  ‘ 
Lest  gladness  suffocate  me?  I,  I,  J do  feel 
My  spoils  turn'll  to  lire,  my  blood  to  air, 
And  1 am  like  a purified  essence 
Tried  from  all  tlrossy  parts ! 

(icr.  \\  t'u’t  but  in v Jilc, 

The  loss .were  sacrifice^;  but  Virtue  must 
1 ur  ine  be  slam,  and  innocence  made  dust ! 
i'erd.  Farewell,  good  Gernird  J 
Gcr.  Dearest  friend,  stay ! ' [me  n0w, 

±crd.  «,aa  thoughts  are  no  companion*  for 


*9  Price  lot.]  So  former  copies. 

30  The  tom  were  bucritic’d,  but  Virtue 

Must  for  we.  be  stain,  and  Innocence  made  due / 1 t,  :e  , , 

not  much  regard  the  sense,  who  were  so  totally  neiiLeiit  of  tlie^n  ^ th®  cdilor5  shouW 
lie  sacrific'd  Y I read  sacrifice  i c inv  life  i 0 , e measure.  How  tana  los* 

the  cuke  of  the  Person  I love.  ’ TliJ  correction  of  Uie°n,ew  ^vervohvi^s"  “ *****  ** 
lhe  loss i were  sacrifice,  for  Virtue  must 

1 or  uit  be  slam,  and  Inpoceuce  made  dust.  Seuard.  jluck 
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Much  less  sad  words  : tby  bosom  binds  some 
secret. 

Which  do  not  trust  me  with ! for  mine  retains 
Another,  which  I must  conceal  from  thee. 

Ger.  I would  reveal  it;  ’lis  a heavy  tale: 
Canst  thou  be  true,  and  secret  still ! 

Ferd.  Why,  friend, 

If  you  continue  true  unto  yourself, 

I have  no  meunsof  falsliood.  Lock  thisdoor; 
Come,  yet  your  prisoner’s  sure. 

Gtr.  Stay,  Ferdinand ! 

Fad.  What  is  this  trouble  ? love  ? 

Why,  thou  art  capable  of  any  woman. 

Doth  want  oppress  thee?  I will  lighten  thee. 
Hast  thou  ofteuded  law  ? my  lord  and  thine. 
And  I,  will  save  thy  life.  Does  servitude 
Upbraid  ti.y  freedom,  that  she  suffers  it? 

Have  patience  hut  three  days,  and  I w iil  make 
thee 

Thy  lord’s  companion.  Can  a friend  do  more? 
lift.  Lend  me  the  means.  1 low  can  this  be? 
Fcrd.  lirst.  let 

This  cabinet  keep  your  pawn,  and  I will  trust ; 
Yet,  for  the  form  of  satisfaction, 

Take  this  my  oath  to  boot:  by  tuy  pre=um\l 
Gentry,  and  sacred  known  Christianity, 

I’ll  die,  ere  I reveal  thy  trust ! 

Gtr.  Then  hear  it ! 

Your  lord’s  lair  daughter,  Violante,  is  [me; 
]Viy  betroth’d  wife,  goes  great  with-child  by 
And,  by  this  deed,  l oth  made  a prey  to  law. 
How  may  I save  her  life?  advise  me,  friend. 
Fcrd.  What  did  he  say?  Gerrnrd,  whose  | 
voice  was  that  ? 

Oh,  death  unto  my  heart,  bane  to  my  soul ! 
2\Iy  wealth  is  vunislVd  like  the  rich  man’s  store: 
111  one  poor  minute,  all  my  dainty  fare 
But  juggling  dishes;  my  fat  hope,  despair. 
GcrTlsthis  so  odious ? where  s your  mirth? 
Fcrd.  Why,  thou 

Hast  robb'd  me  of  it!  Gerrnrd,  draw  thy 
sword : 

And  if  thou  lov’st  my  mistress’s  chastity, 
Defend  it,  else  I'll  cut  it  from  thy  heart, 

Tl.y  thievish  heart  that  stole  it,  and  restor’t ; 
Do  miracles  to  gain  her ! 

Ger.  Was  she  thine  ? [ther’s  vow, 

Fcrd.  Never,  but  in  my  wish,  ami  her  fa- 
Which  now  he  left  with  uie  ; on  such  sure 
terms, 

lie  call’d  me  son,  and  w ish'd  me  to  provide 
JVIy  wedding  preparation. 

Gcr.  Strange  ! 

Fcrd.  Come,  let’s 
Kill  one  another  quickly  ! 

Ger.  I’erdmund, 

I\Iy  love  is  old  10  her,  thine  new-begot : 

I have  not  wrong’d  tlue;  think  upon  thine 
oath ! [hand 

Ferd.  It  manacles  me,  Gerrard  ; else  this 
Should  bear  thee  to  the  law.  Farewell  lor 
ever ! 

Since  friendship  is  so  fatal,  never  more; 

Will  I ha\e friend:  th'hast  pul  so  sure  a plea, 
That  all  my  weal’s  litigious  made  by  thee. 

[jfcjriL 


Ger.  I did  no  crime  to  you.— Ilis  lovb 
transports  him  ! 

And  yet  1 mourn  that  cruel  destiny 
Should  make  us  two  thus  one  another's  cross. 
We’ve  lov’d  since  boys;  for  the  same  tune 
cast  him 

On  lord  Benvoglio,  that  my  aunt  and  l 
Were  succour’d  by  Raudulpho:  men  have 
call’d  us 

The  parallels  of  Milan  ; and  some  said 
We  were  not  much  unlike.  Oh,  Henv'n  divert. 
That  we  should  (ever  since  that  time}-  be 
breeding 

Mutual  destruction. 

Filler  Dorothea. 

Dor.  Oh,  where  are  you  ? [dor 

You  have  made  a fair  hand  ! By  Ifeav’n,  von- 
Is  your  aunt  with  my  lady:  she  came  in, 

Just  as  she  was  wooing  yonr  mistress  for 
another ; 

And  what  did  me  she,  but  out  with  her  purse. 
And  shew’d  all  the  naked  truth,  i’faith.  1’y 
upon  you!  [secret; 

You  should  never  trust  an  old  woman  with  a 
Theycan’t  hold, iheycuunot  hold  so  w ell  as  we. 
An  you’d  hang  ’em.  l irst,  there  was  swear- 
ing and  staring ; 

Then  there  was  howling  and  weeping. 

And  Oh,  my  daughter!  and  Oh,  my  mother I 
Ger.  The  effect,  the  effect  ? 

Dor.  Murry,  no  way,  but  one  with  you! 
Ger.  Why,  welcome! 

Shull  she  ’scape? 

Dor.  Nay,  she  has  made  her  scape  already. 
Ger.  Why,  is  she ’gone? 

Dor.  The  ’scape  of  her  virginity,  [ceive 
I mean.  You  men  are  as  dull,  you  can  con- 
Nothing;  you  think  it  is  enough  to  begef. 
Ger.  Ay; 

But  surely,  Dorothea,  that  ’scap’d  not; 

Her  maidenhead  suffer’d. 

Dor.  And  you  were 
The  executioner. 

Ger.  But  what’s  the  event? 

Lord,  how  thou  starv’st  me,  Doll  I 

Dor.  1 Lord,  how  thou  starv’st  me,  Doll  f 
By  Henv’n,  I would  fain  see  you  cry  a little ! 
Do  yon  stand  now,  as  if  you  could  get  a child? 
Come,  I’ll  nick  you  no  more ; this  is  the 
heart  of  the  business — 

Always  provided,  signor,  that  if  it  please 
The  l utes  to  make  you  a lord,  you  be  not 
proud,  [was 

Nor  forget  your  poor  handmaid,  Doll,  who 
partly  accessary  to  the  incision  of 
This  Hoioft  i iiiau  maidenhead. 

Ger.  I will  lorget 
My  name  first.  Speak  ! 

Dor.  Then  thus:  My  lady  knows  oil; 

Her  sorrow  is  reasonably  well  digested; 

Has  vow’d  to  conceal  it  from  my  lord. 

Till  delay  ripen  things  better;  wills  you 
To  attend  her  ibis  evening  at  the  hack-gate: 
I’ll  let  you  in,  where  her  own  confessor 
Shall  put  you  together  lawfully,  ere 
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The  child  be  bom ; which  birth  is  very  near, 
I can  assure  you.  All  your  charge  is  your  vi- 
gilance ; [convey 

And  to  bring  with  you  some  trusty  nurse,  to 
The  infant  out  of  the  house. 

Ger.  Oh,  beam  of  comfort ! 

Take  ! Go,  tell  thy  lady 
I pray  for  her  as  1 walk.  My  joys  so  flow, 
That  what  I speak  or  do,  1 do  not  know  ! 

[.Exeunt. 

Dumb  Skate. 

Enter  Violante  at  one  door,  nee  ping,  sup- 
ported by  Cornelia  and  a Friar ; at  ano- 
ther door , Angelina  weeping , attended  by 
Dorothea.  Violunte  kneels  down  for  pur- 
don.  Angelina  shewing  remorse , takes  her 
tip,  and  cheers  her  ; so  doth  Cornelia.  An- 
gelina sends  Dorothea  for  Gerrard.  Enter 
Gtrrard  with  Dorothea;  Angelina  and 
Cornelia  scan  to  chide  him,  shewing  Vio- 
lantc’s  heavy  plight.  Violante  rejoiceth  in 
him  ; he  makes  signs  of  sorrow,  entreating 
pardon : Angelina  brings  Gerrard  and 
Violante  to  the  Friar ; he  joins  them  hand 
in  hund,  takes  a ring  from  Gerrard , puis 
it  on  Vsolantds  finger , blesseth  than  ; Ger- 
rard kissel h her ; the  Friar  takes  his  leave. 
Violante  makes  show  of'  great  pain,  is  in- 
stantly conveyed  in  by  the  woman ; Gerrard 
is  bid  stay ; he  walks  in  meditation,  seem- 
ing to  pray . Enter  Dorothea,  whispers 
him , sends  him  out.  Enter  Gerrard  with 
a Nurse  blindfold  ; gives  her  a purse.  To 
them  enter  Angelina  and  Cornelia,  with  an 
Infant ; they  present  it  to  Gerrard,  he 
kisseth  and  bfcssith  it,  puts  it  into  the 
Nurse**  arms,  kneels , and  takes  his  leave. 
Exeunt  all  severally. 

Enter  Benvoglio  and  Randulpho . 

Benr.  He’s  dead,  you  say  then  ? 

Rand.  Certainly;  and  to  hear 
The  people  now  dissect  him  now  he's  gone, 
Makes  my  ears  burn,  that  lov’d  him  not  : 
such  libels, 

Such  elegies  and  epigrams  tliey’ve  made, 
More  odious  than  lie  was ! — Brother,  great 
men 

Had  need  to  live  by  love,  meting  tlieir  deeds 
With  virtue’s  rule;  sound  with  the  weight 
of  judgment 

Their  privat'st  action:  for  tho' while  they  live, 
Their  pow  er  and  policy  masque  their  villainies. 
Their  bribes,  their  lust,  pride,  and  ambition, 
And  make  a many  slaves  to  worshiiw'em, 
That  are  their  flatterers,  and  their  bawds  in 
these;  [beasts  die, 

These  very  slaves  shall,  when  these  great 
Publish  their  bowels  to  the  vulgar  eye. 

Benr.  ’Fore  Ileav’n  'tis  true.  But  is  Ri- 
naldo,  brother. 

Our  good  duke,  heard  of  living? 

Rand.  Living,  sir, 

And  will  be  shortly  with  the  senate  : has 
Been  close  conceal’d  at  Mantua,  mid  reliev’d. 


But  what’s  become  of  his,  no  tidings  yet  f 
But,  brother,  ’till  our  good  duke  shall  arm?. 
Carry  this  news  here.  Where’s  your  Ferdi- 
nand ? 

Benr.  Oh,  busy,  sir,  about  this  marriage; 
And  yet  my  girl  o'th’  sudden  is  fall'n  sick. 
You’ll  see  her  ere  you  go? 

Rand.  Yes.  Well  1 love  her; 

And  yet  1 wish  I had  another  daughter 
To  gratify  my  Gerrard,  who,  by  Ileav’n, 

Is  all  the  glory  of  my  family. 

But  has  too  much  worth  to  live  so  obscure: 
I'll  have  him  secretary  of  estate 
Upon  the  duke’s  return  ; for,  credit  me, 
The  value  of  that  gentleman's  not  kuovrn: 
His  strong  abilities  are  (it  to  guide 
The  whole  republic ; he  hath  learning,  youth, 
Valour,  discretion,  honesty  of  a saint, 
liis  aunt  is  wondrous  good  too. 

Violante  discovered  in  a bed ; Angelina  and 
Dorothea  sitting  by. 

Bcnv.  You  have  spoke 
The  very  character  of  Ferdinand  : [ter? 

One  is  the  other’s  mirror. — flow  now,  daugh- 
Rund.  I low  fares  my  niece  ? 

Via.  A little  better,  uncle,  than  I was, 

1 thank  you. 

Rand.  Brother,  a mere  cold  ! 

Ang.  It  was  [thank’d, 

A cold  and  heat,  I think ; but,  Ileav’u  be 
We’ve  broken  that  away. 

Bcnv.  And  yet,  Violante, 

You'll  lie  alone  still,  and  you  see  what's  got. 
Dor.  Sure,  sir,  when  this  was  got,  slie  had 
a bed-fellow.  [bell)  ? 

Hand.  VVInit,  has  her  cholic  left  her  in  her 
Dor.  T has  left  her,  but  she  has  had  a sore 
fir.  [herent  to  us 

Rand.  Ay,  that  same  cholic  and  stone’s  in- 
O'th’  woman’s  side ! our  motliers  had  them 
Dor.  So  has  she  had,  sir. — [both. 

IIow  these  old  fornicators  tjilk  ! she  had 
More  need  of  mace-ale,  and  Rbenish-wiue 
caudles, 

Ileiiv’u  knows,  than  your  aged  discipline. 
Bcnv.  Say. 

Enter  Ferdinand. 

Ang.  She  will  have  tlie  man;  and  on  re- 
Will  wholly  he  dispos'd  by  you.  fcovery, 
Benv.  That’s  my  wench  ! [dinano, 

How  now  ! what  change  is  this  ? Why,  Fer* 
Are  these  your  robes  of  joy  should  be  indu’d  ? 
Doth  Hymen  wear  block  ) I did  send  for  you 
To  have  my  honourable  brother  witness 
The  contract  I will  make 'twist  you  and  her. 
Put  off  all  doubt;  she  loves  you:  what  d’ye 
say?  [tractcdly? 

Rand.  Speak,  man ; why  look  you  so  dis- 
Fcrd . There  are  your  keys,  sir:  I'll  no  con* 
tract,  I. — 

Divine.t  Violante,  I will  serve  you 
bus  on  my  knees,  and  pray  for  you. 

Juno  Lucina,  fer  opu/u  ^ 
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My  inequality  Mcends  uo  higher  i 
J dare  not  marry  you, 

Benv.  Hows  this  ? 

Fcrd.  Good  night! 

I have  a friend  has  almost  made  me  mad : v 
I weep  sometimes,  and  instautly  cun  laugh ; 
Nay,  I do  dance,  and  sing,  and  suddenly 
Hoar  like  a storm.  Strange  tricks  these:  are 
they  not? 

Aud  wherefore  all  this?  sliall  I tell  you?  no! 
Thorough  mine  ears,  my  heart  a plague  hath 
caught ; 

And  I have  von’d  to  keep  it  close,  not  shew 
My  grief  to  any,  for  it  has  no  cure. — 

On,  wandring. steps,  to  some  remote  place 
move ! 

I’ll  keep  my  vow,  tho'  I have  lost  my  love. 

[Exit. 

Benv . Tore  Heav’n,  distracted  for  her! 
Fare  ye  well ! 

I'll  watch  his  steps ; for  I no  joy  shall  find, 
Till  ( have  found  his  cause,  and  calm'd  his 
mind. 

Band.  He’s  overcome  with  joy. 

Ang.  ’Tis  very  strange.  [time's  busy. 
Bund.  Well,  sister,  I must  leave  you;  the 
Violante,  chcar  you  up!  And  1 pray  lieav'n 
Restore  each  to  their  love,  and  health  again. 

[Exit. 

Vio.  Amen,  great  uncle! — Mother,  what 
Unluckily  is  added  to  my  woe,  [achauce 
In  this  young  gentleman  ! 

Ang.  True,  Violante ; 

It  grieves  me  much. — Doll,  go  you  instantly, 
And  find  outGerrard ! tell  hiinlus  friend’s liap, 
And  let  him  use  best  means  to  comfort  him; 
But,  ns  his  life,  preserve,  this  secret  still! 

Viol.  Mother — I’d  not  offend  you — might 
not  Gerrard 

Steal  in,  and  see  me  in  the  evening? 

Ang.  Well ; 

Bid  him  do  so. 

Vio.  Heav’n’s  blessing  o' your  heart!— 

Do  you  not  call  child-bearing  travel,  mother? 
Ang.  Yes. 

Viu.  It  well  may be : the  bnre-foot  traveller 
That's  born  a prince, and  walks  his  pilgrimage, 
Whose  tender  feet  kiss  the  remorseless  stones 
Only,  ne’er  felt  a travel  like  to  it. 

Alas,  dear  mother,  you  groan'd  thus  for  me ; 
Aud  yet,  how  disobedient  have  I been! 

Ang.  Peace,  Violante;  thou  luist  always 
Gentle  and  good.  [been . 

Via . Gerrard  is  better,  mother: 

Oh,  if  you  knew  the  implicit  iunoccncy 
Dwells  in  his  breast,  you'd  love  huu  like 
your  pray'rs. 

I see  no  reason  but  my  father  might 
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Be  told  the  truth,  being  pleas’d  for  Ferdinand 
To  wooe  lumself;  and  Gerrard  ever  was 
His  full  comparative : my  uncle  loves  him. 

As  lie  loves  Ferdinand. 

Ang.  No,  not  for  th' world! 

Since  his  intent  is  cross’d,  lov'd  Ferdinand 
Thus  ruin’d,  and  a child  got  out  of  wedlock. 
His  madness  would  pursue  ye  both  to  death! 
Vio.  As  you  please,  motlier.  I am  now, 
inethinks,  * 

Even  in  the  land  of  ease ; I’ll  sleep. 

Ang.  Draw  in 

The  bed  nearer  the  fire. — Silken  rest. 

Tie  all  thy  cares  up ! [j&ittmf. 

Enter  Ferdinand,  and  Benvoglio  privately 
after  him. 

Ferd.  Oh,  blessed  solitude!  Here  my 
griefs  may  speak ; 

And,  sorrow,  I will  argue  with  thee  now. 
Nothing  will  keep  ine  company ! the  flowers 
Die  at  my  moan  ; the  gliding  silver  streams 
Hasten  to  flee  my  lamentations ; 

The  air  rolls  from  ’em  ; and  tlie  golden  sun 
Is  smother’d  pale  as  Phcebc  with  my  sighs; 
Only  the  earth  is  kind,  that  stays:  then,  earth. 
To  thee  will  1 complain.  Why  do  the  Heavens 
Impose  upon  ine  love  what  I cun  ne’er  enjoy J*  J 
Before  fruition  was  impossible, 

I did  not  thirst  it : Gerrard,  she  is  thine. 
Seal’d  and  deliver’d ; but  ’twas  ill  to  stain 
Her  virgin  state,  ere  yc  were  married. 

Poor  infant,  what’s  become  of  thee?  thou 
know’st  not  [earth. 

The  woe  thy  parents  brought  thee  to.  Dear 
Bury  this  close  in  thy  sterility; 

Be  barren  to  this  seed,  let  it  uot  grow! 

For  if  it  do,  ’twill  bud  no  violet, 

Nor  gilly-flower,  but  wild  brier,  or  rank  rue. 
Unsavoury  and  hurtful. 

Benv.  Ferdinand,  [ray  heart. 

| Thy  steel  hath  digg’d  the  earth,  thy  words 
Fcrd.  Oh,  I have  violated  faith,  betray’d 
My  friend  aud  innocency! 

Benv.  Desperate  youth. 

Violate  not  thy  soul  too!  I have  showers 
For  thee,  young  man;  but,  Gerrard,  Homes 
for  thee!  [honour, 

Was  thy  base  pen  made  to  dash  out  mine 
And  prostitute  my  daughter?  hasturd,  whore? 
Come,  turn  thy  female  tears  into  revenge, 
Which  I w ill  quench  my  thirst  with,  ere  1 see 
Daughter  or  wife,  or  branded  family. 

By  lieavcu,  both  die!  and,  for  amends, 
Ferdiuando,  be  my  heir!  I’ll  to  my  brother, 
First  tell  him  all,  then  to  the  duke  for  justice  ; 
This  morning  he’s  receiv’d1  s.  Mountains  nor 
seas 


31  Impose  upon  me  love  vital  I can  ne'er  enjoy?]  i.  c.  Force  me  to  love  what  I cannot 
obtain.  The  editors  of  1730  expunge  the  word  upon,  for  which  we  can  see  uo  reason;  and 
print  love  as  a substantive,  though  it  is  so  obviously  u verb. 

31  This  morning  Ac’s  receiv’d.]  Mr.  Sympsoti  would  read  arriv'd , but  surely  receiv'd  is 
infinitely  more  expressive,  as  not  only  speaks  his  arrival,  but  his  being  recogniz’d  by  all 
Ids  subjects  us  duke  of  Milan,  ScwurJ* 

Shall 
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Shnll  bar  my  flight  to  vengeance!  the  foul 
stain 

Printed  on  me,  thy  Wood  shall  rinse  again. 

Ferd.  I have  transgress’d  all  goodness, 
witlessly 

Knis’d  mine  own  curses  from  posterity! 
m follow,  to  redress  in  what  I may  ; 

Ii'  not,  your  heir  can  die  as  well  as  they. 

[ Exit . 

Dumb  Show. 

Enter  Duke  Rinaldo  with  attendants,  at  one 
door ; Stutes , Rundulpho , and  Gerrard,  at 
another : they  kneel  to  the  Duke,  ho  uo 
cepts  their  obedience , and  raises  them  up; 
they  prefer  Gerrard  to  the  Duke,  who 
entertains  him ; they  seat  the  Duke  in  stale. 
Enter  Benvoglio  and  Ferdinand:  Ben- 
voglio kneels  for  justice ; Ferdinand  seems 
to  restrain  him.  Benvoglio  gives  the  Duke 
it  paper ; Duke  reads,  frou  vs  on  Gerrard, 
shews  the  paper  to  the  States , they  seem 
torn/,  consult , cause  the  guard  to  appre- 
hend him ; they  go  off  with  him.  Then 
Rundulpho  and  Benvoglio  seem  to  crave 
justice;  Duke  vows  it,  and  exit  with  his 
attendants.  Rundulpho , Benvoglio,  and 
Ferdinand  confer.  Enter  to  them  Cor- 
nelia, with  two  Servants ; she  seems  to  ex- 
postulate ; Rundulpho  in  scorn  cause th  her 
to  be  thrust  out  poorly.  Exit  Rundulpho. 
Benvoglio  beckons  Ferdinand  to  him,  with 
much  seeming  passion,  swears  him , then 
stamps  with  his  foot . Enter  Dorothea 

with  a cup,  weeping,  she  delivers  it  to  Fer *» 

. di nand,  who  with  discontent  exit , and 
exeunt  Benvoglio  and  Dorothea . 

Enter  Violante. 

Vio.  Gerrard  not  come?  nor  Dorothy 
return’d  ? 

What  adverse  star  rul'd  my  nativity  ? 

The  time  to-night  hath  been  as  dilatory 
.As  languishing  consumptions.  But  ’til)  now, 
I ne’er  durst  say,  my  Gerrard  was  unkind. 
Heav’n  grant  all  things  go  well!  and  nothing 
dot»s. 

If  he  l*e  ill,  which  I much  fear!  My  dreams 
Have  been  portentous:  I did  think  I saw 
My  love  array’d  for  battle  with  a beast, 

A hideous  monster,  arm’d  with  teeth  and  claws,. 
Grinning,  and  venomous,  that  sought  to  make 
Both  us  a prey;  oil's  tail  was  lash’d  in  blood 
Law;  and  bis  forehead  1 did  plainly  see 
Held  characters  that  spell’d  authority . 

This  rent  my  slumbers;  and  my  fearful  soul 
Han  searching  up  and  down  my  dismay’d 
breast,  [cold ; 

To  tind  a port  t’ escape.  Good  faith.  I’m 
But  Germrd’s  love  is  colder:  here  I’ll  sit. 
And  think  myself  away. 

Enter  Ferdinand,  with  a Cup  and  a Letter, 
i t)  d.  The  peace  of  love 


Attend  the  sweet  Violante ! Read ; 

For  the  sad  news  I bring  I do  not  know: 
Only  I am  sworn  to  give  yon  that,  and  tliif. 
Vio.  Is  it  from  Gerrard?  Gentle  Ferdi- 
nand, 

IIow  glad  am  I to  see  you  thus  well  restor’d! 
In  troth  he  never  wrong’d  you  in  his  life, 

Nor  I,  but  always  held  fair  thoughts  of  you: 
Knew  not  my  father’s  meaning  ’till  of  late; 
Could  never  have  known  it  soon  enough: 
for,  sir, 

Germrd’s  and  my  affection  began 
In  infancy:  my  uncle  brought  him  oft 
In  long  coats  hither;  you  were  such  another; 
The  little  boy  would  kiss  inc,  being  a child, 
And  say  he  lov’d  me,  give  me  all  Ins  toys, 
Bracelets,  rings,  sweetmeats,  all  his  rosy 
smiles: 

I then  would  stand,  and  stare  upon  his  eyes, 
Play  with  his  locks,  and  swear  I lov’d  him 
too ; 

For  sure,  methought,  he  was  a little  lore ! 

He  woo’d  so  prettily  in  innocence. 

That  then  ho  warm’d  my  fancy  ; for  I fe  lt 
A glimmering  beam  of  love  kindle  my  blood, 
Both  which,  time  since  hath  made  a flame 
and  flood. 

Ferd.  Oh, gentle  innocent ! raetliinks  it  talks 
Like  a child  still,  whose  white  simplicity 
Never  arriv’d  at  sin.  Forgive  me,  lady! 

I have  destroy’d  Gerrard  and  thee;  rcbell’d 
Against  Heav’n’s  ordinance;  dis-pair’d  two 
doves,  ^ [cleft 

Made  ’em  sit  mourning ; slaughter'd  love,  and 
The  heart  of  ail  integrity.  This  breast 
Was  trusted  with  the  secret  of  your  vow, 

By  Gerrard,  and  reveal'd  it  to  your  father, 
Vio.  Ha! 

Ferd.  Read,  and  curse  me! 

Vio.  Neither : I will  never 
Nor  write,  nor  read  again! 

Ferd.  My  penance  be  it ! 

* Your  labyrinth  is  found,  your  lust  proclaim'd* 

[Reads. 

Vio.  Lust?  hum! 

My  mother  sure  felt  none  when  I was  got. 
Ferd.  * I,  and  the  law, implacably  offeuded;’ 

* Gerrard’s  imprison’d,  ami  to  die.’ 

Vio.  Oh,  Ileav'n!  [‘scofls, 

Ferd. t And  you  to  suffer,  with  reproach  and 
4 A public  execution.  I have  sent  you 

* An  antidote  'gainst  shame,  poison,  by  him 

* Y’ou  have  most  wrong’d:  give  him  your 

* penitent  tears.' 

I to.  Hum!  ’tis  not  truth. 

Ferd.  * Drink,  and  farewell  for  ever! 

1 And  iko*  thy  whoredom  blemish  thy  whole 
‘ line,  [;  mine.' 

‘ Prevent  the  hangman's  stroke,  and  die  like 
Vio.  Ob,  woe  is  me  for  Gerrard!  I have 
. brought 

Confusion  on  the  noblest  gentleman 
That  ever  truly  lov'd.  But  we  shall  meet 
Where  our  t*mdcmners  shall  not,  and  enjoy 
A more  refin’d  affection  than  here ; 
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No  law  nor  father  hinders  marriage  there 
Twixt  souls  divinely  nfiied  a»  (sure;  ours 
were ; 

The(te  we  will  multiply  and  generate  joys. 
Like  fruitful  parents. — Luckless  Ferdinand, 
Where's  the  good  old  gentlewoman,  my 
husband's  aunt? 

Fcrd.  I hrustfrom  your  uncle,  to  ail  poverty. 
Jin.  Alas,  the  pity!  Reach  me,  sir,  the 
cap  : 

I’ll  say  uiy  prayers,  uud  take  my  fallici's 
pliv&ic. 

Fttd  Oh,  villain -that  I was,  I hud  forgot 
To  spill  thr  rest,  and  am  unable  now 
To  stir  to  hinder  her! 

Via.  U’hat  ail  yon,  sir? 

Fad.  Your  father  is  a monster,  [ a villain, 
This  tongue  has  kill'd  you! — Pardon,  \ io- 
huitc! 

Oh,  pardon,  Gerrard ! and  for  sacrifice 
Accept  my  life,  to  expiate  my  fault : 

1 have  drunk  up  the  poison. 

I io.  Thou  an  not  so 
Uncharitable!  u better  follow  far; 

Th’hast  left  me  iuilf.  Sure  dealii  is  now  a-dry, 
And  calls  for  more  blood  still  to  uueiich  ins 
thirst. 

1 pledge  thee,  Ferdinand,  to  Gemini's  health ! 
Dear  Get  rurd,  poor  aunt,  and  unfortunate 
friend ! 

Ah  me,  that  love  should  breed  true  lovers' end! 
Fcrd.  Slay,  madam,  stay!  help,  hoa!  for 
HeavVs  sake,  help! 

Improvident  mail!  that  good  l did  intend 
For  satisfaction,  saving  of  her  life, 

My  equal  cruel  stars  made  me  torget31. 

T.nter  Angelina  with  lav  Servants. 

Aug.  What  spectacle  of  death  assaults 
me  t oh ! 

I io.  My  dearest  mother,  1 am  dea  1 : I leave 
Father,  and  friends,  and  life,  to  follow  love. 
Good  mother,  love  mv  child,  that  did  no  ii(. 
Fy,  how  men  he,  that  say,  deadi  is  a pain! 
Or  has  he  chang'd  his  nature  r like  soft  sleep 
lie  seizes  me.  Your  blessing ! Last,  1 
crave, 

Thar  T may  rest  by  Gerrard  in  his  grave. 
Fcrd.  There  lay  me  too.  Oh,  noble 
mistress,  l 

Have  caus’d  all  this,  and  therefore  justly  die. 
That  key  "ill  open  all. 

Avg.  Oh,  viperous  father!  — 

For  lienvVs  sake,  bear  ’em  in!  Run  for  phy- 
sicians, 

And  medicines  quickly!  Heav’n,  thou  slmlt 
not  have  her 

Yet;  *tis  too  soon:  alas,  I have  no  more; 
And  takiog  her  away,  thou  robb’st  the  poor! 

[Exeunt. 


[ Flourish. 

Enter  Rinuldo,  States,  Ravdulpho.  Benro 
glio , Gerrard , Executioner,  and  Guard. 

Ilia.  The  luwr,  us  greedy  us  your  red  de- 
si  re, 

Bemuglio,  bath  cost  this  man  : ’Tis  pity 
•So  many  excellent  parts  are  swallow’d  up 
In  one  foul  wstvev  is  Viohuitc  sent  for? 

Our  justice  must  not  lop  a branch,  and  let 
The  hotly  grow  still. 

lienv.  Nr,  she  will  be  here, 

Alive  or  dead,  l ain  sure.  [rnents  death! 

Gcr.  How  chearfully  my  countenance  com- 
Tliat  w hich  makes  men  seem  horrid,  1 will 
wear 

Like  to  an  ornament.  Oh,  Violante! 

Might  my  life  only  satisfy  the  law, 

I low  jocundly  my  son!  would  enter  Ileav’n! 
Why  shouldst  thou  die?  tliou  witlier’st  in  thy 
bud. 

As  I have  seen  a rose,  ere  it  was  blown. — 

I do  beseech  vour  grace,  the  statute  uiay- 
fln  tliis  case  made)  he  read : not  that  I hope 
T’  extenuate  my  offence  or  penalty, 

But  to  see  whether  it  lav  hold  on  her. 

And  since  my  death  is  more  exemplary 
I lian  just,  this  publick  reading  will  advise 
Caution  to  others. 

Rin.  Read  it. 

Rund.  Brother,  docs  not 
Your  soul  groan  tinder  this  severity  ? 

Sec.  [reads.]  ‘ A statute  provided  in  case 

* of  unequal  mutches,  marriages  auaiust 
‘ parents’  consent,  stealing  of  heirs,  rapes, 
‘prostitutions,  and  such-like:  that  if  any 
‘ person  meanly  deset  tided,  or  ignorant  of 

* his  own  parentage,  which  implies  ns  much, 

* shall,  with  a foul«antent,  unlawfully  solicit 
‘ the  daughter  of  any  peer  of  the  dukedom, 

* he  shall  for  the  same  offence  forfeit  his 
1 right-hand  : but  if  he  further  prostitute  her 
1 to  his  lust,  lie  shall  first  have  his  right-hand 
‘ cut  off,  ami  then  suffer  death  by  the  com- 
‘ mon  executioner.  After  whom,  the  ludy 

* so  offending  shall  likewise  the  next  day,  in 
‘ the  same  manner,  die  for  the  fact.* 

Ger.  This  statute  has  more  cruelty  than 
sense ! 

I see  no  ray  of  mercy.  Must  the  lady 
Stiller  death  loo?  Suppose  she  were  enforc’d, 
By  some  confederates  borne  away,  and  ra- 
Is  she  not  guiltless?  [visli'd; 

Rin.  Yes,  if  it  be  proved. 

Ger.  This  case  is  so:  i ravish’d  Yiolauto. 
State.  Who  ever  knew  a rape  produce  a 
v child?  [command 

Bcnv.  Pish!  these  arc  idle.  Wiii  your  grace 
The  executioner  proceed  l 
Rin.  Yourotlice! 


33  My  equal  cruel  stars , 4'C*]  Mr.  Sympsan  would  read, 

My  unequal  cruel  ?tars» 

but  unequal  is  good  sense,  I don’t  change  the  text;  I understand  equal  adverbially,  pi*,  my 
stars  equally  cruel  in  tins  instance  ns  in  all  others.  Seward, 

VOL.  III.  . 4 0 Gcr . 
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Gcr.  Farewell  to  thy  enticing  vanity. 
Thou  round  gilt  box,  that  dost  deceive  man's 
eye!  [broke. 

The  wise  man  knows,  when  open  thou  art 
'Flic  treasure  thou  includ'st  is  dust  and  smoke; 
Even  thus,  1 cast  thee  by.  My  lords,  the  law 
Is  but  the  great  loan’s  mule;  he  rides  on  it, 
A ad  tramples  poorer  men  under  his  feet: 
Yet  when  they  come  to  knock  at  yon  bright 

One’s  rags  shall  enter  ’fore  the  other’s  state. 
Peace  to  ye  all! — Here,  sirrah,  strike!— 
This  hand 

Hath  Violnnre  kiss'd  a thousand  times; 

It  smells  sweet  ever  store:  this  was  the  hand 
Plighted  my  faith  to  her;  do  not  think  thou 
canst 

Cut  that  in  sunder  with  my  hand.  My  lord, 
As  free  from  speck  as  this  arm  is,  my  heart 
Is  of  foul  hist,  and  every  vein  glides  here 
Asfulloftrutli. — Why  doesthy  handshake  so? 
#Tis  mine  must  l»e  cut  off,  and  that  is  firm ; 
For  it  was  ever  constnut. 

Enter  Cornelia. 

Q or.  Hold  ! your  sentence 
Unjustly  is  pronounc’d,  my  lord  ! This  blow 
Cuts  your  hand  off ; for  his  is  none  of  yours, 
But  Violante's,  given  in  holy  marriage 
Before  she  was  deliver’d,  consummated 
With  tl»e  free  will  of  her  mother,  by  her 
In  lord  Benvoglio’s  house.  [confessor, 

Ger.  Alas,  good  aunt, 

That  helps  us  nothing;  else  I had  reveal’d  it. 
Kin.  What  woman's  this? 

Benv.  A base  confederate 
In  this  proceeding,  kept  of  alms  long  time 
By  him;  who  now,  expos'd  to  misery, 

Talks  thus  distractedly.  wVttach  her,  guard  ! 
Hand.  Your  cruelty,  brother,  will  have  end. 
Cor.  You'd  best 
Let  them  attach  my  tongue. 

Kin.  Good  woman,  peace!  [phew: 

For,  were  this  truth,  it  doth  not  help  thy  ne- 
The  law’s  infring’d  by  their  disparity; 

That  forfeits  both  their  lives. 

Cor.  Sir,  with  your  pardon, 

Had  your  grace  ever  children  ? 

Kin.  Thou  hast  put  [heart ! 

A question,  whose  sharp  point  toucheth  my 
1 had  two  little  sous,  twins,  who  were  both 
(With  my  good  duchess)  slain,  as  I did  hear, 
At  that  time  when  my  dukedom  was  surpriz’d. 

Cor.  I have  heard  many  say,  my  gracious 
That  I was  wondrous  like  her.  [lord, 

Omnes.  Ha! 

Rin.  Bv  all  man's  joy,  it  » Cornelia, 

M,  dearest  w ife  ! 

Cor . To  ratify  me  her, 


Come  down,  Alphonso,  one  of  those  two  twins. 
And  take  thy  father's  blessing ! Thou  hast 
broke 

No  law,  thy  birth  being  above  thy  wife’s  : 
Ascnniops  the  other,  nam’d  Fernando, 

W’ho,  by  remote  means,  to  my  lord  Benvoglio 
I got  preferr’d  ; and  in  poor  habits  clad, 
(You  ffed,  and  th‘  innovation  laid  again) 

I wrought  myself  into  Rnndulplto’s  service, 
With  my  eldest  boy;  yet  never  durst  reveal 
What  they  and  1 were,  no,  not  to  themselves, 
Until  the  tyrant’s  death. 

Rin.  My  joy  lias  fill’d  me 
Like  a full-winded  sail ! I cannot  speak! 
Gcr.  Fetch  Yiolantc  and  my  brother. 
Benv.  Run, 

Run  like  a spoor,  you  rogue ! A pox  o’  poison  ! 
That  little  whore  l trusted  will  betray  me. 
Stay,  hangman  ! 1 have  work  for  you  : there’s 
gold; 

Cut  off  my  head,  or  bang  me,  presently ! 

Soft  rnusick.  Enter  Angelina,  with  the  bodifs 
of  Ferdinand  and  Violuntc  on  a bier  ; Do- 
rot  hen  carrying  the  cup  und  letter,  ukuh 
the  greet  to  Rina  Ido  ; he  reads,  seems  tor- 
roujul  ; thews  it  to  Corneliu  and  Germed , 
they  lament  over  the  bier.  Randulpho  and 
Benvoglio  teem  fearf  ul,  and  seem  to  re- 
port to  Angelina  and  Dorothea  ichat  hath 
passed  before. 

Rand.  This  is  your  rashness,  brother ! 

Rin.  Oh,  joy,  tliou  wert  too  great  to  last; 
This  was  a cruel  turning  to  our  hopes! 
Unnatural  father!  poor  Ascanio! 

Ger.  Oh,  mother  ! let  me  be  Gerrard  again, 
And  follow  Yiolantc! 

Cor.  Oh,  my  son [»wer  this. 

Rin.  Your  lives  yet,  bloody  men,  shall  an- 
Dor.  I must  not  see  'em  longer  grieve. — 
M y lord. 

Be  comforted;  let  sadness  generally 
Forsake  each  eye  aud  bosom : they  both  live : 
For  poison,  I infus’d  mere  opium  ; 

Holding  compulsive  perjury  less  sin 
Than  such  a loathed  murder  would  have  been. 
Omnes.  Oh  blessed  maiden  ! 

Dor.  Musick,  gently  creep 
Into  their  ears,  and  fright  hence  lazy  sleep ! 
Morpheus,  command  thy  servant  sleep 
In  leaden  chains  no  longer  keep 
This  prince  and  lady  ! Ilise,  wake,  rise. 

And  round  about  convey  your  eyres ! 

Rise,  prmce;  go,  greet  thy  father  and  thy 
mother;  [brother. 

Rise  thou,  t' embrace  thy  husband  and  thy 
Rin.  Cor.  Son,  daughter! 

I'erd.  Father,  mother,  brother14 ! 

Ger . 


14  Ferd.  Father,  mother,  brother. 

Ger.  If7/e.]  According  to  this  reading,  Ferdinand,  whose  senses  were  but  just  reco- 
vered, knows  perfectly  all  that  has  past  whiLt  he  was  asleep;  although  he  afterwards  asks 
how  can  this  be.  I first  thought  a note  of  interrogation  might  solve  it,  by  supposing  Corne- 
lia to  have  informed  him  in  a w hisper,  and  then  he  might  ask  the  question 

Father  ? 
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Ger.  Wife! 

Vio.  Are  we  not  all  in  Heav’n? 

Ger . Faith,  very  near  it. 

Ferd.  How  can  this  be  ? 

Rin.  Hear  it!  [seen 

Dor.  I f 1 had  serv’d  you  right,  I slmuld  nave 
Your  old  pate  off,  ere  I had  reveal'd. 

Benv.  Oli  wench  ! [thee  : 

Oh,  honest  wench!  if  my  wife  die,  I'll  marry 
There’s  inv  reward15. 

Rin.  Tis  true. 

Ferd.  ’Tis  very  strange*6# 

Ger.  Why  kneel  yon,  honest  master  ? 

Ferd.  My  good  lord ! 

Ger.  Dear  mother! 

Rin.  Rise,  rise!  all  are  friends.  I owe  ye 
For  all  their  hoards : and,  wench,  take  thou 
the  man  [merit. 

Whose  life  thou  sav'dst;  less  cannot  pay  thy 
How  shall  I part  ray  kiss?  I cannot!  let 
One  generally  therefore  join  our  checks. 

A pen  of  iron,  and  a leaf  of  brass, 

To  keep  this  story  to  eternity, 

And  a Promethean  wit ! — Oh,  sacred  Love, 

Nor  chance,  nor  death,  can  thy  firm  truth 
remove.  [Exeunt.  Flourish. 

Ewan.  Now,  Isabella  r 
Isab.  This  can  true  love  do. 

I joy  they  all  so  happily  are  pleas'd  ! 

The  ladies  and  the  brothers  must  triumph. 

Fman.  They  do; 

For  Cupid  scorns  but  t’have  hisTriumph  too. 

[Flourish, 

The  Triumph, 

Enter  divers  musicians , then  certain  singers 
bearing  bannerets  inscribed, Troth,  Loyalty, 

Patience,  Concord;  next  Gcrrard  and 
Ferdinand  with  garlands  of  roses ; then 
Violuntc  ; last , a chariot  drawn  by  two 
Cupids f and  a Cupid  sitting  in  it. 

Flourish.  Enter  Prologue. 

Prol.  Love  und  the  strength  of  fair  affec- 
tion, [won 

Most  royal  sir,  what  long  seem’d  lost,  have 
Their  perfect  ends,  and  crown’d  those  con- 
stant hearts 

With  lasting  triumph,  whose  most  virtuous 
parts, 

Worthy  desires,  and  love,  shall  never  end. 

Now  turn  we  round  the  scene  ; and,  great 
sir,  lend 

A sad  and  serious  eye  to  this  of  Death. 

This  black  and  dismal  triumph;  where  man's 
breath, 

Father?  mother?  brother? 

But  putting  the  whole  into  Gerrartfs  mouth,  takes  away  the  difficulty  much  more  easily. 

Seward. 

We  think  tlie  old  reading  best,  and  don't  understand  the  objection. 

35  There's  thy  reward .]  Text  from  first  folio.  It  means  my  rewarding  you. 

36  Ferd.  *Tis  true. 

Rin.  ’ Tis  very  strange .]  Here  again  the  speakers  were  evidently  w rong,  ancUtad  changed 
places.  Sewura. 
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Desert,  and  guilty  blood,  ascend  the  stage ; 
And  view  the  tyrant,  ruin'd  in  his  rage. 

[Exit.  Flourish. 

Enter  Lavall , Gabriella , and  Maria. 

Gab.  No,  good  my  Ion!,  I ara  not  now  to 
find 

Your  long  neglect  of  me:  all  those  affect  ions 
Y ou  came  first  clad  in  to  my  love,  like  summer, 
Lusty  and  folk  of  life;  all  those  desires 
That  like  the  painted  spring  bloom'd  round 
about  ye, 

Giving  the  happy  promise  of  an  harvest, 

How  have  1 seen  drop  off,  and  all  forgotten  ! 
With  the  least  lustre  of  another’s  beauty, 

I Ip  wr  oft,  forgetful  lord,  have. I been  blasted! 
Was  I so  easily  won  ? or  did  this  body 
Yield  to  your  false  embraces,  with  less  labour 
Than  if  you’d  carried  some  strong  town  ? 

Lav.  Good  Gabriella  ! [betray  me, 

Gub.  Could  ail  your  subtiities  and  sighs* 
The  vows  ye  shook  me  w ith,  the  tears  ye 
drown’d  me,  [nag* ? 

’Till  [ came  fairly  oft*  with  honour'd  mar- 
01*,  fy,  my  lord ! 

Lav.  Prithee,  good  Gabriella! 

Gab.  ’Would  i had  never  known  you,  nor 
your  honours ! [women. 

They’re  stuck  too  full  of  griefs.  Oh,  happy 
That  plant  your  love  in  equal  honest  bosoms, 
Whose  sweet  desires,  like  roses  set  together, 
Make  one  another  happy  in  their  blushes, 

G rowing  anddying  without  sense  of  greatness. 
To  which  I am  a slave  ! and  that  blest  sa- 
crament 

That  daily  makes  millions  of  happy  mothers. 
Link'd  me  to  this  man’s  lust  alone,  there 
left  me: 

I dare  not  say  I am  his  wife,  *tis  dangerous; 
His  love , I cannot  gay.  Alas,  how  many— 
Lav.  You  grow  too  warm ; pray  you  be 
content ! You  best  know 
The  time's  necessity,  and  how  our  marriage, 
Being  so  much  unequal  to  mine  honour. 
While  the  duke  livc9, 1 standing  high  in  fa- 
vour, [dora) 

(And,  whilst  I keep  that  safe,  next  to  tbeduke- 
Mdftt  not  be  known,  without  my  utter  ruin. 
Have  patience  for  awhile,  and  do  but  dream, 
wench. 

The  glory  of  a duchess. — How  she  tires  me! 
How  dull  and  leaden  is  my  appetite 
To  that  stale  beauty  now ! Oh,  I could  corse 
And  crucify  myself  for  childish  doling 
Upon  a face  that  feeds  not  with  fresh  figures 
Every  fresh  hour;  she’s  now  a surfeit  tome!— - 
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Enter  Gentillc. 

Who’*  that ? Gentille? — I charge  ve,  no 
acquaintance,  [course. 

You  nor  jour  maid,  with  him,  nor  nodis- 
Till  limes  are  riper! 

Gent.  l*’y,  iny  noble  lord ! 

Can  you  be  now  a stranger  to  the  court. 
When  your  most  virtuous  bride,  the  beauteous 
lleifeua. 

Stands  ready  like  n star  to  gild  your  happiness  ? 
When  Hymen’s  lusty  fires  are  now  a-lighting, 
And  alt  the  flower  of  Anjou — 

Imv.  Soiuc  few  trifles, 

For  mutter  of  adornment,  have  a little 
Made  me  so  blow,  Gentillc ; which  now  in 
readiness, 

I nm  for  court  immediately. 

Gent,  'lake  heed,  sir! 

This  is  uo  time  for  trilling,  nor  she  no  lady 
To  be  now  entertain'd  with  toys;  ’twill  tost 
you — 

Lav.  You’re  an  old  cock,  Gentillc. 

Gent.  By  your  lordships  favour — 

Imv.  Prithee,  away!  ’twill  lose  tune. 

Gent.  Oh,  my  lord, 

Pardon  me  that,  by  all  means! 

Lav.  We  have  business 
A-l’oot,  man,  of  more  moment! 

Gent.  Than  my  manners? 

I know  none,  nor  I seek  none. 

Imv.  Take  to-morrow  ! 

Gent.  Even  now,  by  your  lordship’s  leave. 
— Excellent  beauty, 

My  service  here  I ever  dedicate, 

In  honour  of  my  best  friend,  your  dead  father. 
To  you,  bis  living  virtue ; and  wish  heartily, 
That  firm  affection  t;  at  made  us  two  happy. 
May  take  a a deep  undying  root,  aiul  flourish 
Bi  i wixt  my  daughterCnstu,  and  yourgooducss, 
M ho  shall  be  *ti  l your  servant. 

Gab.  J much  thank  you. 

Luv . Pox  o’ this  dreaming  puppy! — Will 
you  go,  sir  ? 

Gad.  A little  more,  good  lord! 

Lov.  Not  now,  bylieuveu! 

Come,  I must  use  you. 

Cent.  Goodness  dwell  still  with  you! 

[Exeunt  Gent,  and  Lav. 
Gab.  The  sight  of  this  old  gentleman, 
Maria, 

Pulls  to  mine  eyes  again  the  living  picture 
Of  Perolnt  his  virtuous  son,  my  first  love, 
That  died  at  Orleans. 

Maria.  You  have  felt  both  fortunes, 

Aiul  in  extremes,  poor  l.uly!  tor  young 
Peridot, 

Being  every  way  unable  to  maintain  you, 
Durst  not  make  known  Jus  love  to  friend  or 
father ; 

My  lord  I.avnll  beta"  powerful,  and  you  poor, 
W ill  not  acknowledge  you. 

Gab.  No  more!  let’s  in,  wench; 

There  let  my  lute  speak  roy  laments!  they’ve 
tir’d  me.  [Exeunt. 


Enter  Tico  Courtiers. 

1 Court.  I grant,  the  duke  is  wondrous 
provident 

In  his  now  planting  for  succession  ; [too, 
I know  hi*  care  us  honourable  in  the  choice 
Marine’s  fair  virtuous  daughter : but  what’s 
all  liiis  ? 

To  what  end  excellent  arrives  this  travel, 
When  he  that  bears  the  main  roof  is  >o  rotten? 

2 Court.  You  have  hit  it  now  indeed  ; for, 

He  is  un temperate.  [if  fame  lie  not, 

1 Cauit . You  express  him  poorly, 

Too  gentle,  sir : the  most  dc bosh'd  and  bar- 
barous, 

Believe  it ; the  most  void  of  all  humanity, 
Howe’er  his  cunning  cloke  it  to  his  uudfe. 
And  those  his  pride  depends  upon. 

2 Court.  I have  heard  too. 

Given  excessively  to  drink. 

1 Court.  Most  certain,  [these  things 
And  in  that  drink  most  dangerous . 1 speak 
To  one  I know  loves  truth,  anil  dares  uot 

wrong  her. 

2 Court.  You  may  speak  on. 

1 Court.  Uncertain  us  the  sea,  sir. 

Proud  and  deceitful  as  las  sin’s  great  master; 
His  api  elite  to  women,  (for  there  he  carries 
His  lfMtm-suil  spread;  so  boundless  and 

abominable,  [spoken. 

That  but  to  have  her  name  by  that  tongue 
Poisons  the  virtue  of  the  purest  virgin. 

2 Court.  I am  sorry  for  young  Gabriel  la 

then, 

A maid  reputed,  ever  of  fair  carriage ; 

For  lie  1ms  been  noted  visiting. 

1 Court.  Sbe  is  gone  tiicii ; 

Or  any  else,  that  promises,  or  power, 

Gilts,  or  bis  guileful  vows,  can  work  upon: 
But  these  are  but  poor  parcels. 

2 Court.  Tis  great  pity ! 

1 Court.  Nor  want  these  sins  a chief 
saint  to  befriend  ’em : 

The  devil  follows  him  ; and,  for  a truth,  sir, 
Appears  in  visible  figure  often  to  him ; 

At  which  time  he’s  possess'd  with  sodden 
trances,  [science. 

Cold  deadly  sweats,  and  griping  of  tbe  con- 
Tormeated  straugely,  as  they  say. 

2 Court.  Hcnv  ii  turn  him! 

This  marriage-day  may'st  thou  well  curse, 
fair  Hellcu. — 

But  le*t’s  go  view  the  ceremony. 

1 Court.  I’ll  walk  with  you.  [Exeunt. 

Mustek.  Enter  Gabriel  la  and  Maria  above; 
and  Lavallf  Bride , Stales  in  solemnity  as 
to  marriage,  and  past  over , vie.  Duke , 
Marine  and  Longavifle. 

Maria.  I hear  ’em  come ! 

Cub.  'Would  I might  never  hear  more ! 
Maria.  I told  you  still;  but  you  were  so 
See,  there  they  kiss!  [incredulous— 

Cub.  Adder*  be  your  embraces ! 

Tbe  poison  of  n rotten  heart,  oh,  Ilellen, 

Blast 
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Blast  thee  as  I liave  been ! J ust  such  a flattery. 
Will)  that  same  cunning  face,  that  smile 
upou't, 

(Oh,  mark  it,  Mary,  murk  it  seriously  !) 

That  master  smile  cauglit.  me. 

Maria.  There’s  th’  old  duke,  and 
Marine  her  father. 

Gab.  Oh! 

Maria . There  Longaville ; 

The  ladies  now. 

Gab  Oh,  I uiu  murder'd,  Mary  !— 

Beast,  most  inconstant  beast! 

Alarm.  There— 

Cub.  There  l am  not;  [Iicav’u! 

No  more — I mn  uot  there.  Hear  me,  oh, 
And,  all  you  pOwVs  of  justice,  bow  down  to 
me! 

"But  you  of  pity,  die.  I am  abus’d; 

She  that  depended  on  your  providence, 

She  is  abus'd!  your  hououi*  is  abus’d! 

That  noble  piece  ye  made,  and  cull’d  it  man , 
Is  turn’d  to  devil;  all  the  world's  abus’d! 
Give  me  a woman’s  will,  provok’d  to  mischief, 
A two- edg’d  heart;  my  suileriug  thoughts  to 
wildfires, 

And  mv  embraces  to  a timeless  grave  turn! 
Maria.  Here  I’ll  step  in;  for  ’tis  au  act  of 
merit. 

Gab.  I am  too  big  to  utter  more. 

Aluriu.  Take  time  then.  [.Exeunt. 

Enter  G entitle  and  Casta. 

Gent.  This  solitary  life  at  home  undoes 
thee,  [thee ; 

Obscures  thy  beauty  first,  which  should  prefer 
Next,  tills  thee  full  of  *ud  thoughts,  which 
thy  years  [ness: 

Must  not  arrive  at  yet ; they  choke  thy  sweet- 
Eollow  the  time,  my  gill;  and  it  will  bring 
thee, 

Even  to  the  fellowship  of  the  noblest  women, 
Htllen  herself,  to  whom  1 would  prefer  thee, 
And  under  whom  this  poor  and  private 
carriage, 

(Which  I am  only  able  yet  to  reach  at) 
Being  cast  off,  and  all  thy  sweets  at  lustre, 

W ill  take  thee  as  a fair  friend,  and  prefer 
thee. 

Casta.  Good  sir,  be  not  so  cruel  as  to  seek 
To  kid  that  sweet  content  you’ve  bred  me  to. 
Have  I not  here  enough  to  thank  iieav’n  for? 
The  free  air,  uncorrupted  with  new  flattery  ? 
The  water  that  I touch,  unbrib’d  w ith  odours 
To  make  me  sweet  to  others?  the  pure  lire 
Not  smother'd  up,  and  chouk'd  with  lustful 
incense  [and  high, 

To  make  my  blood  sweat?  but  burning  clear 
Tells  me  my  mind  must  flume  up  so  to  lleav'n. 
What  should  i do  at  court?  wear  rich  apparel  ? 
Methinks  these  are  as  warm,  and,  lor  your 
state,  sir, 

Wealthy  enough : is  it,  you’d  have  me  proud, 
And,  likea  pageant,  stuck  up  for  amazements? 
Teach  uot  your  child  to  tread  that  pain ; for 
fear,  sir, 


Your  dry  bones,  after  death,  groan  in  your 
The  miseries  tlmt  follow.  [grave 

Gent.  Excellent  Casta! 

Casta.  V\  hen  shall  I pray  again,  a courtier? 
Or,  when  [ do,  to  what  god?  what  new  body 
And  new  face  must  1 make  me,  with  new 
uiimners  [mistress 

(For  1 must  be  no  more  myself)?  whose 
Must  I be  first?  with  whose  sin-offering 
season’d  ? 

And  when  Fiu  grown  so  great  and  glorious 
With  prostitution  of  my  burning  beauties, 
Tlmt  great  iorJs  koeut,  and  princes  beg  for 
favours,  [gentleman's, 

Do  you  think  I’ll  be  your  daughter,  a poor 
Or  know  you  for  my  father? 

Enter  I m call. 

Gent.  My  best  Casta!  [within  thee! 
Oh,  my  most  virtuous  child ! lleav’n  reigns 
l ake  thine  own  choice,  sweet  child,  and  live 
a saint  still. — 

The  lord  Lavall!  stand  by,  wench. 

Lav.  Gahriella — 

She  cannot,  nor  she  dares  not  make  it  kuown; 
My  great ue ss  crushes  her,  whene’er  she  offers: 
Why  should  I tear  her  then? 

Gent.  Come  ; let’s  pass  on,  wench. 

Lav.  Gentille,  come  hither! — Who’s  that 
gentlewoman?  [custom, 

Gent.  A child  of  mine,  sir,  who,  observing 
Is  going  to  the  monastery  to  her  prayers. 
Luv.  A fair  one,  a most  sweet  one!  later 
far 

To  beautify  n court,  tliau  make  a votarist.— 
Go  on,  fair  beauty,  and  in  your  orizons 
Remember  me:  will  you,  fair  sweet? 

Casta.  Most  humbly.  [Exit,  with  Gent. 
Jmv.  An  admirable;  benutjH  how  it  fires 
me! 

Enter  a Spirit. 

But  she’s  too  full  of  grace,  and  I too  wicked. — 
I feel  my  wonted  lit:  dtleud  me,  goodness! 
Oh!  it  grows  colder  still,  and  stiller  on  me ; 
M v hai r stands  up,  my  sinews  shake  and  shrink ; 
Help  me,  good  Heav’u,  and  good  thoughts 
dwell  within  me! 

Oh,  get  thee  gone,  thou  evil,  evil  spirit; 
Haunt  me  no  more,  1 charge  thee! 

Spirit.  Yes,  Lavall ; 

Thou  art  my  vassal,  and  the  slave  to  mischief: 
I blast  thee  with  new  sin.  Pursue  thy 
pleasure! 

Casta  is  rare  and  sweet,  a blowing  beauty ; 
Set  thy  desires  afire,  and  never  quench  ’em 
’Till  thou  enjoy'st  her!  make  her  all  thy 
Heav’u, 

And  al!  thy  joy,  for  she  is  all  true  happiness. 
Thou’rt  powerful;  use  command;  if  that 
prevail  uot. 

Force  her:  i'll  be  thy  friend. 

Lav.  Oh,  help  me,  help  me ! 

Spirit.  Her  virtue  like  a spell,  sinks  me 
to  darkness.  [Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  G entitle  and  Cotta. 

Gent.  He's  here  still. — How  is't,  noble 
lord  ? Met  hi  nk  »,  sir, 

You  look  a little  wildly?— Is  it  that  way? 

1s  t her  you  stare  on  so?  I’ve  spied  your  fire, 
sir, 

But  dare  not  stay  the  flaming:  come! 

Lav.  Sweet  creature, 

Excellent  beauty,  do  me  but  the  happiness 
To  be  your  humblest  servant. — Oh,  fair  eyes! 
Oh,  blessed,  blessed  sweetness,  divine  virgin! 
Casta.  Oh,  good  my  lord,  retire  into  your 
honour!  [helm 

You're  spoken  good  and  virtuous,  plac'd  at 
To  govern  others  from  mischances ; from 
example 

Of  such  fair  chronicles  as  great  ones  are, 

We  do,  or  sure  we  should,  direct  our  lives. 

X know  you're  full  of  worth;  a school  of 
virtue, 

Daily  instructing  us  that  live  below  you, 

I make  no  doubt,  dwells  there. 

Lav.  I cannot  answer ; 

Sii’  has  struck  ine  dumb  with  wonder. 

Casta.  Goodness  guide  you ! [Exeunt. 
Lav.  She’s  gone,  and  with  lier  all  light, 
and  has  left  me 

Dark  as  my  black  desires.  Oh,  devil  lust, 
How  dost  thou  hug  my  blood,  and  whisper 
to  me, 

Thwe  is  no  day  again,  no  time,  no  living. 
Without  this  lusty  beauty  break  upon  me! 
Lot  the  collect  myself ; I strive  like  billows, 
Beaten  against  a rock,  and  fall  a fool  still. 

1 must  enjoy  her,  and  1 will ; from  this  liour 
My  thoughts,  and  all  my  business  shall  be 
no  thing, 

Enter  Maria. 

My  eating,  and  my  sleeping,  but  her  beauty, 
And  how  to  work  it. 

Maria.  Health  to  my  lord  Lavall ! — 

Nay,  good  sir,  do  not  turn  with  such  dis- 
pleasure ! 

I come  not  to  afflict  your  new-born  pleasures. 
My  honour'd  mistress — Neither  let  that  vex 

you, 

For  nothing  is  intended,  but  safe  to  you. 

Lav.  What  of  your  mistress?  1 min  full  of 
business. 

Maria.  £ will  be  short,  my  lord.  She,  loving 
lady. 

Considering  the  unequal  tie  between  ye, 

And  how  your  ruin  with  the  duke  lay  on  it, 
As  also  the  most  noble  match  now  made, 

Hv  ine  sends  back  all  links  of  marriage, 

All  holy  vows,  and  rights  of  ceremony, 

All  promises,  oaths,  tears,  and  all  such  pawns 
You  left  in  hostage ; only  her  love  she  cannot, 
For  that  still  follows  you,  but  not  to  hurt  you  ; 
And  still  beiiolds  you,  sir,  but  not  to  shame 
you : 

£n  recompense  of  which,  this  is  her  suit,  sir, 
Her  poor  and  last  petition,  but  to  grant  her. 


When  weary  nights  have  cloy'd  you  up  with 
kisses, 

(As  such  must  come)  the  honour  of  a mistress, 
The  Itonour  but  to  let  ber  see  those  eyes, 
(Those  eyes  she  dotes  on, more  than  godson 
goodness) 

And  but  to  kiss  you  only;  with  this  prayer, 
(A  prayer  only  to  awake  your  pky) 

-And  on  her  knees  she  made  it,  that  this  night 
You’ll  blt-ss  her  with  your  company  at  supper. 
Lav.  I like  this  well ; and,  now  1 think 
on't  better, 

HI  make  n present  use  from  this  occasion— 
Maria.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  sn 
cruet  to  her. 

Because  sin*  has  been  yours! 

Lav.  And  to  mine  own  end  • * 

A mre  way  1 will  work. 

Maria.  Can  love  for  ever, 

The  love  of  ber,  my  lord,  so  perish  in  you?— 
As  you  desire  in  your  desires  to  prosper! 
What  gallant  under  Hcav'n,  but  Anjou's  heir, 
then 

Can  brag  so  fair  a wife,  and  sweet  n mistress? 
Good,  uoble  lord ! 

Lav.  You  misapply  ine,  Mary; 

Nor  do  I want  true  pity  to  your  lady: 

Pity  and  love  tell  me,  too  much  I've  wrong'd 
her 

To  dare  to  see  her  more : yet  if  lier  sweetness 
Can  entertain  a mediation, 

(And  it  must  be  a great  one  that  can  cure  me) 
My  love  again,  as  tar  ns  honour  bids  me, 

My  service,  and  myself — 

A f aria  That’s  nobly  spoken ! [know  her; 
Lav.  Shall  hourly  see  her ; want  shall  never 
Nor  w here  she  has  bestow’d  lier  love,  repent 
Maria.  Now  whither  drives  he?  [her. 
Lav.  I have  heard,  .Maria, 

That  no  two  women  in  the  world  more  lov'd, 
Than  thy  good  mistress  and  Gentille’s  fair 
dnughter.  [heard  a truth,  my  lotd; 

Maria.  What  may  this  mean  ? — You’ve 
But  since  the  secret  love  betwixt  you  two, 
My  mistress  durst  not  entertain  such  friend- 
ship : 

Casta  is  quick,  and  of  a piercing  judgment, 
And  quickly  will  find  out  a flaw.  " 

Lav.  Hold,  Mary:  [banquet. 

Shrink  not ; *t»  good  gold,  wench : prepare  s 
And  get  that  Casta  thither;  for  she's  a 
creature 

So  full  of  forcible  divine  persuasion, 

And  so  unwearied  ever  with  good  crffice, 
That  she  shall  care  my  ill  cause  to  my  mistress, 
And  make  all  errors  up. 

Maria.  Ill  do  my  lieSt,  sir : 

But  slie's  too  fearful,  coy,  and  scrupulous, 
To  leave  her  father’s  house  so  late;  and 
bashful 

At  any  man’s  appearance,  that,  I fear,  sir, 
Twill  prove  impossible. 

Lav.  There's  more  gold,  Mary  ; 

And  fain  thy  mistress  wondrous  sick,  to  Heath, 

wench! 

Maria. 
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Maria.  I have  you  in  the  wind  now,  and 
I’M  pay  you.  [charity, 

Imt  She  cannot  clmse  but  come ; Nus 
The  chief 'of  her  profewoa:  undertake  this, 
And  I aiu  there  ul  uiglit;  if  not,  I leave  you. 
Mam.  I wilt  not  lose  this  offer,  ti.o’  it 
full  out 

Clean  cross  to  that  we  cast. — I’ll  undertake  it; 
I will,  my  lord;  she  shall  be  there. 

Lav . By  Heaven  ? 

Ah.rut.  By  Heaven,  she  shall. 

Imv  Let  it  be  something  late  then,  [her. 
For  being  seen! — Now  force  or  favour  wins 
My  spirits  are  grown  dull ; strung  wine,  and 
store, 

Shall  set  ’em  up  again,  and  make  me  fit 
To  draw  home  at  the  enterprise  I aim  nt. 

[Exit. 

Maria.  Go  thy  way,  false  lord ! it  thou 
hold'st,  thou  pay’st  [there, 

Tlie  price  of  all  thy  lusts.  Thou  shall  be 
Thou  modest  maid,  if  I have  any  working, 
And  yet  thy  Iionour  safe;  for  which  this  thief 
1 know  has  set  this  meetiug;  but  i'll  watch 
him. 

Enter  Perolot. 

Per.  Maria ! [bless  me ! 

Maria.  Are  mine  eyes  mine  own  ? or — 
Am  1 deluded  with  a flying  shadow? 
prr.  Why  do  you  start  so  from  me  ? 
Maria.  It  speaks  sensibly, 

And  shews  a living  body  ; yet  I’m  fearful. 
Per.  Give  me  your  hand,  good  Marin. 
Maria.  He  feels  warm  too. 

Per.  And  next  your  lips. 

Maria.  He  kisses  perfectly:  [Perolot? 

Nav,  an  the  devil  be  no  worse— You  are 
Per.  I was,  anil  sure  1 sliould  be : cau  a 
small  distance. 

And  ten  short  months,  take  from  your  memory 
The  figure  of  vour  friend,  that  you  stand 
wona  ring? 

Be  not  amaz’d!  I am  the  self-same  Perolot, 
Living  and  well,  son  to  Gentille,  and  brother 
To  virtuous  Casta;  to  your  beauteous  mistress. 
The  long-since  poor  betroth’d,  and  stilLvow’d 
servant.  [your  master, 

Maria.  Nay, sore  lie  lives ! — My  lordLavall, 
Brought  news  long  since  to  your  much- 
mourning  mistress,  [too, 

You  died  at  Orleans ; bound  her  with  an  oath 
To  keep  it  secret  from  your  aged  father, 

Lest  it  sliould  rack  his  heart. 

Per.  A pretty  secret,  [come 

To  try  my  mistress'  love,  and  make  my  wel- 
From  travel  of  more  worth;  from  whence, 
Heav'n  thank’d,  [puqiuse, 

My  business  for  the  duke  dispatch'd  to  th’ 
And  all  my  money  spent,  I am  come  home, 
wench. 

How  does  my  mistress?  for  I have  not  yet  seen 
Any,  nor  will  1,  ’till  i do  tier  service. 

Maria.  But  did  the  lord  Lavall  know  of 
Before  lie  went  ? [your  love,  sir, 
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Per.  Yes ; by  much  force  he  got  it, 

But  none  else  knew ; upon  his  promise  too, 
And  honour,  to  conceal  it  faithfully 
Till  my  return : to  further  which,  he  told  rne, 
My  business  being  ended,  from  the  duke 
lie  would  procure  a pension  for  my  service, 
Able  to  make  my  mistress  a lit  husband. 
Maria.  But  are  you  sure  of  this  ? 

Per.  Sure  ns  my  sight,  wench. 

Maria.  Tlien  is  your  lord  a base  dissem- 
bling villain, 

A devil  lord,  the  damn’d  lord  of  all  lewd  ness, 
And  ha»  betray'd  you,  and  undone  my  mistress, 
My  poor  sweet  mistress  (oh,  that  lecher  lord  !) 
Who,  poor  soul,  since  was  married! 

Per.  To  whom,  Maria  ? [him ! 

Maria.  To  that  unlucky  lord,  a plague  upon 
Whose  |iot  horse-appetite  being  allay'd  once 
With  her  chaste  joys,  married  again  (scarce 
cool’d, 

The  torches  yet  not  out  the  yellow  Ilymen 
Lighted  about  the  bed,  the  songs  yet  sounding) 
Marine’s  young  noble  daughter  Heliena, 
Whose  mischief  stands  at  door  next.  Oh, 
that  recreant! 

Per.  Oh,  villain ! oh,  most  unmanly  falshood ! 
Nay,  then,  I see  my  letters  were  betray’d  too. 
Oh,  1 am  full  of  this,  great  with  his  mischiefs, 
Loadeu  and  burst!  Come,  lead  me  to  my  lady. 
Maria.  1 cannot,  sir;  Lavall  keeps  her 
conceal’d : [man. 

Besides,  her  griefs  are  such,  she  will  see  no 
Per.  I must,  and  will  go  to  her;  I will  see 
her:  [furthest! 

There  be  my  friend,  or  this  shall  be  thy 
Maria.  Hold,  and  I’ll  help  thee!  But  first 
you  shall  sweaf  to  me, 

As  you  are  true  and  gentle,  as  you  hate 
This  beastly  and  base  lord,  where  I shall 
place  you,  [you, 

(Which  shall  he  within  sight)  ’till  I discharge 
Whalc'er  you  see  or  hear,  to  make  no  motion. 
Per.  I do,  by  Heaven! 

Maria.  Stay  here  ubout  the  house  then, 
’Till  it  be  later;  yet,  the  time’s  not  perfect: 
There  at  the  baca-door  I’ll  attend  you  truly. 
Per.  Oh,  monstrous,  monstrous,  beastly 
villain!  [Exit. 

Maria.  How  cross  this  falls,  and  from  all 
expectation!  [knows: 

And  what  the  end  shall  be,  Heav’n  only  yet 
Only  I wish,  and  hope.  But  I forget  still; 
Casta  must  be  the  bait,  or  all  miscarries. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Gentille  with  a torch , Shalloone  above. 
Gent.  Holla,  Shulloone ! 

Shat.  Who’s  there? 

Gent.  A word  from  th’ duke,  sir. 

SJtaL  Your  pleasure  ? [straight. 

Gent.  Tell  your  lord  he  must  to  court 
Shat.  He’s  ill  at  ease ; and  prays  lie  may 
be  pardon’d 

The  occasions  of  this  night. 

Gent.  Belike  he’s  drunk  then. 

’He 
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Hi-  must  away  ; tJjc  duke  and  hi*  fair  lady, 
The  beauteous  Ihlleua,  are  now  ui  cent. 

Of  whom  sin?  has  such  fortune  in  iter  carding. 
The  dttke  has  lust  a thousand  crowns,  and 
swears, 

lit  will  not  go  to  bed,  ’ull  by  L t'iill 
The  tide  of  loss  be  turn’d  again.  Awake  him ! 
For’tis  Lite  pleasure  of  the  duke  he  mutti  ise. 
Shal.  Having  so  strict  command,  sir,  to 
the  coatr.uv, 

I dare  not  do  it:  I lx  seech  your  pardon. 
Gent.  Are  you  sure  he  is  there  ? 

Shut.  Yes. 

Gent,  And  asleep  ? 

Shat.  I think  so.  [him,  Shulloone? 

Gent.  And  are  you  sure  you  will  not  tell 
ShaU  Yes,  very  sure. 

Gent.  Then  I am  sure,  I will: 

Open,  or  I must  force. 

Shut.  Pray  you  stay  ! he  is  not,  [if. 
Nor  will  not  he  this  night:  you  may  excuse 
Gent.  I knew  he  was  gone  about  some 
woman's  labour.  [comfortable! 

As  good  n neighbour,  tin/  l say  it,  and  as 
Many  such  more  we  need,  Sbalionne.  Alas, 
poor  lady,  [monsieur, 

Thou’rt  like  to  lie  rross-!cg‘d  to-night.  Good 
1 will  excuse  your  master  for  this  once,  sir, 
Because  sometimes  I've  lov’d  a wench  my- 
self too. 

Shat.  'Tis  a good  hearing,  sir. 

Gent.  But  for  your  lie,  Khal!oone,  png; 
If  I had  you  here,  it  should  be  no  good  hear- 
For  your  pate  I would  pummel. 

Shut.  A fair  good  night,  sir!  [Exit. 

Gent.  Good  night,  thou  noble  knight,  Sir 
I'andarus*6!  [duluess 

My  heart  is  cold  o'  th*  sudden,  and  a strange 
Possesses  all  my  body  ; thy  w ill  be  done, 
Ileav'ul  [Exit. 

En teid abriel/a, Cast a, and Maria  with  a taper. 
Casta.  'Faith,  friend,  I was  even  going  to 
my  bed, 

When  your  maid  told  me  of  your  sudden 
sickness: 

But  from  my  grave  (so  truly  I love  you) 

I think  vour  name  would  raise  me.  You 
look  ill  [lour; 

Since  last  I saw  you,  much  decay'd  in  co- 


Yet,  I thank  Jleav'n,  I find  no  such  great 
danger  [rage, 

Air  your  maid  frigiited  me  withaU;  takecou- 
And  give  your  sickness  course  ! Some  grief 
you  have  got 

That  feeds  within  upon  your  tender  spirits, 
And,  wanting  open  way  to  vent  itself, 
Murders  your  mind,  and  rhoak*  up  all  y-iur 
sweetness.  [to  trouble  you, 

( » ab . It  was  my  maid's  fault,  worthy  foetid, 

So  Into,  upon  so  a cause  ; yet,  since  I 
Oh,  my  dear  Casta—  [have  you, 

Cast  a.  (im  with  it,  rood's  name  ! 

Gab.  'Hie  closet  of  .iuy  heart  I,  will  lock 
here’7,  wench,  [ImvoII  knocks  within. 
And  things  shall  make  you  tremble. — V.  Los 
that  knocks  there  i 
AJarbt.  TisLavall. 

Gab.  Kit  you  still ! — Let  Ivinj  in. — 

I am  resolv'd ; and, alt  you  wronged  women, 
You  noble  spirits,  that,  as  I,  have  autfe.'d 
Under  this  glorious  beast,  insulting  man"8, 
Lend  ;ue  your  causes,  then  your  cruelties; 

For  1 must  put  on  madness  above  women! 
Costa.  Why  do  you  look  so  ghastly? 

Gab.  Peace  ! no  harm,  dear. 

Enter  Laval l . 

Imt.  There,  take  my  c loak  and  sword. — 
Where  is  the  banquet? 

Atari/! . In  the  next  room.  [me! 

* Casta.  4 low  came  he  here?  lleav’n  bless 
Law.  Give  me  some  wine,  wench;  fill  it 
lull  and  sprightly — 

Gab.  Sit  still,  and  lie  not  fearful. 

Imv.  Till  my  veins  swell,  [Centaur, 

And  my  strong  sinews  stretch  like  that  brave 
That  at  the  table  suatch’d  the  bride  away 
In  spite  of  Hercules. 

Casta.  I am  betray’d ! [ l couie, 

Lav.  Nay,  start  not,  lady!  'tis  for  you  that 
And  for  your  beauty:  'tis  lor  you,  Laval! 
Honours  this  night ; to  you  the  sacred  shrine 
I humbly  bow,  otVcriug  my  vows  and  prayers; 
To  you  l live. 

Gab.  In  with  the  powder  quickly! 

So  ; that  and  the  wine  will  rock  you. 

Lav.  Here;  to  the  health 
Of  the  most  beauteous  and  diviuc  fair  Casta, 
The  star  of  sweetness! 


3<r  Sir  randoms.")  See  Troitus  and  Cressida.  R. 

37  The  closet  of  w/y  heart,  1 trill  lock  here , wnrA.]  It  is  more  natural  to  read, 

I will  unlock , wench, 

as  Mr.  Sympson  would  read,  and  at  first  sight  the  same  change  occurred  to  me,  but  the  old 
reading  is  certainly  sense,  and  a stronger  sense,  viz.  That  she  would  lock  up  all  her  secret* 
in  Casta  $ breast,  which  she  must  lay  her  hand  on  or  point  to  while  she  speaks.  Seward. 

38  Under  this  glorious  beast-insulting  man.)  This  compound  word  must  be  strained  very 
much,  to  force  into  any  meaning  that  will  suit  the  context.  Mr.  Sympson  therefore  agrees 
with  me  in  supposing  it  corrupt.  L had  read. 

Under  this  glorious  beast;  insulting  man, 

but  his  conjecture,  though  not  quite  so  near  the  trace  of  letters,  makes  better  sense,  and  I 
therefore  prefer  it, 

Under  this  glorious  base  insulting  man.  Seward. 

He  is  called  beast  more  than  once  before  : Imsc  comes  in  but  poorly  here. 

Cab. 
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Gab.  Fear  him  not ; I'll  die  first. — 

And  who  shall  pledge  you? 

Lav.  Tliou  shaJt,  thou  tann’d  gipsey ! 

And  worship  to  that  brightness  give,  told 
Tartar! — ^ , [mistress, 

By  Heaven,  you  shall  not  stir  ! You  are  iny 
The  glory  of  my  love,  the  great  adventure, 
The  mistress  of  my  l»eart,  and  she  my  whore! 
Gab.  Th.»u  liest,  base,  beastly  lord ! drunker 
than  anger,  [basely ! 

Thou  sous’d  lord,  got  by  a surfeit,  thou  liest 
Nay,  stir  not!  1 dare  tell  thee  so. — Sit  you 
still.— 

If  1 be  whore,  it  is  in  marrying  thee, 

That  art  so  absolute  and  full  a villain, 

No  sacrament  can  save  that  piece  tied  to  thee. 
How  often  hast  thou  wooed,  in  those  flat- 
teries, 

Almost  those  very  words,  my  constancy  ? 
What  goddess  have  I not  been,  or  what 
goodness  ? 

What  star,  that  i»ofttny  name  in  Heaven, 
Or  brightness?  Which  of  all  the  virtues 
(But  drunkenness,  and  drubbing,  thy  two 
morals)  [sweeter? 

Have  not  I reach’d  to  ? what  spring  was  ever 
What  Scythian  suow  so  white?  what  crystal 
chaser?  [Hang  thee, 

Is  not  thy  new  wife  now  the  same  too  ? 
Base  bigamht,  thou  honour  of  ill  women19  ! 
Casta.  HowVthis?  Oh, Heav’n  defend  me ! 
Gab.  Thou  salt-itch, 

For  whom  no  cure  but  ever-burning  brimstone 
Con  be  imagin’d ! 

Lav.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Gab.  Dost  thou  laugh,  thou  breaker 
Of  all  law,  all  religion  ? of  all  faith 
Thou  foul  contemner ! 

Lav.  Peace,  thou  paltry  woman ! — 

And  sit  by  me,  tweet. 

Gab.  By  the  devil  ? 

Jmv.  Come, 

And  lull  me  with  delights. 

Gab.  It  works  ainam  now.  [shadows 
Lav.  Give  me  such  kisses  as  the  queen  of 
Gave  to  the  sleeping  boy  she  stole  at  Latinos; 
Lock  round  about4*,  in  snaky  wreaths  close- 
folded, 

Those  rosy  arms  about  ray  neck,  oh,  Venus  ! 
Gab.  Fear  not,  I say. 

Lav.  Thou  admirable  sweetness, 

Distil  thy  blessings  like  those  silver  drops, 
That,  falling  on  fairgrounds,  rise  all  in  roses; 
SI  mot  me  a thousand  darts  from  those  fair 
eyes,  [stand  Vm ; 

And  thro*  my  heart  transfix  ’em  all,  I’ll 
Send  me  a thousand  smiles,  and  presently 
ill  catch  ’em  in  mine  eyes,  ana  by  Love's 
power 
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Turn ’em  to  Cupid  sail,  and  fling  Vm  on  thee. 
How  high  she  looks,  and  heav’nly  ! — More 
wine  for  me  ! [be  not  fearful ! 

Gab.  Give  him  more  wine;  and,  good  friend, 
Lav.  Here  on  my  knee,  thou  goddess  of 
delights, 

Tliis  lusty  grape  I offer  to  thy  beauties: 

See  how  it  leaps  to  view  that  perfect  redners 
That  dwells  upon  thy  lips ! now,  how  it  blushes 
To  be  out-blush’d  ! Oh,  let  me  feed  my  fancy ! 
And  as  I hold  the  purple  god  in  one  liand. 
Dancing  about  the  brim,  and  proudly  swelling. 
Deck’d  in  the  pride  of  Nature,  young  and 
blowing. 

So  let  me  take  fair  Semele  in  the  other, 

And  sing  the  loves  of  gods,  then  drink  their 
Not  yet  desir’d  ! [nectar. 

Casta.  Oh  ! 

Lav.  Then,  like  lusty  Tarquin, 

Turn'd  into  flames  with  Lucrece*  coy  denials, 
His  blood  and  spirit  equally  ambitious, 

I force  thee  for  mine  own.  [chastity  ! 

Casta.  Ob,  help  rue,  justice  ! help  me,  my 
Lav.  Now  I am  bravely  quarried. 

[iVf viot  above. 
Per.  Tia  my  sister  ! [not  earned. 

Gab.  No,  bawdy  slave,  no,  trencher,  she’s 
[Exit  Casta. 

Per.  She's  loose  again,  and  gone.  I'll  keep 
my  place  still.  [cannot  hurt  you. 

Maria.  Now  it  works  bravely.  Stand ! i:e 
IjOV.  Oh  my  sweet  love,  my  life ! 

Maria.  He  sinks. 

Lav.  Aly  blessing ! 

[He  falls  down  and  sleeps , 
Maria.  So ; now  he  is  sale  awhile. 

Gab.  Lock  all  the  doors,  wench; 

Then  for  my  wrongs  ! 

Per.  Now*  I'll  appear  to  know  all. 

Gab.  Be  quick,  quick,  good  Maria,  sure 
and  sudden. 

Per.  Stay ! I must  in  first. 

Gab.  Oh.  my  conscience ! 

It  is  young  Perolot : oh,  my  stung  conscience ! 
It  is  my  first  and  noblest  love. 

Maria.  Leave  wondering. 

And  recollect  yourself:  the  man  is  living; 
Equally  wrong'd  as  you,  and  by  that  devil. 
Per.  Tilt  most  true,  lady ; your  unhappy 
fortune 

I grieve  for  as  for  mine  own;  your  fault  for- 
give too, 

If  it  be  one.  This  is  no  time  for  kisses: 

I have  heard  all,  and  know  n all,  which  mine 
ears  [roll'd. 

Are  crack'd  a-pieccs  with,  and  my  heart  pe- 
I saw  him  in  your  chamber,  saw  his  fury, 
And  am  a-fire  'till  I have  found  his  heart  out. 
What  do  you  mean  to  do?  for  I’ll  make  one. 


39  Base  bigamist,  thou  honour  o/*  ill  women.]  Seward  reads, 

Thou  horror  of  all  women : 

But  honour  of  ill  women  may  mean  a man  in  request  with  prostitutes:  so  he  is  afterwards 
called  salt -itch,&c.  and  immediately  before,  Base  bigamist . 

Look  round  about , 4c.l  So  all  copies  but  first  folio. 
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Gab.  To  make  his  death  more  horrid,  for 
he  shall  die — 

Per.  He  must,  he  must. 

Gab.  We'll  watch  him  'till  he  wakes, 

Then  bind  him,  and  then  torture  him. 

Per.  Tis  nothing ! [peutance, 

No;  take  him  dead-drunk  now,  without  rc- 
His  lechery  inaeam’d  upon  him41. 

Gab.  Excellent!  [provide  ye; 

Per.  Ill  do  it  myself;  and  when  ’tis  done, 

Tor  we'll  away  for  Italy  this  night. 

Gab.  We’ll  follow  thro*  all  hazards. 

Per.  Oh,  false  lord,  [thee! 

Unmanly,  mischievous!  howl  could  curse 
But  that  but  blasts  thy  fame:  have  at  thy 
heart,  fool ! [out. 

Loop-holes  I’ll  make  enough  to  let  thy  life 
Jmv.  Oh ! does  the  devil  ride  me  ? 

Per.  Nay,  then! 

Lav.  Murder! 

Nay,  then,  take  my  share  too. 

Per.  Help  ! oh  ! h’  has  slain  me. 

Bloody  intentions  must  hare  blood. 

Jmv.  Ha ! 

Per.  Heav’n [Diet. 

Gab.  He  sinks,  he  sinks,  for  ever  sinks  ! 

Oh,  Fortune  ! [me  ! 

Oh,  Sorrow ! how  like  seas  thou  flow’st  upon 
Here  will  I dwell  lor  ever.  Weep,  Maria, 

Weep  this  young  man’s  misfortune.  Oh,  thou 
truest — 

Enter  Spirit. 

Lav.  What  have  I done? 

Spirit.  That  that  has  mark’d  thy  soul,  man. 

Lav.  And  art  thou  come  again,  thou  dis- 
mal Spirit  ? 

Spirit.  Yes,  to  devour  thy  last. 

J.av.  Mercy  upon  me  ! 

Spirit.  Thy  hour  is  come : succession,  ho- 
nour, pleasure, 

And  all  the  lustre  thou  so  long  hast  look’d  for, 

Must  here  have  end : summon  thy  sins  before 
thee. 

IxtT.  Oh,  my  affrighted  soul ! 

Spirit.  '1  here  lies  a black  one ; 

Thy  own  best  servant  by  thy  own  hand  slain: 

Thy  drunkenness  procur’d  it;  there’s  another: 

Think  of  fair  Gabnellu ! there  slie  weeps ; 

And  such  tears  are  not  lost. 

Imv.  Oh  miserable  ! [Casta. 

Spirit.  Thy  foul  intention  to  the  virtuous 
Imv.  No  more,  no  more,  thou  wildfire! 

Spirit.  Last,  thy  last  wife. 

Think  on  the  wrongs  she  suffers. 

4‘  Take  him  dead-drunk,  ^-c.]  This  horrid  sentiment  seems  to  have  been  adopted  from  a 
similar  one  iu  Hamlet ; where  that  prince,  debating  on  the  purposed  death  of  the  King, says, 

* When  he  is  drunkf  asleep,  or  in  his  rage; 

1 Or  in  the  incestuous  pleasures  of  his  bed, 

* At  gaming,  swearing;  or  about  some  act 

* That  has  no  relish  of  salvation  in’t: 

* Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  Heaven; 

* And  that  his  soul  may  be  as  damn’d  and  black 

‘ As  Ilell,  whereto  it  goes.*  R. 


Lav.  Oh,  my  misery  ! 

Oh,  whither  shall  1 fly  ? 

Spirit.  Thou  hast  no  faith,  fool. 

H«Tk  to  thy  knell ! and  vanishes. 

Imv.  Millions  of  sins  muster  about  mine 
eyes  now  ; [Horror, 

Murders,  ambitions,  lust,  false  faiths:  Oh, 
In  what  a stormy  form  of  death  thou  rid’st 
now ! 

Mcthinks  I see  all  tortures,  fires,  and  frosts. 
Deep-sinking  caves,  where  nothing  but  de- 
spsiir  dwells, 

The  baleful  birds  of  night  hovering  about  ’em  ; 
A grave,  mcthinks,  now  opens,  and  a hearse, 
Hung  with  my  arms,  tumbles  into  it.  Oh! 
Oh,  my  afflicted  soul ! I cannot  pray; 

And  the  least  child  that  has  but  goodness  in 
him  [powers : 

May  strike  my  head  off,  so  stupid  are  my 
I’ll  lift  mine  eyes  up  tho*. 

Maria.  Cease  these  laments!  [lives yet. 
They  are  too  poor  for  vengeance:  Lavall 
Gab.  Then  thus  I dry  ail  sorrows  from 
these  eyes ; [devil ! 

Fury  and  rage  possess  ’em  now  ! Damn’d 
Imv.  Hu ! 

Gab.  This  for  young  Perolot! 

Jmv.  Oh,  mercy,  mercy  ! 

Gab.  This  for  my  wrongs ! 

Imv.  But  oue  short  hour  to  cure  me  ! 

[ Knock  within. 

Oh,  be  not  cruel : Oh  ! oh  ! 

Maria.  Hark,  they  knock  ! 

Make  haste,  for  Heav’n ’s  sake,  mistress! 
Gab.  This  for  Casta  ! 

Jmv.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh  ! f He  dies. 

Maria.  He’s  dead ; come,  quickly ! let’s 
away  with  him, 

Twill  be  too  late  else. 

Gab.  Help,  help,  up  to  the  chamber ! 

[Ext  wit  with  LavalPt  body. 

Enter  Duke , Uellcna,  G entitle , Casta , and 
Attendants  with  lights. 

Duke.  Whut  frights  are  these? 

Gent.  I’m  sure  here’s  one  past  frighting. 
Bring  the  lights  nearer:  I’ve  enough  already. 
Out,  out,  mine  eyes  ! Look,  Casta. 

l.ord.  Tis  young  Perolot ! [dewoman  ! 
Duke.  When  came  lie  over?  Hold  the  geu- 
She  sinks;  and  bear  her  off. 

Ca*tu.  Oh,  my  dear  brother ! [Exit. 
Gent.  There  is  a time  for  all ; for  me,  I 
And  very  shortly.  Murder’d?  [hope  too, 
[G  abrttlla,  Maria,  with  LavulCsbody,  above. 


Duke. 


FOUR  PLAYS,  OR  MORAL  REPRESENTATIONS,  IN  ONE. 


Duke.  Who's  above  there? 

Cab.  Look  up  and  see, 
l)uke.  What  may  tins  mean? 

Gab.  Behold  it ! 

Behold  the  drunken  murderer 
Of  that  young  gentleman;  behold  the  rankest, 
The  vilest,  basest  slave  that  ever  flourish’d ! 
Duke.  Who  kill’d  him? 

Gab.  I;  and  there’s  the  cause  I did  it: 
Rear],  if  your  eyes  will  give  you  leave. 

UeL  Oh,  monstrous ! 

Gab.  N,ay,  out  it  shall : there,  take  this 
false  lieart  to  ye, 

The  base  dishonour  of  a thousand  women  ! 
Keep  it  in  gold,  duke;  'tis  a precious  jewel. 
No*  to  myself!  fori  have  liv’d  a fair  age, 
Longer  by  some  mouths  than  Iliad  a mind  to. 
Duke.  Hold  ! [traded ! 

Gab.  Here,  young  Perolot,  my  first-cou- 
True  love  sliall  never  go  alone. 

Duke.  Hold,  Gubriella ! 

I do  forgive  all. 

Gab.  I shall  die  the  better.  [with  me ! 
Thus  let  ine  seek  ray  grave,  and  my  shames 
Maria.  Nor  shalt  thou  alone,  my  noble 
mistress ; 

Why  should  I live,  and  thou  dead? 

j Lord.  Save  the  wcuch  there  ! [written. 
Alaria.  She  is,  I hope ; and  all  my  sins  here 
Duke.  This  was  a fatal  night. 

Gent.  Heav’n  h is  his  working. 

Which  we  cannot  conteod  against. 

Duke.  Alas ! 

Gent.  Your  Grace  has  your  a /as  too. 
Duke.  ’Would  ’twere  equal ! 

For  thou  hast  lost  an  honest  noble  child. 
Gent.  Tis  heir  enough  b’  has  left,  a good 
remembrance4,1 . 

Duke.  See  nil  their  bodies  buried  decently ; 
Tho*  some  deserv’d  it  not ! — How  do  you  do, 
lady  ? 

He/.  Even,  with  your  grace’s  leave,  ripe 
for  a monastery ; 

There  will  I wed  tny  life  to  tears  and  prayers, 
And  never  know  what  man  is  more. 

Duke.  Your  pleasure. 

How  dots  the  maid  within? 

Lord.  She  is  gone  before,  sir. 

The  same  course  that  her  lady  lakes. 

Gent.  And  my  course  [grace 

Shall  be  my  beads  at  home,  so  please  your 
To  give  me  leave  to  leave  the  court. 

Duke.  In  peace,  sir; 

And  take  my  love  along! 

Gent.  1 shall  pray  tor  you. 

Duke.  Now  to  ourselves:  retire  we,  and 
begin 

By  tliis  example  to  correct  each  sin  ! 

[Exeunt.  Flourish. 


mu 

Eman.  By  this  we  plainly  view  tlie  two 
imposihumes  [wautouness ; 

That  choak  a kingdom’s  welfare;  case  and 
In  both  of  which Lavail  was  capital:  [uour, 
For,  first,  ease  stole  away  his  mind  from  Lo- 
That  active  noble  thoughts  had  kept  still 
working ; 

And  then  deliver’d  him  to  drink  and  women, 
Lust  and  outrageous  riot;  and  what  their 
ends  are, 

How  infamous  and  foul,  we  see  example. 
Therefore,  that  great  man  that  will  keep  hik 
name. 

And  gain  his  merit  out  of  Virtue’s  schools, 
Must  make  the  pleasures  of  the  world  his 
fools.  [Flourish. 

The  Triumph. 

Enter  Musicians ; next  them , Perolot , with 
the  wound  he  died  with;  then  Gabtiella 
and  Maria , with  their  uounds;  after  them 
four  Furies  u ith  bannerets,  inscribed , Re- 
venge, Murder,  Lust,  and  Drunkenness, 
singing;  next  than,  Lnvall wounded ; then 
a chariot  with  Death , drawn  by  the  Desti- 
nies. [Flourish. 

Enter  Prologue. 

Prol.  From  this  sad  sight  asceud  your 
noble  eye, 

And  see  old  Time,  helping  triumphantly. 
Helping  his  master  Man  : view  here  his  va- 
nities; [flies. 

And  see  his  false  friends,  like  those  glutted 
That,  when  they’ve  suck’d  their  fill,  fall  off, 
and  fade 

From  all  remembrance  of  him,  like  a shade ! 
And  last,  view  wlio  relieves  him  ! and  that 
gone, 

W e hope  your  favour,  and  our  play  is  done. 

[Flourish, 

Enter  Anthropos,  Desire , Vain- Delight,  and 
Bounty. 

Anlh.  What  hast  thou  done,  Desire?  and 
how  employ’d 

The  charge  l gave  tliee,  about  levying  wealth 
For  our  supplies? 

Desire.  I have  done  all,  yet  nothing ; 

Tried  all,  and  all  my  ways,  yet  a) I miscarried: 
There  dwells  a sordid  dulnessin  their  minds, 
Thou  son  of  earth,  colder  than  tl»at  thou’rt 
made  of. 

I came  to  Craft;  found  all  his  hooks  about 
him, 

And  all  his  nets  baited  and  set45 ; his  sly  self 
And  greedy  Lucre  utu  serious  conference 
Which  way  to  tie  the  world  within  their  sta* 
lutes : 


41  ’Tis  heir  enough  has  lost  a good  remembrance.]  Corrected  by  Sympson. 

41  » all  his  hooks  about  him , 

And  all  his  nets  baited  and  sc?.]  Mr.  Sympson  says,  that  to  bait  and  set  nets  is  inaccu- 
rate, and  therefore  would  liave  hooks  and  nets  change  places:  but  nets  are  sometimes  baited  and 
set  as  well  as  hooks,  as  for  cray  fish,  grigs,  &c.,  so  that  the  change  is  uot  necessary.  Seward. 

4 II  2 Business 
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to*  FOUR  PLAYS,  OR  MORAL 

Business  of  all  sides44  and  of  all  sorts  sw  arm- 
ing, [Har’d 

Like  bees  broke  loose  in  summer;  I de- 
Your  will  and  want  toecther,  both  enforcing 
With  all  the  pow  er  and  pains  I had,  to  reach 
Yet  all  fell  short.  [him ; 

Anth.  His  answer? 

Desire.  This  he  gave  roe : [plies 

Your  wants  are  never  ending;  and  those  sup- 
That  came  to  stop  those  breaches,  are  ever 
lavish’d, 

Before  they  reach  the  main,  in  toys  and  trifles, 
Gewgaws,  and  gilded  puppets.  Vain- Delight, 
He  says,  tins  ruin'd  you,  with  clapping  all 
Thai  conies  in  for  support,  on  cloallis  and 
coaches  [mistress, 

Perfumes  and  powder'd  pates;  and  that  your 
The  lady  Pleasure,  like  a sea  devours 
At  length  both  you  and  him  too.  If  you  have 
houses,  [hear  you, 

Or  laud,  or  jewels,  for  good  pawn,  lie’ll 
And  will  be  ready  to  supply  occasions; 

If  not,  lie  locks  his  ears  up,  and  grows  stupid. 
From  him,  I went  to  Vanity,  whom  I found 
Attended  by  an  endless  troop  of  tailors, 
Mercers,  embroiderers,  feather-makers,  Tu- 
rners, 

All  occupations  opening  like  a mart. 

That  serve  to  rig  the  liody  out  with  bravery; 
A nd  thro'  the  room  new  fashions  flew,  like  flies, 
In  thousand  gaudy  shapes;  Pride  waiting  uu 
her. 

And  busily  surveying  all  the  breaches 
Time  and  decayingNnture  had  wrought  in  her, 
Which  still  with  art  she  piec’d  again  and 
strengthen'd:  . [head-tires, 

I told  your  wants;  sheshew'd  me  gow  ns  and 
Embroider'd  waistcoats,  smocks  seam’d  thro’ 
with  out-works,  [paintings, 

Scarfs,  mantles,  petticoats,  muff*,  powders, 
Dugs,  monkies,  parrots,  which  all  seem'd  to 
shew  me 


REPRESENTATIONS,  IN  ONE. 

The  way  her  money  went  From  her  to  Plea- 
I took  my  journey.  [sure 

Anth.  And  what  says  our  best  mistress? 
Desire.  She  danc'd  me  out  this  answer 
presently*  [ready. 

Revels  and  masques  had  drawn  her  dry  a’l- 
I met  old  l ime  too,  mowing  mankind  down, 
Who  says  you  are  too  hot,  aud  he  must  purge 
you. 

Anth.  A coldyai'Hwi/Miserablecreatures, 
Born  to  support  and  beautify  your  master, 
The  god-like  Man, set  hereto  do  me  service, 
The  children  of  my  will,  why,  or  how  dare  ye, 
Created  to  my  use  alone,  disgrace  ine? 
Beasts  have  more  courtesy;  they  live  about 
me, 

Offering  tlieir  warm  wool  to  the  shearer’s  hand 
To  clouth  me  with,  their  bodies  to  inv  labours; 
Nay,  even  their  lives  they  daily  sacrifice, 

And  proudly  press  with  garlaudsto  the  altars, 
To  fill  the  gods' oblations.  Birds  bow  to  me, 
Strikiug  their  downy  sails  to  do  me  service, 
Their  sweet  airs  ever  echoing  to  mine  honour, 
And  to  my  rest  tlieir  plumy  softs  they  send 
me. 

Fishes,  and  plants,  and  all  where  life  inhabits. 
But  mine  own  cursed  kind,  obey  their  ruler; 
Mine  have  forgot  me,  miserable  mine, 

Into  whose  stony  hearts,  neglect  of  duty, 
Squint-ey’d  Deceit  and  Selfdove  are  crept 
closely ! 

None  feel  my  wants?  not  one  befriend  me45? 
Desire.  None,  sir.  [friend,  Flattery ; 
Anth.  Thou  hast  forgot,  Desire,  my  best 
lie  cannot  fail  me. 

Delight.  Fail  ? he'll  sell  himself, 

And  all  within  his  power,  close  to  his  skin  first. 
Desire.  I thought  so  too,  and  made  him 
my  first  venture ; 

But  found  him  in  a young  lord’s  ear  so  busy. 
So  like  a smiling  shower  pouring  bis  soul 
In  at  his  portals ; his  face  in  thousand  figures. 


44  Business  of  all  sides  and  of  all  for/#.]  Mr.  Syraptou  thinks  tlie  common  expression  was 
the  original  here, 

Business  of  all  size  and  of  all  sorts, 

•r  else  of  all  sizes.  But  1 can  by  no  means  admit  either  into  the  text,  for  the  old  reading 
is  perfect  good  sense.  And  the  first  change  proposed  is  scarce  English;  the  otlier  hurts 
the  measure;  and  its  being  a vulgar  expression  is  the  very  reason  why  a poet  would  not 
u*e  it.  Seward. 

We  think  Simpson's  first  conjecture  not  inelegant,  aud  very  plausible.  Of  all  sides , is 
very  vulgar. 

45  . — . . - are  crept  closely : 

A onefetl  my  wants , not  one  mend  w ith  me. 

Desire.  Nome,  sir  ¥]  ■ The  next  hue  shews  evidently  that  all  the  points  here  were 
wrong.  The  last  line  of  Anthroposs  speech  should  lie  disjoined  from  the  foregoing,  aud  l»e 
a question  which  Desire  should  answer,  but  tliese  were  not  the  wotst  of  the  mistake  in  this 
pus- age,  for  wlml  is 

^ - — not  one  mend  with  me  ? 

One  might  force  a fort  of  sense  out  of  it,  but  ’ti>  much  more  probable  that  it  is  a mistake  of 
the  press,  and  that  wc  should  rend  either, 

— not  on c friend  with  me  ? 

or,  — — not  one  befriend  me  ? 

The  former  is  nearest  the  trace  of  the  letter?!,  but  the  latter  gives  a more  easy  sense.  Set rat'd. 
A he  first  is,  we  think,  the  best  of  the  two. 

Catching 
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C niching  the  vain  mind  of  Che  man:  I pall'd 
him,  ' [him ; 

But  still  he  hung  like  bird-lime;  spoke  unto 
Ji  is  answer  still  « as,  ‘ By  the  lord,  sweet  lord/ 
And  * By  my  soul,  thou  master-piece  of 
honour!’  [vour  flood’s  gone, 

Nothing  could  stave  him  otY : he  has  heard 
And  on  decay iug  things  he  seldom  smiles,  sir. 
Anlh.  Then  here  I break  up  state,  and 
free  my  followers, 

Putting  my  lbrtune  now  to  Time  and  Justice: 
Go  seek  new  masters  now  ; for  Authropos, 
Neglected  by  his  friends,  must  seek  new 
fortunes. 

Desire,  to  Avarice  I here  commend  thee, 
Where  thou  may'st  live  at  full  bent  of  thy 
wishes. 

And,  Vain-Delight,  thou  feeder  of  my  follies, 
With  light  Fautustickness  be  thou  in  favour! 
To  leave  thee.  Bounty,  my  most  worthy 
servant. 

Troubles  me  more  than  my  own  misery ; 

But  we  must  part:  go  plant  thyself,  my  best 
friend, 

In  honourable  hearts  that  truly  know  thee, 
And  there  live  ever  like  thyself,  a virtue! 
But  leave  this  place,  and  seek  the  country; 
For  Law  and  Lust,  like  fire,  lick  all  up  here. 
Now  none  but  Poverty  must  follow  me, 
Despis'd  patch’d  Poverty;  and  we  two  married, 
Will  seek  Simplicity,  Content,  and  Peace  out, 

Enter  Poverty. 

And  live  with  them  hi  exile.  How  un call’d  on 
My  true  friend  comes! 

Pov.  Here  hold  thee,  Anthropos! 

Thou  art  almost  arriv'd  at  rest 46 : put  this  on, 
A penitential  robe,  to  purge  thy  pleasures; 
Oil  with  that  vanity! 

Anth.  Here,  Vain- Delight, 

And,  with  this,. all  my  part  to  thee  again 
-Of  thee  I freely  render. 

Pov.  Take  this  s$afF  now, 

And  be  more  constant  to  your  steps  liereafter! 
The  staff  is  Staidness  of  Affections. 

Away,  you  painted  flies,  that  with  man’s 
summer 

Take  life  and  heat,  buzzing  about  his  blossoms ! 
When  growing  full,  ye  turn  to  caterpillars. 
Gnawing  the  root  that 'gave  you  liie.  Fly, 
shadows ! [Exeunt  Desire  and  Delimit. 
Now  to  Content  I'll  give  thee,  Anthropos, 
To  Rest  and  Peace  : no  Vanity  dwells  there, 
Desire,  nor  Pleasure,  to  delude  thy  mind  more; 
No  flattery’s  smooth-fil’d  tongue  shall  poison 
thee. 

Anth.  Oh,  Jupiter,  if  I have  ever  offer'd 
Upon  thy  burning  altars  but  one  sacrifice 
Thou  and  thy  fair-ey’d  Juno  smil’d  upon; 

If  ever,  to  thine  honour,  bounteous  feasts, 


Where  all  thy  statues  sweat  with  wine  and 
incense,  * 

Have  by  the  son  of  Earth  been  celebrated ; 
Hear  me  (the  child  of  Shame  now)  liear,  thou 
helper,  [justice. 

And  take  my  wrongs  into  thy  hands,  thou 
Done  by  uuiniudful  man,  unmerciful, 
Against  his  master  done,  against  thy  order; 
And  raise  again,  thou  father  of  oil  honour. 
The  poor,  despis'd,  but  yet  thy  noblest 
creature! 

Raise  from  his  ruins  once  more  this  sunk  cedar. 
That  all  may  fear  thy  power,  aud  I proclaim 
it!  [Exeunt. 

Jupiter  and  Mercury  descend  severally . Soft 
Mustek. 

Jup.  Ho!  Mercury,  my  winged  son! 

Merc.  Your  servant. 

Jup.  Whose  powerful  prayers  were  those 
that  reach'd  our  ears, 

Arm’d  in  such  spells  of  pity  now47  ? 

Merc . The  sad  petitions  ftliropos; 

Of  the  scorn’d  son  of  Earth,  the  goo-like  An- 
ile that  has  s well'd  your  sacred  fires  with 
incense. 

And  pil’d  upon  your  altars  thousand  heifers; 
He  that  (beguil’d  by  Vanity  and  Pleasure, 
Desire, Cruft, Flattery, and  smooth  Hypocrisy) 
Stands uow  despis’d  and  ruin'd,  leftto  poverty. 
Jup.  it  must  not  be ; he  was  uot  rais’d  for 
ruin ; [perish : 

Nor  ‘Jiall  those  hands  1 icav’d  at  my  altars 
He  is  our  noblest  creature.  Flee  to  Time ; 
And  charge  him  presently  release  the  bauds 
Of  poverty  and  want  this  suitor  siuks  in: 

Tell  him,  aiuoug  the  sun-burnt  Indians, 

That  know  110  other  wealth  but  peace  and 
pleasure. 

He  si  ml  I find  golden  Plutus,  god  of  riclies, 
Who  idly  is  ador’d,  the  iunoceut  people 
Not  knowing  yet  what  power  ana  weight  he 

carries : 

Bid  him  compel  him  to  his  right  use,  houour. 
And  presently  to  live  with  Anthropos. 

It  is  our  will.  Away! 

Merc.  I do  obey  it. 

[ Jupiter  and  Mercury  ascend  again.  Mustek. 
Enter  Plutus , with  a troop  of  Indians  singing 
and  dancing  wildly  about  him , and  bowing 
to  him ; which  ended , enter  Time. 

Time.  Rise,  and  away ! 't is  Jove's  command. 
Plutus.  I will  not!  [das. 

Ye  have  some  fool  to  furnish  now;  some  Mi- 
Tliat  to  no  purpose  I must  choak  with  riches. 
Who  must  1 go  to? 

Time.  To  the  son  of  Earth; 

He  wants  the  god  of  wealth. 

Plutus.  Let  him  want  still ! 


46  Thou  art  almost  arm'd  at  r«/.]  Amended  by  Syrapsoo. 

Arm’d  in  such  spells  of  pit,.]  The  spells  were  undoubtedly  tho«e  of  piety,  which  might 
awake  pity  in  Jupiter,  hut  could  not  for  that  reason  be  called  the  spells  ofpUy.  Hemard. 
We  see  no  reason  for  Tariation, 
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I was  too  lately  with  him,  almost  tom 
Into  ten  thousand  pieces  by  his  followers : 

I could  not  sleep,  but  Craft  or  Vanity 
Were  filing  off  my  fingers;  not  eat,  for  fear 
Pleasure  would  cast  herself  into  my  beHy, 
And  there  surprize  my  heart. 

Time.  These  have  forsaken  him  : 

Make  haste  then ! thou  must  with  me.  Be 
not  angry, 

For  fear  a greater  anger  light  upon  thee. 

Plutus.  I do  obey  then : but  will  clmnge 
, my  figure; 

For  when  I willingly  befriend  a creature, 
Goodly  and  full  of  glory  I shew  to  him  ; 

But  when  I am  compell’d,  old  and  decrepid, 
I halt  and  hang  upon  my  staff.  Farewell, 
friends ! 

I will  not  be  lone  from  ye : all  my  servants 
I leave  among  ye  still,  and  my  chief  riches. 

f Exeunt  Indians , with  a dance. 
Oh,  Time,  what  innocence  dwells  here,  whut 
goodness ! [hug  me. 

They  know  me  not,  nor  hurt  me  not,  yet 
Away?  I’ll  follow  thee:  but  not  too  fast, 
Time!  [jRreunf  Plutus  and  Time. 

Enter  Anthropos , Honesty,  Simplicity , Hu- 
mility, and  Poverty. 

II umil.  Man,  be  not  sad  ; neither  let  this 
divorce 

From  Muudus,  and  his  many  waysof  pleasure, 
Afflict  thy  spirits!  which  consider’d  rightly, 
With  in wardeyes, makes  thee  arrive  at  happy. 
Pew.  For  now  what  danger  or  deceit  can 
reach  thee  ? 

What  matter  left  for  Craft  or  Covetize 
To  plot  against  thee?  what  Desire  to  burn 
thee?  [thee! 

Hon.  Oh,  son  of  Earth,  let  Honesty  possess 
Be  as  thou  wast  intended,  like  thy  Maker; 
See  thro’  those  gaudy  shadows,  that  like 
dreams  [goodness, 

Have  dwelt  upon  thee  long ; cull  up  thy 
Tby  mind  and  man  within  thee,  that  lie 
shipwreck’d ; [fectious, 

And  then  how  thin  and  vain  these  fond  af> 
How  Inme  this  worldly  love,  how  lump-dike, 
And  indigested,  all  these  vanities  [raw, 
Will  shew,  let  Reason  tell  thee! 

Sim  pi.  Crown  thy  mind48  [sufTring, 
With  that  above  the  world’s  wealth,  joyful 
And  truly  he  the  master  of  thyself, 

Which  is  the  noblest  empire!  and  there  stand 


The  thing  thou  wert  ordain’d,  and  set  to 
govern  f 

Pov.  Come,  let  us  siug  die  world's  shame : 
hear  us,  Anthropos! 

Song : And  then  enter  Time  and  Plutus. 
Hon.  Away!  we  are  betray’d. 

[ Exeunt  all  hut  Pot, 
Time.  Get  thou  too  after, 

Thou  needy  bare  corapnniou ! go  for  ever, 

For  ever,  I conjure  thee.  Make  no  answer! 

FjElit  Pov. 

Anth.  What  mak’st  thou  here,  Time?  tliott 
that  to  this  minute 
Never  stood  still  by  me  ? 

Time.  I’ve  brought  thee  succour; 

And  now,  catch  hold,  I’m  thine:  the  god  of 
riches 

(Compell’d  by  him  that  saw  thy  miseries. 

The  ever-ju&t  and  wukeful  Jove)  at  length 
Is  come  unto  thee ; use  him  as  thine  own ; , 

For  ’tis  the  doom  of  Ileav'n,  he  must  obey 
Anth.  Have  I found  pity  then?  [thee. 
Time.  Thou  hast,  ana  justice 
Against  those  false  seducers  of  thine  honour. 
Come,  give  him  present  helps!  [Exit  Tune, 

Industry  and  the  Arts  discovered . 
Plutus.  Come,  Industry, 

TIkiu  friend  of  life ! and  nest  to  thee,  rise. 
Labour!  [Plutus  stomps.  Labour  rests. 
Rise  presently ; and  now  to  your  employ- 
ments! 

But  first  conduct  this  mortal  to  die  rock. 
[They  curry  Anthropos  to  a rock , and 
fall  a-digging. 

What  see'st  thou  now? 

[Plutus  strikes  the  rock , and  fames  flyout. 
Anth.  A glorious  mine  of  metal. 

Oh,  Jupiter,  ray  thanks! 

Plutus.  To  me  a little. 

Anth.  And  to  the  god  of wealth,  ray  sacrifice! 
Plutus.  Nay,  then  I am  rewarded.  Take 
heed  now,  son, 

You  are  afloat  again,  lest  Mundus  catch  von ! 
Anth.  Never  betray  me  mon.*! 

Plutus.  I must  to  Indio,  [lies  buried. 
From  whence  I came,  where  my  main  wealth 
And  tliese  must  with  me.  Take  that  book 
and  mattock49, 

And,  by  those,  know  to  live  again ! 

[Exeunt  Plutus , Industry , Labour , §c. 
Anth.  I shall  do. 


48  Croum  thy  mind 

With  that  above  the  worlds  wealth , joyful  sufTring.  1 I read 
With  tiiat’s  above 

i.  e.  with  that  which  is  above  the  world's  wealth,  joyful  suffering.  It  might  be  still  bettef 
English  to  say, 

With  what’s  above  die  world’s  wealth, 
but  the  other  expression  is  very  frequent  with  our  authors.  Seward. 

The  old  text  is  best,  and  most  poetical. 

49  Take  that  book  and  muHocki]  Mr.  Sympson  would  read  hook  and  mattock , as  the  two 
emblems  of  industry;  but  knowledge  anti  virtue  being  as  uecessary  to  Anthropos  as  industry, 
1 understand  book  us  an  emblem  ot  theiiu  Seward. 

Enter 
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Enter  Fame , sounding. 

Tame.  Thro*  all  the  world  the  fortune  of 
great  Anthropos 

Be  known  and  wonder’d  at ; his  riches  envied, 
As  far  as  suu  or  time  is ; his  power  fear’d 
too ! [Exeunt. 

[Mustek. 

Enter  Delight , Pleasure,  Craft , Lucre, 
Vanity,  SfC.  dancing  ( and  masqued ) towards 
the  rock,  offering  service  to  Anthropos. 
Mercury  from  above.  Mustek  heard.  One 
half  of  a cloud  drawn,  singers  are  dis - 
* covered;  then  the  other  half  drawn.  Jupiter 
seen  in  glory. 

Merc.  Take  heed,  weak  man!  those  are 
the  sins  that  sunk  thee;  f Jupiter. 

Trust  ’em  no  more : kneel,  and  give  thanks  to 
Anth.  Oh,  mighty  power! 

Jup.  Unmask,  ye  gilded  poisons! — 

Now  look  upon  ’em,  son  of  Earth,  and 
shame  ’em; 

Now  see  the  faces  of  thy  evil  angels; 

Lead  ’em  to  Time,  and  let  ’em  fill  his 
triumph ! 

Their  memories  be  here  forgot  for  ever. 
Anth.  Oh,  just,  great  godl  how  many  lives 
of  service, 


What  ages  only  given  to  thine  honour. 

What  infinities  of  vows  and  holy  prayers 
Can  pay  my  thanks  ? 

Jup.  Rise  up  ! and,  to  assure  thee 
That  never  more  thou  slialtfeel  want;  strike 
Mercury, 

Strike  him;  and  by  that  stroke  he  shall  for  ever 
Live  in  that  rock  of  gold,  and  still  enjoy  it. 
Bc’t  done,  I say!  Now  sing  in  honour  of 
him.  [Song. 

Enter  the  Triumph.  First,  the  Musicians : 
then  Vain-Deligkt,  Pleasure,  Cruft,  Lucre , 
Vanity,  and  other  of'  the  vices:  then  a 
chariot  with  the  person  of  Time  sitting  in 
it,  drawn  by  four  persons,  representing 
Hours,  singing.  [ Exeunt . Flourish. 

Emun.  I3y  this  we  note,  sweetheart,  iu 
kings  and  princes, 

A weakness,  even  in  spite  of  all  their  wisdoms. 
And  often  to  be  master’d  by  abuses. 

Our  nature's  here  describ’d  too,  and  what 
humours 

Prevail  above  our  reasons  to  undo  us: 

But  this  the  last  and  best:  when  no  -friend 
stands, 

The  gods  are  merciful,  and  lend  their  hands. 

[Flourish.  Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


Now  as  the  husbandman, whose  costs  and  pain, 
Whose  hopes  and  Ivelps,  lie  buried  in  hisgraiu, 
Waiting  a happy  spring  to  ripen  full 
His  long’d-for  harvest  to  the  reaper’s  pull, 
Stand  we  expecting  (having  sown  our  ground 
With  so  much  charge,  the  fruitfulness  not 
found) 


Tlie  harvest  of  our  labours:  for  we  know 

You  are  our  spring;  and  when  you  smile  we 
grow. 

Nor  charge  nor  pain  shall  bind  us  from  your 
pleasures, 

So  you  but  lend  your  hands  to  fill  our  mea- 
sures ! 


END  OF  THE  THIRD  VOLUM& 
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